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Second Honeymoon!’ 


WALT GAVE ME a little trip for our tenth anniversary. I just loved 


breakfast in bed at the big Park Grand Hotel! “Yeh! ... 
The sheets are so soft,’ Walt commented. They were real percale. 





THAT MADE ME CURIOUS! How could such light, dainty sheets 
hold up? “Why, they’re the new Cannon percale,” explained the 
housekeeper, “woven with 25% more threads for extra wear.” 


Anp when the Evanses got home . . . did they enjoy 
those Cannon sheets! You know how much softer and 
smoother percale always feels . . . how serene and invit- 
ing it makes the beds. Well, Cannon percale . . . dainty 
as itis... has 25% more threads in every inch, for extra 
wear. It launders well, wears well, lives on and on in 


beauty. And costs only a little more than heavy-duty 


EXTRA-GOOD NEWS! Cannon is 
making pure silk hosiery for you. 
Full-fashioned, ringless, triply in- 
Spected and sealed in the Cannon 
Cellophane Handy Pack. Each stock- 
Ing permanently marked with 
thread-count and suggested use. 
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“SO, HERE'S OUR SOUVENIR,” I told Walt: “Some of those 
Cannon percale sheets you were raving about. And they hardly cost 
any more than heavy-duty muslin. I’ve saved money on this trip!” 


muslin! But remember: Cannon produces a complete 
line of sheets, each the best value in its price-class . . . 
and all made by the makers of Cannon towels, in the 
world’s largest household textile mills! 

Cannon Mustin .... for least money .... about $1.10 
Cannon PERCALE . . for comfort-at-a-price . . about $7.40 


Cannon Fine PERcALE.. for sleep-luxury .. about $2.25 
(Prices slightly higher west of the Mississippi) 


Chee. 


FROM CANNON MILLS—= MAKERS OF CANNON TOWELS, SHEETS AND PURE SILK HOSIERY 


“"Pink Tooth Brush '— 
So that's why my smile has grown so dull!” 


Protect your smile! Help your dentist keep your gums firmer 


That dull,dingy,dreary smile 
—it caw't be yours! Why, 
yours was the smile that had 
such magic—yours were the 
brightest of bright, sparkling 
teeth! What happened— 
who's at fault? . 

You, dear lady! You saw that warning tinge 
of “pink” on your tooth brush—knew tt meant 
trouble. You knew the step you ought to take 
—the step that, as an intelligent and sensible 
person, you're going to take right now! 

You're too wise and too lovely to go on tak- 
ing chances with the beauty of your smile. So 
see your dentist—and see him today. And 
when he tells you how to help guard against 
“tink tooth brush’—and if he suggests the 
healthful stimulation of Ipana and ase 
—follow his advice! 


Protect Your Smile Against 
“Pink Tooth Brush” 


spe TOOTH BRUSH’ is only a warning 
—but when you see it—see your dentist. 
You may not be in for serious trouble, but 
find out the truth. Usually, however, 1t sim- 
ply means gums robbed of work by our 
modern soft and creamy foods. His advice 
will probably be, “more work for lazy gums” 
and very often, “the healthful stimulation 
of Ipana Tooth Paste and massage.” 

For Ipana with massage is especially de- 
signed to help the health of your gums as 
well as to clean your teeth. Each time you 
clean your teeth, massage a little extra Ipana 
into your gums. As circulation is increased 
within the gum walls, gums tend to become 
firmer, healthier—more resistant to trouble. 

Don’t gamble with your smile! Get an eco- 
nomical tube of Ipana at your druggist’s to- 
day.. Make Ipana and massage your daily, 
common-sense. dental health routine. Help 
keep your smile as attractive as it should be! 


and your teeth sparkling with 













































TRY THE NEW J). I) TOOTH BRUSH 


For more effective gum massage and for 
more thorough cleansing, ask your drug- 


IPANA TOOTH PASTE | erecta 


r 
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* Only One Magazine Can Do It! * 


Next month Good Housekeeping will present Robert Sherwood, author of Amer- 
ica’s foremost stage hit—“Abe Lincoln of Illinois.” And a powerful, challeng- 
ing story by Sylvia Thompson. Two gallant tales by Libbie Block and Sallie 
Belle Cox, and a potent, dramatic narrative by Adela Rogers St. Johns. Maxine 
Davis on “Wasn’t the Public School Good Enough for Us?” To say nothing 
of Pearl Buck, Margaret Lee Runbeck, Edna Ferber, Cora Jarrett, and 


others. Only one magazine could bring all these stars together in one issue! 


SEE HOW LISTERINE REACHES 
DEEP DOWN INTO THE THROAT 
TO KILL DANGEROUS GERMS 


"BEFORE GARGLING 


Millions of dangerous bacteria, including 
treptococcus gertus, are commonly found 
ven in normal mouths. When body re- 

sistance is low they often strike, compli- 

cating a cold and producing inflammation. 

At is highly important to check their 


yy 


FIER GARGLING 
: e Antiseptic quickly kills millions : 
f these and other germs in mouth and 
throat. Five minutes after gargling, tests 
bowed them reduced 94.6% on the aver- - 
e, and fifteen minutes after, 96.7% on _ 
verage, Even one hour after gargling, — 
age reduction amounted to almost 


Malloy 
ANY 
aU ety 





Quick Germicidal Action Explains why listenine Users 
Caught Fewer Colds and Milder Colds than Non-Users 


Think what it would mean to you and your family to 
escape severe colds. And now, that is a possibility. 


Research shows results for Listerine Antiseptic not 
equaled, so far as we know, by tablets, pills, vaccines or 
inhalants. 


During 7 years of research repeated tests showed that 
those who gargled Listerine Antiseptic twice a day caught 
fewer colds, milder colds, and colds of shorter duration, 
than non-garglers. When Listerine Antiseptic users did 
catch cold, their colds did not reach the danger zone of the 
lungs as often as the colds of non-users. 


What is the secret of Listerine Antiseptic therapy? 
Listerine Antiseptic kills by millions, the menacing 


/ USED TO THINK THAT COLDS 
WERE WINTER'S PUNISHMENT 
TILL LISTERINE TAUGHT ME 


OTHERWISE 
MRS. JON F. BOWLER 


/ HAVE USED LISTERINE FOR 
FIVE YEARS FOR COLOS AND 
ALSO AS A FACE LOTION AFTER 


SHAVING 
GEORGE FARRINGTON 





“secondary invaders’ which complicate a cold. These are 
present even in normal mouths, and frequently include 
such germs as streptococcus. Unless kept in check by 
antiseptic action, they may invade the tissue and com- 
plicate the original infection. As you will see by examining 
the graphs above, Listerine Antiseptic’s ability to keep 
these germs under control is phenomenal. 


Amazing Germ Reduction 

Five minutes after gargling with Listerine Antiseptic, 
tests showed that mouth germs were reduced 94.6% on 
the average. Fifteen minutes after, 96.7%. Even one hour 
after gargling, nearly 80% on the average. This amazing 
germ destruction gives Nature a helping hand and re- 
duces the risk of cold, as 7 years of research have shown. 

Use Listerine Antiseptic night and morning, and at the 
first symptoms of a cold or sore throat, increase the gargle 
to once every two hours. This pleasant precaution may 
spare you a long period of suffering. ; 

LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., St. Louis, Mo. 


THE SAFE ANTISEPTIC 


LISTERINE 
FOR COLDS 
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i giF THE boundary lines in Europe 
were no more difficult to cross 
than are the state lines in this 
country or the undefended bor- 

wmalldors of the United States and 
Canada, there would be no more wars 
in Europe!*When people are free to 
roam around and see their neighbors, 
they discover that those neighbors are 
pretty much like themselves; that 
they have homes they love and busi- 
nesses to which they devote most of 
their time; that they want their chil- 
dren to climb up life’s difficult ladder 
higher than they have been able to 
do; that their racial, religious, and 
national prejudices and antagonisms 
are practically nil. In other words, 
the things that cause boundary lines 
to bristle with guns, peoples to hate 
and fear one another, are not in- 
herent in man, but, in the main, cre- 
ations of his own pride and selfish- 
ness, buttressed by his lack of knowl- 
edge of his fellow men. 

“We need to train our emotions as 
well as our intellects,” says Dorothy 
Thompson. We need to look upon 
nations as made up of individual men, 
women, and children, not just so 
many millions of inhabitants. We 
need to count the young men in 
marching armies, the young men 
dead on battlefields, one by one, not 
as so many hundreds of thousands of 
soldiers, not as so many thousands 


of casualties. We need to see the little 
houses and the thatched cottages, 
that are the homes of the world, as 
the places where hope is, where love 
abides, where dreams are just as real 


as the dreams we have—we need to | 


see these, too, one by one, our own 
among them. 

That, it seems to us, 
Dorothy Thompson meant when she 
advised us to “train our emotions.” 
And that we Americans should find 
it easy to do. There is hardly a ra- 
cial group in the whole wide world 
that hasn’t a representative living 
quietly among us—trying to do as 
we do, trying to think as we think. 
We may not love them, these “for- 
eigners”; we surely do not hate 
them. Rather, in most instances, they 
arouse our interest in their home- 
lands. Who hasn’t had his desire to 
go a-traveling whetted by the sight 
of a turbaned visitor from India, a 
breezy son of the all-outdoors which 
is Australia? We are the world’s 
most cosmopolitan people. Maybe it 
is because of that fact—because the 
dreamers, the freedom-lovers, of the 
world have come here—that we are 
also the world’s gfeatest believers in 
the Golden e—which is now 







is what ~ 





Illustrated by Kenneth Hook 


‘somewhat tarnished by lack of usage, 


but still capable of reducing to racial 
insignificance the boundary lines of 
the world. 

Well, we Americans, fortunately, 
do not have to worry much about 
restrictions. We go where we please 
in large numbers—friends to every 
man. And in imagination there are 
no stay-at-homes among us. Every 
hill in Spain has one of our castles on 
it. We have listened to the temple 
bells wherever they ring today. We 
have set up our own paradises in the | 
South Pacific. We have brought our 
treasures home from every place 
where man makes things of beauty. 
The air is ours, the land, the sea. 

To know the world is to recognize 
the futility of strife. You can go 
farther in the hearts of men than you 
can on their backs. Let’s go to them 
with open minds and outstretched 
hands. Let’s make 1939 a banner year | 
for training our emotions. Let’s get 
out and see the folks in the next 
state, beyond the next range of 
mountains, beyond the next ocean. 
It will make us better as individuals, 
better as a nation—and that’s what 
we all want ourselves and our nation 
to be. 


WILLIAM FREDERICK BIGELOW, EDITOR 


EREE...to Parents 


°*The Modern Magic Carpet” 
taken from 
Eh gee 


Tue Boox .s KNowtencr, S~ 
The Children’s Encyclopedia ae i 


SEND FOR THE FREE BOOKLET, “The Modern 
Magic Carpet.” It contains many fascinating pages 
and pictures from the New Edition of The Book of 
Knowledge: How an Airplane is Piloted, Fairs of 
Yesterday and Tomorrow, 11 beautiful full-page 
color plates, gravure insert, Puzzles of the Wizard 
King, answers to questions, etc. ‘This is not a 
booklet to be glanced at and thrown away. Your 
boy or girl will want to keep it. 


DOES YOUR CHILD ASK QUESTIONS: Why 
is the sky blue? Why do I dream? How does 
television work? Curiosity is the beginning of 
knowledge, so let the children ask as many 
questions as they like, and be sure they are 
answered correctly. Discourage your child’s 
curiosity and you injure his mind, and the 
bright boy or girl soon becomes indifferent. 















But—can you answer all their questions? Why do . 
the stars twinkle? Does the moon really pull the sea? a 
Can you explain these things so simply and clearly “8 
that a child will understand? The Book of Knowledge 


Fnoto by Bob Leavitt 


can! The Book of Knowledge does! - 
oy.e e It is the one tool that will help your child to help himself in 
15.000 Striking Pictures the grown-up years ahead. 
That Teach at a Glance What would you not do to give your boy or girl a happy 
and successful career? The first essential is to provide a thor- 
This great original work captures the child’s mind and makes ough, practical education that will stand the test of life. The 
learning a delight. The easy, friendly style and the arrange- day you put The Book of Knowledge in your home will be a 
ment of articles (like stepping-stones to knowledge) are two red-letter day in your family. 
of its special attractions. Another notable reason for its phe- 


nomenal success with young people is the profusion of striking Beene caine eae foo. Dr: Garry Cleveland 


educational pictures—15,000 of them in color, gravure and 
halftone. They illustrate facts, make hard subjects easy and 
dull subjects interesting and offer two chances to one for 
remembering what is learned. Here is a magnificent picture 
gallery of the weiss puree Teachers call it “visual pressed with the large amount of fun and wisdom his own 
education in its simplest, Bnest tor young children obtained from it.” Dr. Myers himself says 
THERE IS NO SUBSTITUTE FOR KNOWLEDGE. It opens of The Book of Knowledge: ““The whole family consult it 
all doors. It enhances personality. It wakes up sleeping talents. srequently.” Angelo Patri calls it “The best reference work 

bed BAe 2 for children that I have ever seen.” A little girl writes: “Dear 
Gentlemen: I Jove my Book of Knowledge.” 


MAIL COUPON FOR FREE BOOKLET 


ociation, says: “I thought you 
would like to know that during the meeting of the American 
Psychological Association one of our foremost educational 
psychologists said in conversation that he enjoyed lolling and 
reading from The Book of Knowledge, and that he was im- 





THE BOOK OF KNOWLEDGE, 2 West 45th Street, New York, N.Y. 


This Beautiful New 


FREE pooxkter 


Will Delight Your 
BOY OR GIRL 


Send the coupon today for “The 
Modern Magic Carpet.” Every 
parent who reads this magazine 
is invited to have a copy FREE. 


— 

There are. .o<s<= 0» children in my family, ages...----+++++--- You 
| may mail me, without any charge or obligation whatever, the beau- | 
| tiful new booklet, “The Modern Magic Carpet,” taken from The | 
| Book of Knowledge, The Children’s Encyclopedia. 
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YOUR GUARANTY 


{2 IS the definite policy of All 
Good Housekeeping to 

make its advertising pages 
trustworthy and _ reliable. 
Every product advertised in 
Good Housekeeping is guar- 
anteed by us as advertised in 
our magazine. 


Before we accept adver- 
tisements for mechanical 
household equipment, de- 
vices, and utensils; and 
household soaps and cleans- 
ers, such products are tested 
and approved by Good 
Housekeeping Institute. Be- 
fore we accept advertise- 
ments for foods, cosmetics 
and pharmaceuticals, such 
products are tested and ap- 
proved by Good Housekeep- 
ing Bureau. Advertising is 
not accepted on _ products 
that are disapproved. Ap- 
proved products in these 
classifications are permitted proval less than 30% have 
to use the Good Housekeep- ever been advertised in 
ing Seal of Approval.* Good Housekeeping.) 


Every product tasilecih 
(as adil 


other products are 
carefully examined by Good 
Housekeeping’s technical 
staff. They, too, must prove 
satisfactory before advertis- 
ing is accepted. 

This is your Guaranty: 
If you purchase any product 
advertised in this issue of 
Good Housekeeping within 
one year from its date and 
find the product unsatisfae- 
tory, we will carefully in- 
vestigate your complaint and 
if the product is defective it 
will be replaced or your 
money refunded. 

(*Note: The award of the 
Seal of Approval to a prod- 
uct is not contingent upon 
advertising in Good House- 
keepimg. As a matter of fact, 
of all the products that have 
received the Seal of Ap- 







The Institute has five kitchens for 
developing cookery methods, 
checking recipes and making home 
use tests of kitchen appliances. 







Does Good Housekeeping Insti- 
tute ever re-check the products 
which haveitsSeal of Approval? 


Yes. The Institute grants the right 
to use its Seal for one year only. 
Regulations call for a re-check at 
the end of this period, if the manu- 
facturer wishes to have renewed 
his right to use the Seal. 


BY CHRISTOPHER BROOKS * 


Is the Seal of Approval re- 


: ; ¢ i advertisers? 
ot long ago a food advertisement was offered for publica- SesPeteg tena ar 


‘tion in Good Housekeeping. Prominently featured in it was) "No. Our testing services are ex- 
'a new recipe which promised an easily prepared and espe- tended free of charge to manufac- 
: : St fees : \ turers whose products fall within ‘ 

cially luscious main dish for dinner. Thousands of women the testing scopes of our labora- 

would have tried this advertised recipe. And thousands Say. whether or ae a ae 

: : : ' acturers may WI1S oO advertise in 

would have had their dinners ruined! The product was Good Housekeeping. We only re- 

O.K. But the recipe was wrong. It produced only failures.) quire that these —— are sold 

: : : : vith bly wide distribution, 

Cookery experts of Good Housekeeping Institute discovered this S ene eel be bhecne 

before the advertisement was accepted. Time after time they prepared ice - a see proportion of ig 

$ 7 ? + ? readers. ln an average year less 

the recipe in their kitchens. Not until they had found the trouble, and Hei 10% ofthe products on, our 

corrected the recipe, was the advertisement allowed to be printed. Tested and Approved Lists are 

Unusual ? No, it was just a bit of regular routine. We check the accu? advertised in Good Housekeeping. 
racy of every recipe appearing in Good Housekeeping advertisements te 

with the same care we check the recipes appearing in our own cookery : 

articles. We’ve done it for years. The reason is we feel as responsible for Fr ee Caod 

. y : 3 ; Pp tions you may have about Good 

the results you get from products advertised in our pages, as we do for Housekeeping’s Advertising 


Guaranty, and the standards and 


the inherent qualities of these products, and the truthfulness of their tests bebiad our Sealsof Approval. 


essential claims. You can depend on advertising in Good Housekeeping, 
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N PUTTING together this is- 

sue of Goop HOUSEKEEPING we 

couldn’t help noting with fresh 

surprise the scattered p'aces 
2 &.from which our features ccme: 

Rose Wilder Lane’s article from 
Connecticut, for example, and Mil- 
dred Cram’s story from California; 
Leslie Ford’s serial from Maryland, 
and Pearl Buck’s from New York; 
Brooke Hanlon’s story from Penn- 
sylvania, and Alfred and Eleanor 
Prowitt’s from Illinois. 


While we were speculating pleas- 
antly on the editorial-ways and means 
which bring together in one number 
the work of so many people so widely 
scattered, there arrived from Eng- 
land a handsomely bound manuscript 
which is the novel which A. J. Cronin, 
who wrote The Citadel, has just com- 
pleted for the readers of Goop Housr- 
KEEPING. Far places indeed! Goop 
HOUSEKEEPING’S authors cover the 
world! 


n the usual way one thought has of 
following another, we got to mus- 
ing about the very little contact 

that exists among authors. Not many, 
really, are personally acquainted. 
They meet one another chiefly 
through the pages of a magazine. But 
perhaps that is less to be wondered 
at than the fact that few authors ever 
meet the artists who illustrate their 
stories. That is quite a state of affairs, 
and something should be done about 
it. Should be? Has been! For we tele- 
phoned immediately to a group of 
- writers, and then to a group of illus- 
trators, and had them all in together 
to luncheon. It was fun. 


In the summer of 1930 a very deter- 
mined, very young lady wrote a poem 
and sent it to Goop Housekeeping. It 
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was her first literary effort. Then she 
borrowed a car, having decided to see 
the world, and left her native hearth 
in Texas to take a look at the golden 
valleys of the Far West. Everything 


went well until San Francisco. The - 


car was still all right, the young lady 
was still feeling fine, but her money 
gave out. And just as she was about 
to send a call for help to home, a let- 
ter from Goop Housek=zEPInG, which 
her fond family had forwarded, came 
into her hands. In the letter was a 
check for $25, in payment for her 
verse! It saved the day. As a matter 
of fact, Margaret Cousins has told us 
since, it also saved her pride. Perhaps 
you will like to read that poem now, 
eight years after it was published in 
Goop HousEKEEPING, because in this 
issue you will have an opportunity to 
read Career Woman, the first story 
submitted by Miss Cousins to this 
magazine and one which was imme- 
diately accepted: 


INDIAN SUMMER 


In all the valleys now a purple 
haze ey 

Lies on the golden flowering 
of the land; 
The ripened harvest waits the 
reaper’s hand, 
And we who reap but once 
hoard up these days 

Against inevitable winter and 
the night 

Of wailing wind and sharp and 
bitter cold. 

Beset with hoary hair and 
thoughts grown old, 

The memory of these days will 
be a bright, 

Unfailing fire to warm us in 
the sere 

And yellow time ... Much of 
our Heaven is here, 


Scattered along the dusty 
roads that run 
Downhill into the glory of the 


sun. 


nice about working for the first 

issue of a new year. It gives the 
editors a chance to show the promise 
of the things to come; a sample, as it 
were, of good morsels to be tasted in 
the course of a literary meal that will 
last through 12 full months. 


je is always something especially 


We hope you will like the current 
appetizer: the poignant note in the 
piece by Christopher Morley; the 
hard, sharp glitter in the two-part 
story by Mrs. White; the lovely, 
homely sentiment in the tale by Miss’ 
Cousins; the sane matter-of-factness 
in Mrs. Parkhurst’s theme; the loyal- — 
ty that Mildred Cram writes about; 
the glorious escape that the Prowitts 
have handled so well. We hope you 
are as pleased as we with the novel 
by Nobel Prize-Winner Pearl Buck. 


We hope you will like the festive note 
which is Mariel Brady’s, the new fea- 


ture which enables Adela St. Johns ~ 


to choose her favorite story, the prob- 
lem which underlies Brooke Han- 
lon’s modern narrative, the fascinat- 
ing incidents which abound in Eve - 
Garrette’s story of The Hockshops of 
New York. 


There is more in the book that you 
will find, of course; and in the issues 
to come it is our earnest aim to please 
you even further: to give you a Goop 
HOvuSEKEEPING as fine and gallant and 
meaningful as the brand-new year 
which we wish for each and every 
one of you. 

THE EDITORS 


They’re saying “Chevrolet’s the Choice” of the low-priced cars. 
And when you see it you'll certainly say one great big reason is 
its safer, more comfortable, more beautiful 1939 Body by Fisher. 


ERE is a perfect picture of security —the security 
H you seek for your early eee security that 
is theirs on the highway, too, in a Body by Fisher - 
This is what you seek in the car you buy —what makes 
General Motors cars so solid and silent — what helps 
give’ them a substantial edge in value + And now, in 


°39, you'll discover this famed Fisher craftsmanship — 





this sturdy construction — in a roomier, more luxurious 
body that also provides improved Fisher No Draft 


Ventilation and the new safety of increased visibility - 


Of course, you’ve heard it talked about. It’s the only car 


body most motorists know by name. And when they 
advise that for 1939, “Better choose the car with Body 


=~ by Fisher”—they mean a 
Z_<sss88L TURRET > 
ow Leak Ton “General Motors car of course. 
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ON GENERAL MOTORS CARS 








FOR THE HOLIDAYS...SWIFT’S PREMIUM HAM 














Two Swift’s Premium Hams! Now you can 
buy Swift’s Premium Ham in two styles— 
uncooked, or cooked for you by Swift chefs. 
The table-ready version is called Swift’s 
Premium Ham Quick Serve Style and you 
just re-heat it or slice it cold. It comes in the 
red oval, red plaid package shown below. 
Both kinds have all the famous Swift’s 
Premium flavor and new spring-chicken Pee 

tenderness. Both make ideal Christmas gifts. ty 


/ ONE OF THE MOST IMPOR- 
TANT FOODS, FROM THE 
DIETARY STANDPOINT, IS 
MEAT. PROTEIN IS ESSENTIAL 
FOR NORMAL GROWTH AND 
THE MAINTENANCE OF BODILY 
TISSUES, AND ONE OF THE 
CHIEF SOURCESIS MEAT. 
THEN, TOO, MEAT MAKES 
OTHER VALUABLE CONTRIBU- 
TIONS. IT IS RICH IN IRON, 
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An ideal gift for a family 
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More and better white meat when you 


> serve a Swift's Premium Chicken! For these 










is a whole Swift’s Premium 
Ham. These wonderful-tast- 


MARTHA LOGAN, —— pampered birds are milk-fed a special way. ing hams come in the gay 
Home Economist 4? ' They’re plump with extra white meat, and holiday wrapper shown above, 
for Swift & Com- . «ae, the meat is juicier, more delicate, more and this year they are newly 
yany, Purveyors Mae Gio ™ “2 ae : j ; 

OY Bine Foods. ™ . tender. That’s why it’s so well worth your tender! Order several now, to 
) 1e 7 Ss hg . . 

oe ted sheen pon. . while to get chickens that are labeled be sent out later on or held 


her Test 


chen in 
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= Swift’s Premium. Festive and delicious with 
— roast chicken are parboiled orange shells 
filled with cranberry sauce. 
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for you to deliver. 


REMEMBER, 
THE MEAT MAKES THE MEAL 


neil meate! 


Copr. 1938 by Swift & Company 


* G.O;O D HOUSEKEEPING * 


N AN autumn day I found 
myself in a train from New 
» York to Washington. Those 
trains are always interesting 
because there you can find 
Vitamins of the Ruling Class: 
congressmen, diplomats, labor com- 
missars, newspaper correspondents, 
and tycoons on their way to be cross- 
questioned. These active participles 
ride Pullman (in hope of a brief pas- 
Sive mood). Authors, housewives, 
and colored folks take the coaches 
up ahead. But if you are so minded, 
you can meet the aristocracy in the 
dining car in the middie. It has social 
two-way stretch. 

This time there were two diners. 
The first was reserved for a college 
football squad, a lot of hefty boys on 
their way to a big game. In the regu- 
lar diner I found a seat and was busy 
with the prudential selection imposed 
on dieters when I heard a voice be- 
hind me say something about 500 ma- 
chine guns. 

I’ve been a little oversensitized 
lately about military topics; perhaps 
others have also. So by-and-by I 
took a careful but not too overt 
glimpse. It was a handsome elderly 
gentleman who had a dispatch case 
which he kept on his lap even while 
eating. From this he was bringing 
out photos of army tanks, showing 
them with evident pride and recom- 
mendation to a spirited lady across 
the table. Imagine my excitement! 
An actual Merchant of Death, an 
international armament salesman, 





trying his sampleg 
What a pity othf 
eat, so I did not{linger 36 eavesdrop! 
I felt (as everyd does) I should 
have made a cunning Secret Agent, 
for while pretending to read the paper 
I could easily have cocked an ear and 
heard plenty. I daresay it was all 
quite innocent; some jolly old retir- 
ing brigadier of tanks, and his daugh- 
ter-in-law; but it amused me, which 
is as much as I ask of most things. 

I retired to the “certainties suitable 
to me,” as I think Walt Whitman once 
said. I mean I returned t~ the smoker. 
The football boys had hnished their 
lunch and now filled a day coach of 
their own. I noticed their reading 
matter, which was the illustrated 
magazines. Very sensible, too, for 
their circumstances. I am impatient 
with the silly notion that everyone 
would be better off reading San- 
tayana or Pearsall Smith. But there 
was a certain pathos in the spec- 
tacle of all these agreeable youths 
guilelessly passing,the hour with 
cards and news pictures, while per- 
haps (so my hyperthyroid mood sug- 
gested) their future was being doped 
out for them by that wicked and 
attractive old man in the diner. 
I had a secret hankering to whisper 
to them singly: “Hey, don’t let any- 
one—anyone—do your thinking for 
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Illustrated by Bob Fawcett 
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you; no, not even Santayana or 
Pearsall Smith or—well—Dorothy 
Thompson. Particularly not those 
who seem most eager to do so.”— 
But how shocked they’d have been! 

I found myself remembering an 
unexpected remark of George Wash- 
ington. He is quoted as having recom- 
mended the Americans “to cultivate 
a spirit of subordination.” Perhaps 
he meant something different from 
what that now suggests. I have often 
wondered. Things I don’t understand 
always please me, as they leave room 
for stimulating astonishment. 

But in the case of the now rising 
generation, I thought, maybe that 
spirit of subordination had been car- 
ried too far? I was puzzled to see 
such uniformity of type. The football 
boys seemed so comfortably in train- 
ing to be a new job lot of conform- 
able replacements. Yet if they ha 
shown any special originality of be- 
havior, I daresay I should have been 
the first to grumble. Which shows 
how impossible are the paradoxes of 
anthropology. After all, the animals 
that survive are those that do not 
exhibit their distinctive markings 
until maturity. 

Something along that line is my 
hope for a New Year: a little more 
thinking in the day coach; a little 
less salesmanship in the Pullman. 


BY CHRISTOPHER MORLEY 


12 





A NOVEL IN TWO PARTS: PART I 


Her shop, her clothes, her parties, and her loves were 


gossip for all the world. But nothing counted for quite 
so much as the man whose standing she sought to 


destroy, whose life she grimly set herself to shatter 


T IS stupid to say a man can 
be himse!i in the world if he but 
has the desire. It is almost im- 
possible. The only ones who 
cl come close to being themselves 

without obstruction are the ordi- 
nary, almost unimportant ones. As 
soon as a man rises above the mass 
in any considerable measure, the 
public begins to make him over into 
such likeness as it desires, and that 
likeness includes its own weaknesses, 
its own indecisions and unimagina- 
tiveness. A man pushes forward by 
his own will power, does something 
through will and imagination, and 
those who only think about using 
will and imagination hate him. Yes, 


hate him. They paint a picture of him 
for their own use, a picture that is a 
caricature and which they come to 
accept as a real portrait. And often, 
too often, the person with the strength 
comes to see Fimseli as the caricature. 
He is destroyed by people’s estimate 
of him. For he is a human being and 
feels pain and joy as do the humblest. 


ASSIE BENDICK had been a tall, 
overworked young girl sitting in 

the ugly overfurnished house on Gid- 
ley Street across the table from her 
loved, thin brother Tony, hearing her 
mother say to a neighbor as the two 
rocked outside on the high porch: 
“Well, you know how it goes with 


operations! I’ve haa three major ones 
now, and I know there’l! ke adhesions 
after this!” Hearing her proud but 
defeated father come guiltily up the 
steps and her mother’s complaining 
voice take up the tirade against rac- 
ing which Cassie knew by heart; 
hearing her father say, with that 
learnedness and love which sat so 
pitifully ill on one who had so failed, 
“Tt seems we would be living on the 
Avenue if I had not been so addicted 
to the racing sheet.” She had been 
that girl looking at Tony staring em- 
barrassedly at his books, saying to 
herself with a sudden implacable re- 
solve: 

“Tl get out of here. I'll be famous, 


BY NELIA GARDNER WHITE 





UN WOODLEY 
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“I loathe him—” Cass was saying when 
Jen interrupted, “He just came in”; 
and Woodley moved triumphantly across 
the restaurant with a woman on his arm 


@ This is a poignant 


Ill make a lot of money. I won’t be 
like them!” 

Now she was Cass Bendick. She 
owned the best-known gown shop in 
the state, charging the most out- 
rageous prices. She owned a person- 
ality, too, one which lent itself to 
envy and caricature. Her clothes, her 
brilliant parties, her loves, all were 
a matter for columnist and bridge- 
table gossip. She had driven herself 
unmercifully, and the drive had so 
swallowed all her energy that she had 
had little time for self-analysis. She 
let Tony do the analyzing; and so long 
as Tony looked at her with that same 
admiring, loving approval, she was 
conscious of right on her side. But 
now she stood erect in the place she 
had elected for herself, looked sud- 
denly within her own heart and not 
through Tony’s loving but clear vi- 
sion, and she found there a heavy 
stone. 

On the day the Lenkopf divorce 
case ended, she had been particularly 
conscious of this heavy weight at her 
heart. She was having luncheon in 





recital of hate —of the fate of the strong who would rise above the crowd 


Frederick’s with Eliza O’Keefe, the 
hard-bitten woman broker : from 
Diedrich and Harriman’s, and Jen- 
nifer Graeme, publicity expert. It was 
Jennifer who had taught Cass how 
to dress; it was Eliza who had always 
been her friend. 

She came through the green door 
that looked so plain and yet barred 
out inexorably the poorly dressed, the 
unsuccessful. She made no particular 
entrance. She did not need to, for the 
weedy young girl was now a tall and 
strikingly beautiful gray-eyed wom- 
an who, in a roomful of arrogant 
and well-groomed women, main- 
tained supremacy in arrogance and 
grooming. 

She spoke to Frederick, moved di- 
rectly toward her friends at the table 
near the window. 

Eliza O’Keefe grinned at her with 
that touch of Irish effrontery that was 
part of her stock in trade and said, 
“Tm innocent, so help me!” 

“Calm yourself,’ Jennifer said. 
“You’re with friends.” 

Cass Bendick laughed, but briefly. 


ILLUSTRATED BY TOM LOVELL 


“Something should be done,” she said. 

“Well, let’s do it,” Eliza said. “When 
do we start?” Her blue eyes and 
square chin, her crisp gray undyed 
hair, her tailored clothes, all said she 
was a person not averse to starting 
things. 

“They’ve given the little girl to 
Lenkopf. A whooping big alimony to 
her—but all she wanted was the little 
girl.” 

“Oh, that,” Eliza said. “Well, did 
you expect justice to be done?” 

“I must have. Silly,” Cass said with 
a cold sort of anger. Then she said: 
“No one else in the world could have 
done it except John Woodley. I didn’t 
know I had it in me to loathe a human 
being so.” 

“He just came in at the door,” Jen- 
nifer said. “Hold her, ’Liza!” 

The lawyer who was responsible 
for having taken Lucy Lenkopf’s 
child away from her moved with a 
woman across the restaurant, moved 
as one forever gracefully celebrating 
some triumph. He was extraordi- 
narily handsome and vital, with a 





bold tanned face and dark eyes that, 
for all their life, said nothing. He said, 
“Hello, Jen,” to Jennifer, passed 
them. 

“Katherine looks as if she’d won 
the case!” Jennifer said. “Why don’t 
they get married, I wonder?” 

“He'll never marry anyone. He’s 
selfish to the bone,” Cass said. “Lis- 
ten, girls. Mrs. Lenkopf was framed.” 

“Surprise,” Eliza said with a flat 
mockery. 

“No, but it’s too horrible. When 
John Woodley got Bellamy off, it was 
a scandal. And when he beat the 
Government on Gregory Sand’s in- 
come-tax protest, democracy’s death 
rattle began. But this is too much. 
Lucy Lenkopf was trying to bring 
that child up untainted by money and 
the Lenkopf sottishness—but she was 
a stenographer, and Lenkopf’s mother 
and sister have tried to break up the 
marriage from the beginning. Now 
they’ve done it. Lucy didn’t have a 
chance—not with Woodley at the 
Lenkopf helm.” 

“Even the (Continued on page 62) 
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These were her children and these her chores. 


Look them over, reader, and yourself decide if 


she did’ well the task which was hers alone 


BY MARGARET COUSINS 


HERE never was another 

kitchen like the Farringtons’. 

It was the kind of place you 

always think about when you 

are lonely and far away from 

home—a big, lopsided room 
with no claim to architectural dig- 
nity, convenience, or anything else. 
The ceiling was too high to make for 
comfortable proportions and too low 
to be stately. The windows looked 
out on the west and framed the set- 
ting sun in the evening; cardinals 
flew past them in the spring, but they 
were narrow and high, and the cur- 
tains had always been cut down from 
some that had graced a bedroom 
before they became too shabby. The 
green-and-white linoleum on the 
floor had seen so many scrubbings 
16 


that most of the color was worn off, 
and there were several holes in it 
around the table where Mr. Farring- 
ton and the boys insisted on tipping 
their chairs back when supper was 
over. Everything was old and well 
used, and none of the furniture had 
any leaning toward value or impor- 
tance, and yet—something was there. 
Something beautiful. 

Maybe it was the familiar, weleom- 
ing look of the cane-bottomed chairs 
and the one that had laced strips of 
rawhide for a seat, reserved for Mr. 
Farrington; or the scuffed rounds of 
the table where the family had all 
their meals except on Christmas and 
Thanksgiving or a state occasion. 
Maybe it was the intangible smell of 
good cooking which seemed to linger 





around the corners of the room and 
remind you of new-made bread or 
doughnuts sizzling in fresh lard, or 
the pungent steam of a roasting fowl, 
or a yellow pound cake, bursting 
with raisins, rising behind the oven 
door of the trusty range. Or maybe - 
it was Mrs. Farrington herself. Maybe 
it was. 

The rest of the house didn’t seem 
to make much difference. There was 
the parlor with lace curtains and 
fringed window shades and a matched 
set of furniture and a bamboo maga- 
zine stand which had everything ex- 
cept magazines on it; even a conch 
shell. There was the colored enlarge- 
ment of Lila, the baby—in a brown 
velvet bonnet and tortuous-looking 
curls, with a terrified look in her eyes 


Out in the old kitchen, uncluttered by Annie, Mrs. Farringion got to work. It was 


—hanging over the ugly fumed-oak 
mantelpiece. There was the milk- 
glass lamp with roses on the shade, 
which Judge and Mrs. Bryant had 
given the Farringtons for a wedding 
present, preening itself on the spindly 
side table. The blinds were always 
down in the parlor to keep the Ax- 
minster carpet from fading, so you 
never saw much of it. 

Then there was the dining room 
with the base burner in one corner 
and a plate rail all around the wall, 
garnished with hand-painted china 
that Mrs. Farrington’s friends had 
painted and given her when she was 
a girl. Most of the plates had decorous 
arrangements of highly improbable 
violets and cabbage roses across their 
faces, and intertwined among the 


foliage was each artist’s name—sweet, 
old-fashioned names like Arah and 
Bess and Effie, seeming to emit the 
fragrance that the painted violets 
could never quite imply. At spaced 
intervals around the wall there were 
studies of dead fish lying on platters 
and morbid-looking ducks with blood 
staining their bright feathers, after 
the fashion of that older day. 

The dining room was just for com- 
pany dinners, and when Mrs. Far- 
rington said, “Now, Benjamin, put 
four leaves in the dining table this 
morning and fill the wood box,” she 
never failed to convey that the occa- 
sion was going to be impressive. You 
knew immediately that all the rela- 


ILLUSTRATED BY JOHN FALTER 


almost like the old d 


s. She even sang 


tives would come driving up in bug- 
gies and surreys by twelve noon, and 
that the table, bedight with snowy 
napery with the silver caster set in 
the center, flanked by the cut-glaés 
spoon holders and five kinds of pre- 
serves and pickles, would creak and 
groan; and that the youngest nephew 
would sit on the piano stool rolled 
up to its tallest, and the newest baby 
would be disposed on a pallet and 
given a chicken bone to keep her 
quiet, and that after dinner Lila 
would say her new piece. 

Of course there were bedrooms, 
too, with old wooden bedsteads and 
wardrobes, and one brass bedstead in 
the spare room which Mrs. Farrins 
ton loved because it was so modern. 
She put the (Continued on page 88) 
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ESS than three months have 

passed since the signing of the 

Munich Pact—an instrument, 

we were told, which was to 

maintain “peace within Europe 

during our time”—and already 
the forces of war -are*holding a re- 
vival meeting. 

With their supremacy as a threat, 
the dictators are issuing their warn- 
ings to the democracies. “Against the 
Italo-German bloc of 125,000,000 
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men,” says one of their spokesmen, “a 
bloc which boasts imposing strength 
and favorable geographical and stra- 
tegic positions on land and sea and in 
the air, there is no longer anything to 
be done.” And as these countries spur 
their troops to greater efficiency and 
whip up their fighting spirit by point- 
ing to victories already won, another 
spokesman calmly announces that 
“While guns are roaring in many 
parts of the world, to harbor illusions 
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would be folly ... We do not delude 
ourselves. We prepare.” To give full 
weight to his meaning, this official 
drumbeater explains, “Readiness for 
us means to be immediately capable 
of exerting the maximum offensive 
efforts.” 

In their play for time the democra- 
cies are tempering their replies. But 
they are speeding ahead with their 
armament programs, filling in the 
gaps in their defenses, building more 


Except in the case of actual invasion, let the people 
of the United States themselves vote on the issue of 
war! That is the substance of “The Peace Amend- 


ment”? which will come before the new Congress. 


Are you for it? Will you help to get it adopted? 
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airplanes, increasing the personnel of 
their armies and navies, and organ- 
izing the civilian populations—all in 
the hope that when war finally comes, 
they will be able to meet the enemy 
on at least equal terms. “In the next 
six months,” says an able military 
observer, “the world will see an 
armament race of fantastic propor- 
tions”; and he puts the proposed ex- 
penditures by 60 countries for that 
period at a total of $25,000,000,000. 

What may come out of it all no one 
can foretell, but the signs are signifi- 
cant. Warnings are not an earnest of 
peaceful intentions. Nor do nations 
arm themselves against neighbors 
whom they can trust. Some political 
commentators who were at the scene 
of the crisis feel that it is peace and 

_ not war that is being averted. Others 
have the faith—nourished by nothing 
but hope—that, because the people 
of Europe do not want war, never 
have wanted war, there is every 
chance of a long breathing space. 
But the people never want war. And 
they do not make war. - 

War is made by rulers—dictators, 
prime ministers, cabinets. The people 
never know what it is all about. They 
believe the propaganda their rulers 
set up for them; what they are told is 
usually some inflammable fabrication 
which arouses them to do the fighting 
and to bear the suffering. And it i 
reasonable to suppose, from rece 
observations, that in the event of ag- 
other European war, the people w 
not be consulted. Nevertheless, 


cost in blood and tears. 

During the precarious days of 
September the people of Exé 
her far-flung empire, the 
France, of Germany, of Italy’ 
Czechoslovakia—hundreds of 
lions of people, none of them wanti & 
war—got ready for war, obeying the 
commands of their rulers as they 
went about preparing for war, with 
their minds in an agony of suspense. 
And finally four men—just four men 
—sat down around a map in a room 
















in Munich and assumed the right to 
decide the fate of those voiceless mil- 
lions, perhaps the fate of the world. 
To us in America it was like sitting 
in at the zero hour of a man con- 
demned to die for a crime he had not 
committed and watching him as he 
kept his eye on the clock in the des 
perate hope that something mig 
happen to save him at the last mé- 


want war, either. Above all, we 
dead set against taking part in 
other foreign war. In sever 


opposed to any such involvement: 
special count, taken of the women 
alone, showed 90 percent of them op- 
posed to it. Yet, as things are today, 
if our leaders—the President and 
Congress—were to take it into their 
heads to engage in a war overseas, 
we, like the people of Europe, would 
have nothing to say about the ulti- 
mate decision. 

I have been told that, preceding 
our entrance into the World War in 
917, only one Congressman took the 
ouble to find out what his constitu- 
ets thought about it. Their response 


Was overwhelmingly against sending 


Toops Overseas, and he was one 
p few Congressmen and Senators 
oted against the declaration of 
-Wy a great majority both Houses 
votedjas the President asked them to 
pnd we were plunged into war 
the hilt of our resources and 


mnd if we gave them, they 
would beMgnored. And there would 
be i@e irregular about it, since 
Stitution specifically gives 
s the power to declare war. 
unless the Constitution is 
amended, Congress can plunge us 
into war whenever it is in the mood. 
Therefore the supreme issue facing 



























the American people today is the ob- 
taining and retaining in their own 
hand by the process of amendment 
the sole right to determine whether or 
not our men shall be sent abroad to 
kill and be killed in a war which is 
not of our brewing. 

Readers of Goop HovusEKEEPING 
will recall the efforts made just a 
year ago, during the 75th Congress, 
to secure the passage of such a Peace 
Amendment. A resolution, intro- 
duced by Congressman Ludlow dur- 
ing the 74th Congress, had been on 
the shelf in the Judiciary Committee 
throughout the session. Reintroduced 
by him at the beginning of the 75th 
Congress, it was again shelved until 
218 members, constituting a majority 
of the House, responded to public de- 
mand and signed a petition to dis- 
charge the Committee from further 
consideration of the resolution. 

At once the opposition, led by the 
dministration, exerted such politi- 

pressure that on January 10, 1938, 
th, opportunity of debating the bill 
e floor of the House was denied 
margin of eleven votes. ‘The 
ittee gave it no further consid- 
. A similar bill, introduced in 
per House by a group of out- 
g Senators, was also allowed 
in Committee. 

. the fight to give the people the 
to decide whether or not the 
d engage in a foreign war 
ewed in this session of 


conscript citizens for military duty 
abroad shall not become effective un- 
til confirmed by a majority of votes 
cast thereon in national referendums” 
.-. “except in the event of attack, in- 
vasion, or military expedition from 
abroad against the United States or 
its Territorial possessions” or against 
any other nation in the Western 
Hemisphere. The right to defend the 
United States against any and all 
enemies and to uphold the Monroe 
Doctrine is not touched by the Peace 
Amendment; such right remains with 
the President and Congress. 

In importance and necessity, this 
legislation transcends any other which 
May come up in this session of Con- 
gress: the very existence of the na- 
tion may depend upon it. When intro- 
duced in the House or Senate. the 
bills will be referred to the commit- 
tees on the Judiciary. These bills 
must be brought out of Committee. 
They must be passed. And the pro- 
posed amendment must be ratified by 
36 states. 

To insure its passage and enact- 
ment is the imperative duty of all 
those who love peace and are opposed 
to. war. (Continued on page 134) 
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The Story Began Last Month: 


_ a HEN the story flashed 
. (J over the international 
J ‘news wires that Bert 
\ \ 


Holm, an unknown 

American mechanic with 

an English expedition, 
had succeeded in climbing alone a 
mountain in the Himalayas which 
nobody had ever climbed before, 
America took him to its heart and 
worshiped him for it. He was a made- 
to-order hero—a simple, country- 
bred American boy, unimpressed 
with his feat. When Sir Alfred, the 
veteran English climber, had stopped 


PEARL BUCK 


three-fourths of the way up because 
of a blizzard, Bert told reporters, he 
had simply kept on going. It was a 
crazy thing to do, he confessed. 
Crazy—of course it was crazy, people 
said exultantly, but that was Amer- 
ican. So while Bert was being ad- 
mired and feted in China, he was 
becoming a legend at home. 

Kit Tallant, meeting him at a 
luncheon given in his honor in Pei- 
ping, thought him quite beautiful—a 
tall, blond giant with the bluest eyes 
she had ever seen—eyes so different 
from the dark ones she remembered 


Wild with joy, Bert was yelling at 
the crowd. Suddenly he swept Kit in- 
to his arms and held her high over 
his head. “Folks, meet my wife!” 





with such pain. A pretty girl, Kit— 
quiet, reticent, with a look of breed- 
ing about her. Not even her mother 
had known of her engagement to 
Norman Linlay, a writer. That was 
her only solace now, for she could not 
have borne the pity of her friends 
after Norman broke the engagement, 
telling her frankly that he had been 
mistaken about being in love with 
her. She had come to China with her 
parents two months before, hoping to 
escape the memory of him, but no- 
where could she escape it. 

When in the first few hours of their 


Overnight he became the nation’s hero, and she the 


hero’s wife. Then began the terrifying, devastating gossip 
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Kit said: “I would rather throw my- 
self into the swamp. I ean’t stand 
it.” “Well, I have to stand it,” he 
said. “But I don’t! I’m not you!” 


acquaintance Bert told Kit he had 
fallen for her hard, she said, “How 
ridiculous!” but for the first time in 
months she felt gay and lighthearted. 

So began Bert’s courtship of Kit, as 
crazy and impetuous as his climbing 
of the mountain had been. The fact 
that the Tallants were social register 
and he was a farmer’s son with little 
education and an ex-wife—about 
whom he neglected to inform anyone 
—didn’t in the least deter him. And 
Kit, whose affections were in the 
dangerous state of rebound, found 
herself swept off her feet by his woo- 
ing. But when she had accepted his 
proposal, her immediate thought was 
that now she was free of Norman, she 
could write him about her happiness. 
As she tore his picture into pieces a 
sob rose in her throat. “Oh, Bert,” she 
whispered in her heart, “please—” 

She stopped herself. Silly! What 
she was about to say was “save me!” 
whatever that meant. 


* * * 


OW right she had been, Kit 

thought, watching the docks at 
San Francisco, to decide that they 
would be married at once! It had been 
bad enough at every port, but noth- 
ing like this. Letters and telegrams 
were piled unread on their berths, 
and reporters had come aboard with 
the pilot to follow Bert around like 
admiring, faithful dogs until he had 
rushed downstairs to their cabin and 
locked himself in, furious because he 
was being followed. 

He sat down on the couch and 
looked at her desperately. “Kit, I 
swear if I’d known when I went up 
that damned mountain—” 

“It will be all right after the next 
few days,’ she comforted him. 

She was glad that her parents had 
decided not (Continued on page 119) 





nee ee years ago ‘in 
“i the maternity ward of the Old 

Presbyterian Hospital in New 

York, Anna McPheadris la- 
anton bored and brought fortha baby 

with a topknot of red _ hair. 
Spit of Sandy McPheadris, deep- 
water sailor, drowned three months 
before. 

Anna McPheadris had nothing but 
love to offer her baby. So when a 
lonely, child-hungry couple fell in 
love with it, she let them take it 
away to live with them somewhere 
in New Jersey. Afterward she turned 
her face to the hospital wall and wept 


22 


for six days. Then life began again, 
as if there had been no interval of 
pain, ecstasy, and loss. ; 

She was a cook, and a good one. 
She cooked for a famous actress who 
lived in a brownstone flat in the Six- 
ties. 

She called her employer “Miss 
Laura,” and through the long years 
she quietly kept track of her daugh- 
ter’s growing up in an alien home. 
She knew when the foster parents 
died, knew when the child took upa 
stage career. 

Once, looking at a full-page photo- 
graph of “Doris Dale Making Her 





Debut in Smoke Screen,” Miss Laura 
said to Anna, “Don’t you want her 
back?” 

Anna stood aghast. “No! Never! 
She mustn’t know about me! When 
she was a week old, I gave her away 
of my own free will. I wouldn’t go 
back on my word now,” 

“So far,” Miss Laura told Anna, 
“your child seems to have done very 
well for herself. She’s star stuff. On 
her way up.” 

Yes. Doris Dale was on her way. 
After Smoke Screen came Not To Be. 
Then Tailormade. Then Dark Ship. 
And each time Doris Dale clicked. 
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Anna couldn’t believe her ears. Doris Dale the great was laughing. 
Laughing! And taking orders from an impudent, blue-eyed young man 


“Wouldn’t it be more fun,” Miss 
Laura said once, “to work for your 
child?” 

“No, Miss Laura,” Anna answered. 
“My place is with you.” 

Miss Laura’s eyes raked Anna’s 
face with a sort of desperate ques- 
tioning. “What will you do when 
I die?” 

“You won't,” Anna said. 

But she did. 

She was box office to the last. 
Doomed, witty, and reckless, she 
played to packed houses all winter. 
In August, when the city was leaden 
with heat, she took to her bed. 


“When I’m gone, Anna, you must 
ask Doris Dale for a job. Then you 
can take care of her as you’ve taken 
care of me. And see that she carries 
on—the tradition. It’s a wonderful 
profession, Anna. Romantic. There’s 
moonlight on it. Don’t let her cheapen 
herself. Let her be the rustle of silk 
for sentimental men—an actress!” 

But Hollywood, frantic for new 
faces, snatched Doris Dale away from 
the theatre. 

Anna, sitting patiently beside Miss 
Laura’s bed, studied the latest photo- 
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graph of her child. Pencil marks, 
arched and attenuated, replaced the 
strong, dark brows inherited from 
Sandy. Studio make-up men had de- 
signed a new mouth—thick, petulant, 
seductive. Her hair was different. 
“Blood orange,” the fan magazines 
called it. 

“They’re ruining her,” Anna said. 
“Somebody’s steering her all wrong!” 

The stories that began to percolate 
through the chatter columns troubled 
Anna even more. Stories of Doris 
Dale’s profane tirades, her insolence, 
her daring. Tales of battles with 
directors. (Continued on page 110) 
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SOCIETY woman with her 
emerald necklace and an 
entrepreneur with his three- 
carat diamond; a demimon- 
daine with sugar-daddy loot 
and a widow with a worn 
wedding ring; a news photographer 
with his camera and an actress with 
her mink coat; a Harlem laundress 
with her electric iron—all on their 
way to the pawnshops of Manhattan. 

Last year more than 2,000,000 per- 
sons borrowed about $65,000,000 on 
their personal property in New York 
City, because they were unable or 
unwilling to borrow in other ways. 
Since the days of Babylon and Greece 
and Rome the pawnshop has been 
an integral feature of urban civiliza- 
tion. New York has 135 pawnshops 
and the Provident Loan Society. The 
New York City “uncles” do over half 
the nation’s hockshop business. To 
know these shops is to see mirrored 
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UF NEW YORK 


Deeply imbedded in the daily life of the greai 


metropolis are the pawnbrokers about whose vast 


business this article reveals fascinating details 


something of the life of a vast, cosmo- 
politan city of shining towers; capture 
something of its history, its flavor, 
its moods; and be reminded again 
that New York goes its way, does as 
it pleases, and makes men love it in 
spite of themselves. 

Down on old Chatham Street, now 
Park Row, where once the direct 


descendants of Peter Stuyvesant 
drove forth behind spanking bays and 
aristocratic ladies in bombazine went 
calling ceremoniously upon other 
aristocratic ladies, one William Simp- 
son, a London goldsmith and money 
lender, established what is today New 
York City’s oldest pawnshop. That 
was in 1822. Legend has it that he 





was forced to flee his native land 
because of political pressure follow- 
ing the business of rendering finan- 
cial assistance to a rebel heir to the 
British crown. Be that as it may, his 
coming to New York has had im- 
portant consequences. For the origi- 
nal firm of William Simpson and the 
descendants of the Simpson cousins 
whom the London goldsmith appren- 
ticed to him when he took up his 
calling in the new world 116 years 
ago are today our royal family of 
American pawnbroking. 

The old records of the William 
Simpson family ledgers show that 
firm has served many thousands of 
customers, great and small, down 
through the years. Before the Civil 
War articles such as bedsteads, fowl- 
ing pieces, and bolts of cloth were the 
favorite form of security for a pawn- 
shop loan. There is even a record of 
a pair of corsets pledged for a 1214- 
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cent loan. But after the Civil War 
jewelry became the chief form of col- 
lateral, as it has been ever since. 
Commodore Vanderbilt was a val- 
ued patron. So was Boss Tweed, who 
frequently came to borrow $350 on 
a diamond shirt’stud; and John L. 
Sullivan, with his gold-and-diamond 
studded championship belt, which he 
hocked time and again for $400; and 
Tony Pastor, with his gold lever 
watch. That sort of thing is still go- 
ing on among celebrities and Simp- 
sons. The current William Simpson 
personally arranged a loan for Mrs. 
Evalyn Walsh McLean, with the Hope 
diamond as collateral, when Mrs. 
McLean was raising money to pay 
the kidnap ransom for Charles A. 
Lindbergh, Junior. The William 
Simpson who recently resigned from 
the firm bearing the name of his an- 
cestors wants to start manufacturing 
a jewelry cleaner used by his house 
for 60 years, the formula for which 
has been handed down to him. It is 
a revolutionary step. Almost as revo- 
lutionary as an early William Simp- 
son’s decision to leave the original 
Chatham Street location because the 
trend of business was uptown. He 
sold the original site to make way for 
the Brooklyn Bridge approach, they 
say, and moved by easy stages two 
blocks up Park Row to Number 91. 
The firm has been there ever since. 
Another of the original Simpsons 
is still loyal to old downtown New 
York, J. Simpson Company, 225 Park 
Row. From its front windows you 
look across Chatham Square into 
Chinatown. A Chinatown not so gusty 
or so lusty as in the late ’90’s, when 


the opium dens were going full blast, 
gambling joints running wide open, 
and sinister stories about secret mur- 
ders and kidnapings the order of the 
day. In 1910 New York’s Oriental vil- 
lage was cleaned up. You don’t hear 
bloodcurdling tales there any more. 
Just amusing ones in Simpson’s. 

Simpson’s has all the appearance 
and atmosphere of a friendly neigh- 
borhood bank—in fact, it originally 
was one—and maintains perhaps the 
most remarkable of all good-cus- 
tomer relationships to be found in 
any pawnshop in the city. About 60 
percent of its customers are Chinese, 
a race accustomed to the use of the 
pawnshop for some 3000 years. Like 
the Jews and Italians they believe in 
putting their money into tangibles. 
For one thing, it helps when the cards 
are running against them. For how 
the Chinese love to gamble! The 
story of a gentleman whom we will 
call Mr. Kwong isn’t exactly typical 
of the Chatham. Square Simpson 
habitué, but it gives you an idea. 

One morning recently Mr. Kwong 
Was waiting on the steps when the 
pawnshop opened. Expressionless, he 
followed the manager inside. 

“Mao-sai-kai (bum luck) ,” he re- 
marked dispassionately, taking a ring 
from his finger and borrowing $20 
on it. 

About eleven in the morning he 
returned. “Hao-sai-kai (good luck),” 
said he, peeling $20 from a roll and 
redeeming his ring. Less than an 
hour later he came back to hock the 
ring over again. Before three o’clock 
he had once more redeemed it. 

The Chinese by no means have the 
monopoly on curious customer cus- 
toms. The clerk showed me a package 
in the vault which contains a thimble, 
two silver cases, a ring, and two pairs 
of cuff buttons, on which $13 was 
borrowed back in the ’90’s. Almost 
every year the owner has to be noti- 
fied that the interest, $3.90, is past 
due. Immediately it is paid. The loan 
has been renewed 38 times; $148.20 
interest has been paid on it! The clerk 
told me about a fur cap on which, 
45 years ago, a gentleman borrowed 
$5. When he died, his son continued 
to renew the loan annually. When he 
died, his son continued interest pay- 
ments until (Gontinwed! on po ge 107) 











‘§ HIS was the sort of thing that 
= would have happened to Toddy 
Perkins—one of the best fel- 
lows in the world, but not re- 
nowned for tact. His plump 
face beamed amiably as he 
handed his hat and coat to the check- 
room girl at Sylvester’s. It was good 
to be home again—back in New York 
in the cool of autumn, after a sum- 
mer spent appraising foreclosed farms 
in the drought belt; back at Sylves- 
ter’s, where he and most of his friends 
had been dining ever since far back 
in the speakeasy days. 

“Some of the old crowd here, I sup- 
pose?” he asked the check girl. 

“Not so many tonight, Mr. Perkins. 
But Mr. and Mrs. Malvern—”’ 

“Mr. and Mrs. Malvern?” Toddy 
gasped. “Do you mean to say old 
Phil’s married? I suppose an an- 
nouncement’s been chasing me 
around, but— Who was she?’ 

“I wouldn’t know, Mr. Perkins. 
Red-haired and very good-looking.” 

“Then I know,” said Toddy Perkins 
in soft amazement. “Well, well, well! 
Who would ever have thought it?” 

His eyes turned to the bar, and be- 
side a pair of shoulders that were 
certainly Phil’s he saw a blur of rud- 
dy hair. Sure enough! After all those 
years of waiting old Phil had had his 
reward. Toddy edged around the 


_ tables, strode up to the bar, slapped 


him on the back. 

“Congratulations, old-timer! So you 
got Polly Raine at last!” 

The red-haired girl turned around, 
and Toddy wished he were back in 
the drought belt with the rest of the 
shriveled weeds. She wasn’t Polly 
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Men were her quarry, too. She stalked them in 


= 


their accustomed lairs, winning them over, taking 


them into camp, and only once was her aim faulty 
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Raine; from in front, she didn’t even 
look like Polly much. The hair, cer- 
tainly; the figure, the contour of 
cheek and throat; but where Polly’s 
eyes had a restless greenish glitter, 
this girl’s were blue-gray, impassive. 
She was milder than Polly, softer, 
and a good ten years younger. The 
blue-gray eyes regarded him un- 
moved, as if she hadn’t heard him, 
but Phil, it was obvious, could have 
killed him with intense pleasure. 

“Sara,” he growled, “this is Thorold 
Perkins.” (Toddy hated to be called 
Thorold, as who wouldn’t?) “Mrs. 
Malvern, Thorold.” ' 

Toddy was gulping and mumbling, 
but she responded delightedly. 


“Oh! Toddy Perkins! Wed have 


had a best man if you’d been here.” 
And then, “Did I hear you say Polly 
Raine had got home at last?” 
“Praise God,” thought Toddy, “he 
married a girl who’s hard of hearing!” 
“T—I was just asking if she had,” 
he stammered. “She was one of the 
crowd here at Sylvester’s in the old 
days. She’s been abroad—shooting 


é- 


lions in Africa, or something like 
thats : od 

Sara Malvern smiled. “I can’t help 
admiring her. For years I’ve seen her 
picture in the papers when she came 
back from hunting trips, or broke 
some flying record. All the time I was 
growing up she was doing all the ex- 
citing things I wanted to do and knew 
I never could. Maybe I romanticize 
her, but you know the French prov- 
erb: ‘Everyone is an elephant t6 
someone. ” 

“You don’t need to romanticize 
anybody,” said Phil in an undertone. 

She flushed and smiled, and Toddy 
suddenly reaiized that her hearing 
was perfect. He muttered something 
about “Got to be going; had a date 
with a fellow at the club,’ and in 
the taxi he wondered what kind of 
woman it was who could behave so 
imperturbably in such a situation as 
that. 

As they dined, her husband was 
wondering that, too. She hadn’t said 
a word about Toddy’s blunder, hadn’t 
asked him (Continued on page 68) 
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HEN we were boys years 
ago, we lived in a small 
Missouri town that was 
only a“grown-up village, 
and Emmitville was its 
name. Even then it was a 
thwarted and ambitionless place, 
with Little Creek, that had shrunk 
to a mere trickle wandering forlornly 
between dry banks, symbolical of its 
stagnation, ns 

To us boys, who were thinking of 
great deeds and hearing of the Mis- 
sissippi thirty miles away, the town 
was an exile from glorious life. It 
seemed to us that adventure lay far 
off, where the tracks of the railroad 
met at a mysterious silvery infinity, 
or somewhere-under’ the blue haze 
on the horizon where the Mississippi 
rolled, and we talked of the time 
when we would be men and go out 
to conquer the world. Our dreams 
were, perhaps, the dreams of all 
youth. The older people never ex- 
pressed any such restlessness. Ac- 
cepting realities, they were content 
to raise their families. and work: on 
the farms and pay for their homes 
and enjoy the close companionships 
that are common to all small towns. 
Everyone knew everyone else and 
everyone else’s virtues and faults. 
They had been going on for so long 
they had lost the novelty of discus- 
sion for our parents. We boys had 
to learn of them by ourselves. It was 
that way about Clem Johnson and 
his boat. 

We boys all knew Clem by sight, 
but until we heard about the boat we 
never gave him a second glance. He 
was that inconspicuous, that unobs 
trusive. A bachelor, he lived with a 
sister in a small chalky-gray House 
that was as unpretentious as himself. 
We had never seen his sister, although 
we had heard of her, but/we saw 
Clem often on his way home from 
the town’s one factory—a smalh-quiet 
man in a greasy, wrinkled suit, a 
metal lunch basket under one arm 
and usually a few pieces of wood 
under the other, walking with the 
slow steps of one who is intent on a 
private problem. He was no longer 
young, for his hair was gray, and his 
round face was notable only because 
the genial expression that is expected 
on a round face was not there, as if 
worn away by the years. He was not, 
at first sight, a person you would as- 
sociate with the idea of a boat. We 
boys never did until we found out 
about it. 

It happened this way. One night 
when we were playing cops and 
robbers, a thunderstorm broke. 
Drenched, we ran to Tom Gately’s 
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hardware shop and huddled in the 
doorway, but minutes passed without 
a sign of a letup. We got restless. It 
wasn’t even seven-thirty yet, and 
most of us didn’t have to be home for 
an hour, and there we were, wasting 
time. 

“Well,” Jimmy Terrell said finally, 
“we can go and see the boat.” 

“Boat?” repeated Dan Howard. 

“What boat?” asked Lennie. Len- 
nie was my brother. He was only 
nine. 


Jimmy snorted. “What boat!” he 
said. “Why, Clem Johnson’s boat.” 

The rest of us looked at one an- 
other. : 

“Say,” Jimmy demanded, “don’t 
you fellows even know about it?” 

“Sure,” we said, together. “Sure we 
know!” We didn’t, but we weren’t 
going to admit it. 

“Well, let’s go; then,” said Jimmy. 

He dashed out into the rain, and 
we raced after him. At Clem John- 
son’s house Jimmy turned into the 
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back yard and ran to a shed, a long 
wooden thing almost as big as the 
house, and threw open the door. He 
rushed in, but we others stood in the 
doorway, breathing fast, not feeling 
the rain that pelted us, just staring. 
In the dim light of a lantern lay a 
long boat, a long, magnificent boat 
with a glistening white hull. It was 
the kind of boat you would never 
expect to find in Emmitville, thirty 
miles from the Mississippi. What 
stood before us was the kind of boat 


we had seen only in pictures, the kind 
that went with choppy seas and ex- 
citing spray. Sprawling there on a 
platform, its keel fairly thirsted for 
water. 

“Can we look at it, Mr. Johnson?” 
asked Jimmy. 

Pushing into the shed then, awed 
and wondering, we saw Clem. He was 
at a workbench in the corner, plan- 
ing a piece of wood in a vise, and as 
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he looked up the light from a lantern 
overhead reflected the friendliness 
in his eyes. 

“You bet you can, Jimmy,” he said. 
“Come in and shut the door, boys.” 

He came toward us with a brisk 
eagerness. Putting his hand on the 
boat, he stroked the white hull as 
gently as he would a woman’s cheek. 

“How does she look?” he asked. 

“Great,” said Jimmy. 

“Like a million dollars,” said Dan. 

Lennie’s (Continued on page 153) 
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* Dalya TOK 


Are women better drivers than men, or worse? Can 


they learn as quickly? Is their safety record as good? 


Has the day of the back-seat driver disappeared ? 


e MERICANS will find it hard 
to realize how completely the 

i motorear and its kindred 

t sports have taken hold of the 

French people. Among the 
upper circles of Paris it is now 
the fashion, not merely to own a 
motor carriage, but, if you please, to 
operate it yourself, even if you be of 
the gentler sex. The Duchess d’Unes, 
a leader of the salons, having passed 
the regular examinations before the 
authorities and been qualified as a 
chauffeuse, is frequently seen guiding 
her carriage in the boulevards. If a 
woman can ride a bicycle and drive 
a horse, she can certainly operate a 
motor carriage.” 
is opinion appeared in The 
Horseless Age for June, 1898. Forty 
years ago. Nobody then supposed 
that horseless carriages would ever 
venture from city boulevards, or ever 
be owned by any but the very rich. 
Over most of the world, none but the 
very rich owns them now. In Europe, 
the upper circles still have them. In 
America, two astounding things have 
happened. 

Within ten years of 1898, prosper- 
ous families were buying automo- 
biles. Eight years later the moderate- 
ly comfortable were buying them. 
Six more years brought the install- 
ment plan: every American family 
could own a car. History never before 
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saw such swift distribution of wealth; 
only the rich kept a carriage and 
pair; only the prosperous owned a 
team and buggy; now our whole peo- 
ple rides in its cars. Forty million 
drivers are on America’s highways. 
But only a fourth of them are women. 

How can this be explained? Amer- 
ica led the western world in feminism. 
A vast number of American women 
are wage earners; most of American 
property is in our hands. Yet with 
this bountiful supply of cheap, swift, 
independent, and easy transportation, 
only one driver in four is a woman. 

Around every American factory 
hundreds of cars stand idle all day 
while men are at work and their 
wives and children walk or take 
streetcars to market and_ school. 
Every weekday our city streets are 
choked with parked cars whose 
drivers are in offices while mothers, 
wives, and daughters are equally 
confined to the city for lack of trans- 
portation. On farms the men are in 
the fields, the car is in the garage, 
and women are unable to see their 
friends or go to town. 

In an emergency—a wreck, an ac- 
cident, a fire or flood or hurricane, a 
husband’s or a child’s dire need for 
help, for a doctor—women are more 
useless and helpless than they were 
forty years ago; they could ride the 
horse, they cannot drive the car. 


All summer long our highways are - 
streams of women carried on holiday 
trips, inert as pieces of baggage and 
weary from inaction, while their hus- 
bands stick to the wheels unrelieved 
for hundreds of miles and grow irri- 
table from a fatigue, which is danger- 
ous in driving. 

So the woman, wanting to be help- 
ful and knowing nothing whatever 
about driving, tells the driver that a 
car is coming which he saw four 
minutes ago, warns him to avoid the 
looming truck that he is avoiding, 
continues to announce the visible 
curve until he answers her, and 
shrieks: “Stop! Stop!” in that sudden, 
unpredictable instant when nothing 
but swiftest speed ahead will prevent — 
murder and suicide. 

No one knows how. many highway 
accidents have been caused by women 
who never drove a car. Surely not as 
many as the nerve-shattered driver’s 
violent words would indicate. You 
cannot blame him. The car probably 
causes more quarrels than any other 
source of domestic friction, when it 
would increase companionship and 
enrich family life even more than it 
does if women knew how to drive. 

Pioneer women drove the second 
wagon westward, helped raise the 
cabin, defended it with the rifle. 
Women saddled and harnessed 
horses; they mounted the velocipede 
and rode the bicycle. During these 
forty years they have gone into fac- 
tories and offices, law and medicine 
and banking and_ business, ballot 
boxes and politics. But not into cars. 

A change is beginning now; the 
percentage of licensed women drivers 
is increasing. But it increases slowly 
and against opposition and doubt, 
for most men firmly believe that in- 
ability to drive a car is a feminine 
secondary sex characteristic, and 





some women agree with them. Others, 
perhaps, have some mysterious femi- 
nine intuition that it is better not to 
drive a car until you learn how. 

Men drove without learning. Usual- 
ly the salesman showed a man how 
to steer; he then steered the car 
home, lunged into shrubbery, backed 
through a fence, and missed the 
garage door. When he could pass a 
bigger car on the road, he was a proud 
driver, and one fine day he under- 
took to teach his wife. To her the car 
was a mysterious monster, to him it 
was a largely unknown machine. Be- 
fore long he was furiously explaining 
that he had expected her to use ordi- 
nary sense, and she was furiously de- 
claring that she wouldn’t touch the 
thing again. In general, there were 
two results: he drove the car there- 
after, or palely in his absence she got 
it into the street somehow, and drove. 
She drove with frightened caution, 
and this brought howls of rage from 
men drivers, who told her profanely 
but truthfully that timidity is dan- 
gerous in traffic. 

In the few states that required 
drivers’ licenses, there were a few 
schools of driving. Run for profit, 
they tended to be of two kinds: those 
that charged a flat fee and hurriedly 
trained a driver to get by a known 
test, and those that charged by the 
lesson and had every incentive to be 
more pleasant than thorough. Amer- 
icans learned to drive by driving, 
while steadily the death toll climbed 
to more dreadful totals, and in thicker 
and faster traffic the cars swerved 
warily from the woman drivers’. 

Does the woman driver justify her 
bad reputation? There is no reliable 
answer, but some facts are interest- 
ing. 

The American Automobile Asso- 
ciation has tested with scientific ap- 


paratus 10,000 men and women 
drivers in cities throughout our coun- 
try. The A.A.A. is the veteran pioneer 
on these frontiers, the Daniel Boone of 
American motoring. Itstestsshowthat 
men are less affected by loud, sudden 
noises, and that their visual resistance 
to glare and recovery from it are 
better than women’s. But the women 
tested had better sidewise vision and 
were far less color-blind. The men’s 
average error in judging distance 
was 37 feet; the women’s, 38 feet 6 
inches. In steering tests, the men 
averaged 107.2; the women, 99.9. And 
in complex-reaction tests the women 
were slightly slower than the men, 
the difference working out roughly 
to 3 feet longer in stopping at the 
same speed. But the men tested had 
been driving an average year longer 
than the women, they had begun 
driving at an earlier age, and their 
habitual speed averaged three miles 
an hour faster than the women’s. 
The effect of this difference in ex- 
perience cannot be known, and sta- 
tistical averages of course have no 


applicability whatever to any given 


individual. Still, so far as these tests 
are proof, they prove that men are 
slightly, very slightly, better able to 
drive than women. 

But wait. Let’s see what is ac- 
tually happening on the highways. 
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campaign for greater traffic 


BY ROSE WILDER LANE 


The department of highway safety 
education of the Aetna Life Insur- 
ance Company has studied the actual 
driving habits of 1,500,000 men and 
women. It finds no difference in safe 
driving. The department’s chief, Mr. 
Barnett L. Golub, says that men react 
a little more quickly; but that women 
are less sensitive to glare, less color- 
blind, and more alert to traffic signals. 

The best available record of acci- 
dents is Connecticut’s. It shows that 
women have fewer accidents—fewer 
per driver, fewer per mile driven. 
In proportion to numbers and mile- 
age, Connecticut women should be 
in one accident in 9.15; actually they 
are in one in 10.25. 

Available reports of fatal accidents 
are surprising. In Connecticut, men 
kill with their cars 13 persons while 
a woman kills one. In Massachusetts, 
women have 12 percent of driving 
licenses and are in only 3 percent of 
fatal accidents. In San Francisco, with 
20 percent of driving licenses, women 
appeared in less than 5 percent of 
1000 fatalities studied. 

But we lack mileage ratios. A com- 
parison of mileage might reduce or 
wipe out the women’s safety superi- 
ority in these figures. Statistics are 
overrated, anyway; at best they can 
only handle past facts while actual 
facts are (Continued on page 94) 


The second article in Good Housekeeping’s 


safety 





““MY FAVORITE 


Each month, beginning with this issue, Goop 
HOUSEKEEPING will present a short story chosen as 
his or her favorite by some well-known man or 
woman. Adela Rogers St. Johns, one of America’s 
foremost writers, inaugurates this new feature by 
selecting “Miss Brill,” of which she has this to say: 

“It is not so difficult to write a great story about 
great events—but it takes a genius to make a great 
story of simple facts and the tragedies of everyday 
living. ‘Miss Brill, by Katherine Mansfield, is my 


SHORT STORY”? 


favorite short story because it deals with those 
small things of which life and heartbreak and glory 
are made. I believe that no one can read it without 
growing in grace, and that having read it, one must 
forever achieve greater tenderness and understand- 
ing for all humanity. With few words, with slight 
incidents, with ordinary characters, Miss Mansfield 
has constructed a tale that might fill volumes. The 
art of the short story—perhaps the most difficult 
m all literature—reaches here its perfect climax.” 
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BY KATHERINE MANSFIELD 


Reprinted from The Short Stories of Katherine Mansfield, by special arrange- 
ment with Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. Copyright, 1922, by Alfred A. Knopf, Inc. 


LTHOUGH it was so bril- 
liantly fine—the blue sky 
powdered with gold and great 
spots of light like white wine 
splashed over the Jardins 
Publiques—Miss Brill was 
glad that she had decided on her fur. 
The air was motionless, but when 
you opened your mouth there was 
just a faint chill, like a chill from a 
glass of iced water before you sip, 
and now and again a leaf came drift- 
ing—from nowhere, from the sky. 
Miss Brill put up her handand touched 
her fur. Dear little thing! It was nice 
to feel it again. She had taken it out 
of its box that afternoon, shaken out 
the moth-powder, given it a good 
brush, and rubbed the life back into 


the dim little eyes. “What has been 
happening to me?” said the sad little 
eyes. Oh, how sweet it was to see 
them snap at her again from the red 
eiderdown! . . . But the nose, which 
was of some black composition, 
wasn’t at all firm. It must have had a 
knock, somehow. Never mind—a lit- 
tle dab of black sealing-wax when 
the time came—when it was abso- 
lutely necessary .. . Little rogue! 
Yes, she really felt like that about it. 
Little rogue biting its tail just by her 
left ear. She could have taken it off 
and laid it on her lap and stroked it. 
She felt a tingling in her hands and 
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arms, but that came from walk- 
ing, she supposed. And when she 
breathed, something light and sad— 
no, not sad, exactly—something gen- 
tle seemed to move in her bosom. 
There were a number of people out 
this afternoon, far more than last 
Sunday. And the band sounded loud- 
er and gayer. That was because the 
Season had begun. For although the 
band played all the year round on 
Sundays, out of season it was never 
the same. It was like some one play- 
ing with only the family to listen; it 
didn’t care how it played if there 
weren’t any strangers present. Wasn’t 
the conductor wearing a new coat, 
too? She was sure it was new. 
He scraped (Continued on page 93) 
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T EXACTLY 12:30 Miss Ro- 
maine Hathaway removed 
the cellophane lace cuffs 
which protected the sleeves 
of her immaculate blouse and 
gathered up her expertly 
typed letters and took them into her 
employer’s private office. 

“Mr. Trent,” she said a bit diffi- 
dently, for asking favors was not in 
her line, “if you'll sign these now, 
I'll mail them on my way out. And if 
you don’t mind, I may be a little late 
getting back. I forgot a package 
which must get off to Vermont today. 
I—I thought I’d skip lunch and go 
home for it.” 

Mr. Gregory Latham Trent hastily 
removed his feet from a chair and 
tried to smooth his rumpled locks. 
It was his conviction that an aspiring 
young architect functioned mo 
clearly in practically a horizonta 
sition, and at the moment his 





eye had been envisioning the chaste 
facade of a Georgian house. Not that 
it had always been chaste. Mr. Trent’s 
clients had been insistent about a 
Turkish mosque effect on one wing 
and a Japanese pagoda on the other, 
with perhaps a Norman tower in the 
center, but the junior partner of the 
rising young firm of Davis, Davis, and 
Trent took his Georgian architecture 
straight or not at all. 

“Package?” he echoed vaguely. 
“Oh, yes. Two days to Christmas. 
Noticed the poinsettia on your desk. 
Very cheerful... What’s in it?” 

His secretary flushed, and a small 
spark lit her eyes, gray as November 
rain. “A smart silk print dress for 
my Gre unt Zenobia and a flossy 
smofing jacket and tasseled 







u Brummell of the village,” 
swered with a trace of hauteur. 
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Mr. Trent’s eyebrows registered 
amazement. He got up from his chair 
and lounged on the edge of the draw- 
ing table. “So you’re not just part of 
the typewriter! You actually have 
relatives and everything. Look, 
Great-Uncle Usual’s grandniece. I 
didn’t ask out of brash nosiness. I 
asked for helpful information. My 
Uncle Thaddeus at a mere sixty-six 
has just taken unto himself a bride. 
A wedding-plus-Christmas gift is in- 
dicated. Heretofore my invariable of- 
ferings to ladies have been flowers. 
Nothing so safe for a wary bachelor 
as flowers. But now— Well, what 
does one give a large, imposing fe- 
male with a pompadour, buck teeth, 
cold baked-potato eyes, and the most 
complete command of the English 
language it has ever been my misfor- 
tune to encounter?” 

“Something practical,” suggested 
Miss Hathaway, glancing covertly at 


It’s two days before Christmas, and your stuffed-shirt boss 


suddenly goes romantic. Out on the street you find a 


brace of lost twins. All you have to do is keep your head! 


her wristwatch. “Some good books—” 

“Aunt Sophronia never reads. She 
talks.” 

“A combined desk and secretary.” 

“She never writes. It interferes 
with speech.” 

“A massive silver tray. A hand- 
some chair. A lamp. An oil painting. 
A coffee table. A Wedgwood dinner 
set.” 

Mr. Trent sighed and shook his 
dark head. “Uncle Thad’s mausoleum 
of a house in Gramercy Park is 
bursting with similar horrors,” he 
told her regretfully. “I have it! You 
go mail your Vermont package, have 
lunch, get back here about three, and 
we'll go look for something practical. 
You'll be doing me no end of kind- 
ness, you know.” 

His brown eyes had all the ingenu- 
ous appeal of a nine-year-old’s who 
has asked for a second helping of 
dessert (Continued on page 130) 




























“Hi, fellas! Romaine began. The 
angelic twins inspected her minutely, 
and one asked cautiously, “You— 
you aren't a Welfare lady, are you?” 
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Bill was the picture of misery. “I’ve just seen Faith,” he said. 


CHAPTER XIX 


JUST sat there, utterly limp. 

Over and over again, as if it 

were on a phonograph record 

that had got stuck and kept 

repeating the same line, 

Marshall’s voice—“You’ll never 
be sorry, dear. Faith, Faith, I love 
you so!”— and Bill’s tortured retreat, 
marked step by step through the dark 
lanes of box until the gate banged, 
ground round and round in my ears. 
Then Dr. Yardley’s gentle voice from 
th air landing: 

“IT don’t know where Miss Faith is, 
Abraham. I presume she’s in the gar- 
den with Mr. Marshall.” He came in 
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the door. “Good-evening, Lucy.” He 
looked around. “Abraham said young 
Haines was with you.” 

“He was, but he left,” I said. 

A disturbed shadow crossed Peyton 
Yardley’s transparent, finely chiseled 
face. “You look ill, my dear. Has 
something distressed you?” 

For the second time in years, and 
all in less than three hours, I could 
have wept, long and bitterly. “I’m 
just a romantic fool, Peyton,” I said 
ruefully. “As the young say, skip it.” 

The shadow dimmed his face again. 
“Have Faith and Haines had an- 
other—” 


“She’s going to marry Marshall” 


I shook my head. “It didn’t get that 
far,” I said. “Marshall seems to have 
led the field.” 

He was silent a moment. He’d seen 
it coming, of course, with clearer, 
more understanding eyes than the 
rest of us had had. But it was a kind 
of stopping for him, even at that. 

“Melusina’s very upset about it,” 
he said at last. A faint, almost sar- 
donic smile moved his face. “Melusina 
is undoubtedly the world’s least suc- 
cessful fixer,” 

“Marshall isin love with Faith, 
Peyton,” I said. (It’s extraordinary 
how nothing will ever teach me to 





mind my own business.) “But she 
isn’t in love with him. I’m a pretty 
bad fixer myself, but that doesn’t 
keep me from knowing that Bill 
Haines is head over heels in love with 
Faith, and Faith is madly in love with 
him. Normal people don’t go about 
acting like lunatics unless there’s 
something wrong with them.” 

Dr. Yardley got up, his eyes trou- 
bled—almost as troubled as they’d 
been the afternoon I had blurted 
out my pent-up rebellion against his 
daughter’s marriage to Mason Sey- 
mour. 

“Have they been going about act- 





= like lunatics, Lucy?” he asked at 
ast. 

“Worse,” I said flatly. “Bill Haines 
is practically certain to be locked up 
for the murder of Melusina’s precious 
Mason. God knows he may even have 
done it—but if he did, it was because 
Frith goaded him to it.” 

ale was standing there, his finger- 
tips balanced on the table top, not 
lightly but hard, to keep his tall body 
from swaying. 

“T don’t understand you, Lucy,” he 
said, very sharply for him. 

“T don’t understand all of it my- 
self,” I replied. “But it seems plain 


enough to me that Bill tried to stop 
Faith from going to see Mason Sey- 
mour, and she went anyway, and 
found him dead, and—” 

I didn’t get any further. Dr. Yard- 
ley held up his hand, his face paler 
even than it was from years of seclu- 
sion within these book-lined walls. 

“T think I’d better speak to Faith 
at once, Lucy,” he said quietly. He 
went over to the open door, slowly 
as if his feet were weighted with 
lead, looked out and called: “Faith! 
Daughter!” 

As he called there was a sound of 
someone stumbling up the, front 
steps and a man’s voice swearing 
softly. Dr. Yardley turned back, and 
frowned. Then his face cleared as 
Abraham opened the door and the 
dim hall light fell on the perspiring 
face of the majesty of the law in the 
person of Sergeant Michael Priddy; 
and behind him, looking even less 
majestic because he was grinning like 
a schoolboy, was the Commonwealth 
Attorney, Mr. John Carter Crabtree. 

I glanced at Dr. Yardley. If ’'d ex- 


pected that he’d be annoyed or dis- 


turbed at their coming to Yardley 
Hall without a formal by-your- 
leave-sir, I was wrong. He seemed 
not the least surprised—almost re- 
lieved, in fact, as if he could now get 
a little first-hand information. 

He held out his hand. “Good-eve- 
ning, John. Good-evening, Michael.” 

I saw the whimsical flicker lighting 
his eyes for an instant. If you've 
brought two children into the world, 
it must be rather amusing to have 
them confront you thirty-five years 
later as guardians of the law. 

“Good-evening, sir,” the Common- 
wealth Attorney said. 

“Good-evening, sir,” the City Ser- 
geant said. 

Then they both said, ‘“‘Good- 
evening, Miss Lucy,” and at just that 
moment Faith and Marshall came in 
—Faith pale and lovely, Marshall as 
if with star dust still in his eyes. 

“Won't you all sit down?” Dr. 
Yardley said with grave courtesy. 
“lm sorry (Continued on page 135) 
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ISSY was packing slowly, 
mechanically, this time. Last 
Sunday, when she had been 
loafing about with Kate Ames 
in the apartment upstairs, go- 
ing to Panama had seemed the 
thing to do. Cissy paused for a puz- 
zled moment of wondering how it had 
all come about, this time. She could 
remember Kate’s rustling the travel- 
ad pages, and engaging in a running 
fire of effervescent talk. There was a 
blank, then, and the Panama cruise 
seemed to have popped suddenly, 
full-fledged, out of that welter of 
paper. 

“Fun, Cissy!” Kate’s eyes had 
sparkled. “Practically no one goes 
this time of year. I mean, darling, no 
run-of-the-mill summer tourists!” 

“Fun,” Cissy had echoed slowly, 
but her eyes hadn’t reflected the 
sparkle in Kate’s. They hadn’t been 
upon the enticing travel pages at all, 
but had been looking inward. Escape. 
A muffled small gong of thankful- 
ness had sounded in her heart. Even 
if only for a few weeks. And Kate 
Ames had thrown the dice this time. 

“Escape from what?” Cissy inter- 
rupted the rather dreary process of 
folding garments in tissue on this 
afternoon before their sailing and put 
the query to herself wonderingly. 
Escape from the atrocious weather 
of a rainy New York November? She 
could put that in hastily, but it didn’t 
explain anything. Escape from rou- 
tine? She could try this, tentatively, 
only to find that it also fell short. 
Escape from Barney Graham? It was 
the only thing left; and twist and 
hedge as she might, there was no get- 
ting away from it. 

Was she really running away from 
Barney? And why? He was the most 
likable man she knew in present-day 
New York; and if she looked long 
and steadily at that word likable, she 
knew in her heart that it would 
change and glow. Why, then, was she 
running away? Why? Why? Cissy’s 
heart twisted and turned again, but 
again there was no evading the an- 
swer. 

She was afraid of what was coming; 
Barney was going to ask her to marry 
him. The words had been trembling 
on his lips for weeks now, and it had 
taken all her ingenuity to prevent 
their being spoken. What she was 
afraid of—she considered it slowly— 
was being caught and held down by 
a promise. Panic came into her smoky 
blue eyes at the thought, and one 
hand pushed restlessly at her hair. 

“Just a few weeks,” she breathed. 
“So many days and hours respite 
from having to decide about Barney. 
I can leave the boat at Havana com- 
ing back, and—and go to Florida.” 
It was the first time that thought had 
taken conscious form in her mind, 
but it must have been there all the 
time. 
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She was packing again, running 
away again. And how many times 
had she done that in the past three 
years? She gathered up some fallen 
hose wearily. The sad truth was she 
was escaping, for no matter how short 
a time, from the necessity of saying 
farewell in her heart to a man she 
hadn’t even heard from in three 
years. 

It was only fresh proof of her idiocy 
that her heart began to beat more 
rapidly at the mere ‘thought of him 





and that her hands trembled slightly 
at their task. For of all places in the 
world for running into Bob Cushing, 
wasn’t a boat the most likely one? 
Bob was always roaming about the 
world. Why not, this time? Why not? 
It was a whisper in her heart. 

Bob was the complete nomad, and 
he was totally lost to her; but she 
couldn’t accept that reality. She’d 
been carrying a dream about with 
her for three years, and it was a 
dream that insulated her from other 





men. Bob Cushing was her armor. 
When another man threatened to 
pierce that armor, as Barney Graham 
was threatening now, she ran away. 

The old steamer trunk was bat- 
tered and label-smothered. It had 
trekked with her back and forth in 
college years. It had been—she 
winced slightly—with her at the last 
that winter she had finally and com- 
pletely lost touch with Bob. Its stick- 
ers were a history of all her trips to 
forget him, to find him—was that it? 





pened too often. It happened, inevi- 
tably, as soon as a true friend, like 
Barney Graham, even brushed her 
heart. 

Cissy’s eyes were wet, closing 
tightly to shut out that ghost. She 
was a fool. She was twenty-nine, and 
was she going to go on being a fool 
all her life? There had been Larry 
Hunt, and Don MacArthur, and Aus- 
tin Reese. There was now Barney 
Graham— 

The phone rang, and she reached 
for it mechanically. Barney’s voice 
was rich and warm then on the other 
end of the wire. It was a voice to in- 
vade any room or any life, routing 
all ghosts. This was only a routine 
call to remind her of their dinner 
engagement for the evening, but 
Barney’s voice brought into the room 
intimations far removed from that. It 
would have been something to cling 
to, something to bank on—if a girl 
hadn’t been a fool. 

“—-And then a farewell look-in at 
a club or two,” Barney wound up, “if 
you must go on this cruise. Must 
you go, Cissy?” His voice was teas- 
ing, but there was an odd note in it. 

Cissy looked dully at her trunk for 
a moment, and then unconsciously 
she stiffened. “Oh, I couldn’t let Kate 
down now—” She summoned the 
laughter and sparkle suitable to a 
girl setting off on a careless~little 
jaunt. And when Barney had hung 
up, Bob was still there. In spite of 
Barney Graham or of any other man, 
Bob would always be there. Her 
hands were clasped tight, holding 
him. 

“The thing to do”—she was tossing 


ILLUSTRATED BY PLUCER 


What is there in the tempo of this day that makes our 


younger women restless? What sets them off in search of 


further conquests and new adventure, and when do the in- 


evitable winters of discontent begin? What has made home 


so often a place to leave, instead of a place to cling to? 


—to escape from men who would 
have usurped his place in her heart. 

“The truth is’—Cissy’s thoughts 
struggled on in painful honesty— 
“you run away from men who 
threaten to come between you and 
a ghost.” 

A ghost? If Bob was a ghost, he 
was a treacherously warm and close 
one, suddenly. His eyes seemed to be 
inviting her to fun. His lips were 
teasing her to laughter, and his heart 
was wrenching hers to love. It hap- 


clothes rapidly, feverishly, into the 
trunk now—“is to go off on this cruise 
and pretend to be having a good time. 
Perhaps, if you go through the mo- 
tions, make all the right gestures—” 
How long had it been since she had 
really had a good time? She won- 
dered about that for a moment. Three 
years, of course. It had been three 
years ago that she’d been packing to 
come home from the coast, and had 
had Bob’s gay and careless wire from 
New ‘York. “Off to Buenos Aires,” 
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Bob had wired. “See you later.” She 
had that crumpled bit of yellow paper 
still, and it embodied, somehow, the 
magic that was Bob. Three years she 
had moved restlessly from place to 
place, with careful intervals of wait- 
ing in New York, and the mirage on 
the far horizons had always been the 
same. It was Bob’s careless, yet sure, 
“See you later.” 

“The thing to do is to keep Barney 
from saying anything definite to- 
night. The thing to do is to go on hold- 
ing him off, and to decide about 
spending time in Florida 
later—’ As if she didn’t 
know in her heart what that 
decision would have to be. 
Cissy closed the trunk slow- 
ly and turned the key. 


< ELL, Marco Polo,” 
Barney said across a 
table for two that evening. 
He looked nice with that 
razzing light in his eyes. 
She had to crush down more 
and more often, recently, 
the realization of how nice 
Barney looked with this or 
that light in his eyes. 
~ “You are coming back on 
schedule this time, aren’t 
you?” He was looking down 
suddenly, waiting. 

“What do you mean, Bar- 
ney? I always come back.” 

She had to hold to the 
light touch tonight. But she 
knew full well what he 
meant, and her own eyes 
went down for a moment to 
hide her knowledge of it. 
The beautiful and the disas- 
trous thing about the sort 
of free-lance art work Cis- 
sy did was that it could 
be done almost as well in 
Panama or in Istanbul as 
in New York. It could be 
done just as easily in Flor- 
ida this winter. A free-lance 
artist could always get away 
from a man who was press- 
ing too close. She could 
gather her hurt memories 
of another man about her 
and stake a new claim for 
a while, coming back when 
the danger was over. 

“Seems to me there was 
a short trip to Paris.” Bar- 
ney was till trying for 
the humorous angle. “Just 
how long did you bide 
in Paris that six weeks?” 

“Seven or eight months,” Cissy 
said carelessly. “It seemed a grand 
idea at the time. There’s a certain 
light in Paris in the spring.” 

He was ordering now, and she had 
time to look back upon that Paris so- 
journ. I was afraid, Barney. Suppose 
she had been able to say that to him, 
simply? It was Don MacArthur that 
time, and I was afraid. He was begin- 
ning to love me, and perhaps—per- 
haps I was beginning to love him, too. 
She hadn’t been sure about thats of 
course. She’d never been able to be 
sure, after Bob Cushing, and so she 
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had fled to Paris. She’d lingered on 
there, miserably enough, for weeks 
that dragged into months. Don Mac- 
Arthur’s cables had given way to let- 
ters; his letters, finally, to silence. 
She’d been a lucky wench—her 
friends’ letters had testified to that. 
She’d been fortune’s child, dashing to 
the Riviera, going to England for the 
holidays. She had been a lost lady, 
wearing a mantle of gaiety, and 
haunting those places in Paris where 
Bob might turn up. For hadn’t Paris 
always been one of his favorite 





haunts? ... Well, that had been Don 
MacArthur, and Paris. 

Cissy’s lips were. threatening to 
quiver, but she turned them dexter- 
ously into a smile for Barney. She’d 
had a lot of practice at that sort of 
thing. He had finished ordering now, 
and she had to crowd down a new 
realization. It would be comfortable 
and sweet, in a way, to have Barney 
go on ordering for her through life. 

“And Taos?” he remembered. 
“Was it the light there, too?” 

“Oh, that—” Cissy dismissed Taos 
with a movement of her lovely shoul- 


ders. “It’s true I went down for a 
short stay and lingered on for—” 

“Practically a whole winter,” he 
supplied promptly. 

She could laugh now at the mem- 
ory of Taos and of Larry Hunt, even 
if her laughter was a little strained. 
It had been Larry who’d threatened 
her loyalty—if it was loyalty—to Bob 
that time. 

“And then Lake Placid, and—” 

“Good heavens, Barney. You are 
off on a statistical bender. I’d no idea 
I talked so much.” 

“Your friends talk.” 

SO 

“And so, Cissy—”’ the 
light note was almost en- 
tirely gone from Barney’s 
voice, and his hand closed 
over hers on the table—“do 
you wonder it worries a 
man to see you set off on 
a boat or a train? Wasn’t 
there a trip to Hollywood 
one time, too?” 

“If—if you must go into 
ancient history—” Her 
laughter caught strangely, 
and her eyes went down 
again. She freed her hand 
gently. It was as though 
Barney had been at work 
on her life with a scalpel 
and had now, at last, laid 
something bare. “I flew out 
to make advance sketches 
of gowns in a new picture. 
I sort of slipped, just slipped, 
into a place with Charles 
Benoit.” She was talking 
too rapidly, and her voice 
wasn’t right. “He was de- 
signing for Imperator then, 
and I stayed nearly a year. 
That was that.” 

I lost Bob then. She 
couldn’t tell Barney that, I 
came back to a New York 
that was empty of every- 
thing— 

Barney’s eyes were con- 


. 


cerned upon her. “Let’s 
dance.’”’ He stood up 
quickly. 


She moved in time to the 
music with Barney, and she 
was lost in that familiar 
maze ,of questioning again. 
Hollywood that first time— 
A ten-months stay— There 
had been floods of wires 
and letters and long-dis- 
tance calls from Bob. Then 
there’d been his last wire. 
How was Bob to know it 
would reach her when she was pack- 
ing to return? How had he expected to 
see later a girl who had just given up 
one address and had no other? How 
had he expected to find a girl who had 
no family ties anywhere and whose 
friends, like his own, changed with 
the seasons? Cissy searched for the 
answer painfully. Had he tried to find 
her? He must have. Had any of her 
carefully spaced messages reached 
him? She’d never know. If he had 
written to Hollywood, and had re- 
ceived no answer— 

“Anything (Continued on page 149) 





WINTER PLAYTHINGS FOR SNOW OR SUN 


ost of us nowadays feel the need of relaxing in midwinter. It may 
be a ski-train expedition over the weekend or a trailer trip or 
cruise down South. Wherever you go, let your clothes look new. 
Start out in a smart fur coat over a wool dress. For actual skiing, here 
is the trick: tops and trousers contrast this season, and color is given 
much play. Let your trousers be neutral: gray, navy, black; and your 
jacket gay: bright red or blue, rusty red, or wine red—possibly a plaid. 

Skating, now so popular in large as well as small communities, calls 
for more sober costumes. Of course much depends on whether you are 
skating outdoors or in. There are three choices—a sweater and skirt, 
a trimly fitted suit with sweater underneath, or a princess dress, the 
latter preferred for indoor skating. If you are proficient at all, your 
skirt swings inches above your knees; if you’re only average, just 
below the knees. We show both lengths on the following page. 

For your cruise or trailer trip South, we have planned an ideal 
five-in-one wardrobe (see next page). Nothing could be more com- 
plete—cotton knit sweater and rayon slacks—use the same sweater 
with a skirt—and a halter,and shorts. All match in color and are inter- 
changeable. If you want to be fancier, here are a few notes to help you. 
Flared play dresses are little longer than shorts—often a one-piece 
dress with matching panties. Slacks have feminine tailored shirts of 
printed silks with tiny ruffles, or bright sweaters. Even bathing suits 
have gone gay ninety-ish! In colors—the violine shades lead, and 
pale pink, blue, beige, and yellow. Colored kid shoes are new. 
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Cotton jacket, 
striped skirt 


Five-in-one cruise 
or trailer outfit 


tante, tall, languid, and lovely; and Jean, the 

subdeb, petite, lively, and quite overawed by 
her big sister’s string of beaux. Above you see 

#\\ Joan’s cruise wardrobe, which has plunged 
Jean into deepest gloom. Let’s eavesdrop on 
the sisters. 

* _ Jean: You’re going to make ship’s news, 
| | Joanie. I can just see the rave notices—‘“Miss 
332 \)./2* Joan was the focus of all eyes when she ap- 
4; peared on the beach in a striped cotton skirt in 
g the new skating silhouette and a swing jacket.” 
“Miss Joan bewildered everybody by mixing her match- 
ing slacks, sweater, halter, skirt, and shorts into a differ- 
ent outfit every day.” And so on. Honestly, I do wish 
you’d hurry up and marry Don. I love you, but it’s an 

awful handicap having such a beautiful big sister. 

Joan: Don’t be silly. It’s all done with mirrors—and 
clothes. You’re just not clothes-conscious yet. 

Jean: Will you come shopping with me and help me 
pick out clothes like yours? 

Joan: Of course I’ll come, infant. But don’t pick clothes 
like mine. We’re entirely different types. You’re lively— 
I’m languid. 

Jean: That’s right. I like winter sports, you'd rather 
bask in the sun. 

Joan: You’re a gamin, I’m a sophisticate. To click, 
you’ve got to dress the way you feel. Suit yourself, 
darling, and no one can compete with you. 

So Joan sailed south and Jean swooped north. 
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Jia is a tale of two sisters—Joan, the debu- 
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choice—green wool skirt, matching ho 






od, and 


At left we have a snapshot 
Jean sent Joan saying: “Here I 
am doing the Lambeth Walk on 
ice. We’ve all taken your advice 
and gone gamin. Nancy’s dress, 
Pat’s suit, my sweater and skirt 
—all have that swing and that 
cute jauntiness, don’t you 
think? Must go now. Have a 
date. Yours, Jean.” 

Below we have Jean’s ski 
clothes, also very gaminish. 

Listen to this post-mortem: 

Jean: Oh, Joan, at last I’ve 
met a man who wants to marry 
me, even after meeting you. 

Joan: Don’t be absurd. Shall 
we make it a double wedding? 

Jean: Heavens, no. I’m taking 
no chances on Bill’s wavering 
at the very altar. You'll do it 
in white satin—I’ll work out 
some gamin solution. 


By MARGARETTA BYERS 


Dark red jacket, 
gray trousers 


Schiaparelli’s 
suit; fur hood 


contrasting sweater; two-piece wool suit; or princess one-piece wool 
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Vibrant colors for a dark-haired bride: C 


OR TINS 
H0Us 


hinese gold, Chinese green 
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What do YOU want when you buy a house dress? 


Goop HovuseKEEPING answers this all-important question 


in six pages of dresses available in your local shops 


am a bride living on a budget. 
I want something pretty and new. 
I want something inexpensive. 
My husband likes color. 
I don’t want long sleeves. 
I do want something washable. 
This is the answer from a bride of 
a few months. A bride whose work is 
light, whose meals are simple. A girl 
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whose hair is dark, whose young hus- 
band likes her in vivid colors. A cou- 
ple who entertain informally, making 
a specialty of help-yourself Sunday 
night suppers. A lot of fun on a 
little money! This young girl finds 
enjoyment and takes pride in her 
success at budgeting, not only house- 
hold expenses, but all her clothes. 





(Above) For this bride, two spun- 
rayon dresses to wear all day. Budget- 
ing, she has on Chinese green with 
white print; also in strawberry, copen, 
navy; 12 to 20; about $4. Knitting, 
she wears gold color with white; | 
also in rust, blue, or green; in sizes 
12 to 20; retail price, about $4. 
Sunday night.supper (opposite): 
The bride in coral-and-white dotted 
spun rayon with tucking. This comes 
in copen, wine, navy, deep aqua; 12 
to 20; about $4. Her fair friend wears 
spun rayon in white.and wine print; 
also navy, brown, or purple; 12 to 20; 
under $7. If you cannot find these in 
the shops of your town, write us. 


Photographs by Gray-O' Reiliy 


fluted 


r 


one tucked, the othe 


? 


Club frocks 


Country 


¢ 
a 
C 
oO 
5 
w 


spun © 


prints in washable Everfast fabrics of 
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He likes flowers, but also likes me neat ina sheet- 
ing dress, trimmed in rickrack, and pin-tucking 
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When I must go to town, yet have household cares, I wear 


a darkish dress of printed spun rayon, with go 
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red skirt 





en years—still happily married! The formula? Here 
[Ee is. Anybody can follow it. I live on a budget—do my 

own work, take care of the children, never spend too 
much on clothes, but always look neat and attractive no 
matter what I do. I dress to please my husband. For the 
household cares I select frocks that are becoming yet 
practical. That is, washable, sunfast, generously cut. I 
have plenty of them to lend variety. Here are some of my 
pets. To clean, cook, bathe the children, fix the flowers, 
I slip into the short-sleeved sheeting dress, at left above, 
zipped up the front with a slide fastener. The diagonal 
pin tucks, rickrack edge, and nice fit take it out of the 
apron class. I keep several on hand in different colors: 
blue, green, yellow, or white; 14 to 42; about $1.69. 

When I must go to town first thing inthe morning and 
household duties still have to be done, the darkish spun- 
rayon print, at left, sees me safely through; surplice top, 
tucked bodice, gored skirt, white leather belt, and gener- 









He hates me to look drab 
around the house. Anne and 
I chose June Arden “twin 
dresses” in printed rayon. 
Mine has narrow tucks 
down the bodice and skirt 
(left); Jane’s skirt is gored 


Photos by Arthur O’ Neill 





ally becoming; in teal, navy, rose, rust; 12 to 20; about $6. 
I have always believed in looking gay at breakfast. It 
makes the day’s outlook more cheerful for my husband. 
He hates long, floppy sleeves. Here is my choice (right): 
a Spode print of spun rayon. Reverse tucking at yoke, 
and high waistline give ample fullness through the bust, 
and unpressed pleats in the skirt make it easy to launder. 
The slide fastener is perfect when in a rush. Pompeian 

pink or Figurine blue; 14 to 18; 38 to 44; about $6. 
My sister Anne has come to visit. We went shopping 
and lost our hearts to two dresses of the same rayon print 
(above), each slightly different in its treatment. I took 
the one with a self-fabric collar; she preferred the one 
trimmed in piqué. We call them “twin dresses” and find 
them a joy in the afternoon when friends drop in. Baby 
Margaret crawls over them but cannot hurt them, for they 
wash. Mine comes in half sizes, 164 to 2644; Anne’s, 12 He prefers his breakfast companion to be gay and trim in 
to 20; dusty rose, copen blue, gray, navy; each about $4. this printed spun-rayon dress with slide-fastener front 
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Perennial dots on aqua spun rayon 


Gray-O’ Reilly Photographs 
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Striped polo poplin shirt, chambray skirt; Everfast fabrics 
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Vivid, dark spun rayon— 
washable, crisp, crease- 
resisting Everfast fabric 


“Solaire” rayon slacks, 
polo poplin striped shirt; 
both in Everfast fabrics 


Ask for these Good 
Housekeeping models 
in your own shops 
or write and ask us 


house?” Girls of all ages answer the question 


Wass do you want when you buy a dress for the 


unanimously, “I want something simple, nothing 


fussy.” Some say, “I 


like slacks.” Others, “I love ° 


buttons down the front and slide fasteners.” All 
agree, “I could cry when a dress shrinks or fades!” 
hese pages illustrate our answers—all but one 


washable, the print, 


opposite; it is more of the 


afternoon type and should be dry-cleaned. 


Dotted spun-rayon 


frock, top of page, left, comes 


in aqua, lavender, navy; sizes 12 to 42; about $6.50. 
Stitched and buttcned-down-the-front spun rayon 
dress, above, right, is blue, red, or rose; 14 to 44; 


about $8. The slacks 


are spun rayon; the shirt is 


polo poplin stripe, in royal, or fuchsia, with multi- 
stripe; 12 to 20; ideal for Southern wear; about $14. 
Here’s news! Our bride wears a striped cotton 


shirt and chambray 


skirt, blue, red, or brown; 


12 to 20; both, about $4. Opposite, a dress of rayon 
print and solid combinations; 12 to” 20; under $10. 


Flowered percale smo 
to have a baby—rose, 


ck, a boon to one who is going 
lavender, copen; 14 to 2v; hs 


A smock of flowered percale, Fruit of the Loom 
fabric, washable, handy apron idea, over one of 
your good dresses—for scrambled eggs at midnight 


A Loma Leads dress (upper) of Eli crepe in a Yale 
print, woven of North American Rayon: full-skirted 
style with vividly printed front and wide girdle 
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ow many times have you engaged in such a dialogue 
when you bought shoes? If it occurs every time you 


purchase footwear, some people would call you lucky. . 


Actually, you are not lucky, but a shrewd buyer. 
Just as some colors become you more than others, so 
do some types of shoes fit your feet better than others. 


As you know which dress silhouettes are most flattering. 


to your figure, so you can learn which shoe types are the 
best for your feet. Sad to relate, such knowledge is usu- 
ally acquired painfully, through trial and error. But it 
can be learned beforehand. : 

You can be shod comfortably as well as fashionably 
these days. In fact, just now some of the highest fashions 
in shoes are extremely comfortable. The increased im- 
portance of low heels and the many “high-riding” types 
of high-heeled shoes are partly responsible. All the new 
fashion points which your shoe retailer is singing about 
are also putting hope in the hearts of women who thought 


high-fashion shoes were not for them. For platform soles, . 


spool heels, wedge heels, walled lasts, teardrop heels, 
elasticized leathers, and all the other things that are 
headlines in the fashion news also contribute more in 
comfort than words can tell. 

We are going to tell you how to reach that delicate 
compromise between style and comfort. But first you will 
want to know that among spring colors black promises 
to lead, with Parisian blue a close second. Watch cop- 
per and tan, too, especially “Burnt Earth” and “Golden 
Havana.” We think you will also be keeping a loving eye 


on the wine shades, and particularly “Light Burgundy.” - 


In materials black patent will attract your attention, 
as well as black kid and calfskin. Nor would it be spring 
without gabardine. For sports we think you will be want- 
ing one of the handsome crushed leathers. 

Now for our secret! Shoes should be classified, in your 
mind, by the way they are held on your feet, This is a 
common denominator to finding out which types of shoes 
are really best for you. 

There are really only six types of shoes: opera pumps, 
step-ins, gores, strap types, sandals, and oxfords, Rare 
is the woman who can wear successfully all six types. 
Try them she may, but with various degrees of comfort. 


D’Orsay-type opera 








OPERA PUMPS are America’s darling in shoes. We 
show four smart versions at left. Operas have a very low 
“throat” line or top line, and must hold themselves on 
without the help of any adjustable closing. Consequently 
they must be more carefully fitted than any type of shoe. . 

But woe to you in opera pumps if you have flexible 
arches. For the size and shape of your feet are not con- 
stant. As feet flex in stepping, they also flatten. So the 
opera that fits you at rest does not fit you in motion. Every 
time you take a step in operas your foot jams forward, 
figuratively speaking, into the toe of your shoe. Pumps 
are not high-cut enough to hold back this type of foot. 

The two top operas are extreme types. They would be 
successful only on feet that have proved they can “go 
all day” in this type of shoe. The two lower types offer 
the flattery of the opera with a less difficult instep line 
that will not “bite” feet with fleshy insteps. The bow- 
pump (which really does not untie) has a D’Orsay type 
throat line, good for women whose insteps are chafed 
by classic-cut operas. The V-neck opera, being higher 
cut, will tend to be successful on feet that normally could 
not endure wearing operas for very long periods. 
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OF COURSE THEY DO—BECAUSE THEY ARE THE RIGHT TYPE FOR YOUR FEET 
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Tunnel gore 


GORED TYPES, shown above, are sisters to step-ins— 
in appearance. But they’re distant cousins in behavior. 
For, though many versions of them ride high over the 
instep, a set-in piece of elastic makes them fit more snugly 
than step-ins are wont to do. This piece of elastic may 
be set in almost anywhere—from a gusset over the instep, 
as in the big-buckle shoe shown above, to the collar of 
elastic which goes around the throat of the shoe just 
below. The shoe at the upper right has a gore on the side, 
while the shoe below it has a “tunnel” gore, the elastic 
hiding in a little tunnel, or sleeve, running around the 
back of the shoe. Most gores fit the instep very snugly. 

Gores fit some feet better than operas or step-ins. And 
some feet they don’t fit at all. Then again, some women 
can wear all gores except instep gores. The snug pressing 
of the elastic on some hidden nerve of the instep can make 
some women almost willing to walk home barefoot. 

Look back over your unsuccessful shoes. Find some 
continuity such as this to guide and prevent unwittingly 
buying a type of shoe which has proved basically unwise. 


STEP-INS, at right, like operas, must hold themselves 
on the foot without adjustable fastenings. But they are 
not so low-cut as operas (the only feature that distin- 
guishes them), and consequently are easier to fit. The 
newest step-ins are cut quite high, as you can see from 
the three at the right. Now that elasticized leathers have 
burst upon us, step-ins are going higher than ever, be- 
coming more glovelike in fit, and are more effective in 
holding the foot firmly in place inside the shoe. An ex- 
_ ample is the shoe in the lower right corner, made almost 
entirely of elasticized leather. The style at the upper 
right is the new “wooden shoe” style, made on a “walled” 
last, with a platform sole, a rocker bottom, and a teardrop 
heel—a lot of style points to find in one shoe. The cutouts 
on the step-in at the left of the group show an interesting 
way to break a long expanse of shoe—a trick that makes 
the foot look smaller. 

Remember this about both operas and step-ins. It is 
especially important that the lasts and patterns of these 
two types conform to the contours of your feet. Because 
they have no adjustable fastening, they require more 
care in their fitting than do any other types of shoes. 





STRAP TYPES are always with us—varying with the 
mode. Our forecast for spring is that you will see the 
return of some perennial favorites, as witness the sabot- 
strap shown at the upper right, and the one-strap tie, 
at the immediate right. Strap types are more comfortable 
than operas on difficult feet and are almost as flattering 
because of their low-cut vamp. Yet the strap, whether 
it fastens over the instep or the ankle, holds the foot 
back in the shoe most successfully. 

You will notice that this is the first of the types men- 
tioned so far that actually has a fastening. The first three 
slip on the foot, and, unless carefully fitted, are likely 
to slip off just as readily. Perhaps in surveying your shoe- 
buying successes and failures you might discover that 
you have never worn successfully a pair of slip-on type 
shoes. Once you have made such a discovery, your shoe- 
buying problem may be practically solved. - 

The T-strap sandal at the far right is an example of 
how a shoe may fall in two classifications. Its fastening 
classifies it as a strap, but its cut is like a sandal. 





OXFORDS are the tried-and-true stand-bys in foot- 
wear, because in some variation or other they fit nearly 
all types of feet. That is probably”"because the oxford has 
the most adjustable closing or fastening of all. The lacing 
keeps the foot back in the shoe, snugs the arch, supports 
the instep, and can quickly be readjusted ’as the foot con- 
tracts and expands. ; 

There are two types of oxfords, and they are to be dis- 
tinguished by the way they are laced: bal lacings and 
blucher lacings. A bal oxford has no eyelet flaps, whereas 
the blucher has. The blucher type is consequently more 
adjustable and easier on the instep. Good examples of 
both these types stand side by side at the right. The 
blucher oxford is a favorite for comfort shoes, an example 
of which is also shown at the right in a classic version 
called the gypsy-vamp oxford. Such a high-cut, high- 
riding blucher lacing gives the maximum in fitting 
capacity, especially for flexible feet and narrow heels. 
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SANDALS, the darling of the last few seasons, are a 
shoe type we inherited from our ancestors. Their chief 
characteristic is their openness, for they expose most of 
the foot—front, heel, or sides. In fact, some of the new 
ones are so open they remind us of their ancient prede- 
cessors that were merely soles and some lacings. 

Sandals are simple to fit, but care must be taken to 
prevent the edges around the openings from cutting into 
the foot or restricting the movement of the little toes. 
Nor must open-toe sandals be fitted short. 

At the left we show you everything from a pump sandal 


that fastens with a back strap to a bit of evening allure | 


(upper right) that is little more than a corded lacing. 
The pump sandal and the laced one will not be so uni- 
versally comfortable as the three other shoes, each of 
which has a closing that is high around the ankle or instep. 
Study the sandals you have worn and see what kind. 
of closings have been best. We’ll tell you one a 
the trade: the higher the heel, the higher should be the 
closing—if you shop for comfort as well as for style. 





SPORTS CLASSICS, at the left, are the exceptions to 
all the rules. They are classics, some of which do not ex- 
actly fit into any type we have mentioned. They are types 
which have lived year after year and are successful on 
the double counts of style and comfort. : 

The ghillie is perennially smart and perennially com- 
fortable, thanks to its very adjustable closing. The monk- 
strap is just as much a favorite, appearing year after year 
with changes only in leather and color. Judged by your 
new standards, it ranks pretty high, for it has all the 
qualities that make shoes fit. The Tyrolean oxford or 
“doghouse,” as they are calling this kind of square, boxy- 
toed shoe, has many prototypes in the mode—all of them 
having a broad roomy tread, plenty of toe room, and that 
comfortable blucher lacing. 

Once you have accustomed yourself to look for shoes 
with an eye on type as well as style, we are sure that your 
percentage of successes will go up, and that the element 
of “luck” will disappear forever from your shoe buying. 


Yom 
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OWN THE YEARS with 

tales of the Mayflower and 

Bunker Hill, comes another 

cherished chapter of Early 

American History. Written in ancient 
Colonial kitchens, it tells us a story of 
smoke-blackened fireplaces; of cooking 
implements crude and unwieldy. Best of 
all, it tells of hearty, homey dishes that 
were born there—to gladden the lives 
and satisfy the hunger of our ancestors. 


One of the most revered dishes of 
early America was chicken noodle 
soup. On this dish our foremothers 
lavished long hours of precious time. 
Slowly and patiently they simmered 
the broth until every drop of it was 
rich with chicken flavor. With flour 
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and eggs and expert skill they kneaded 
and rolled out the noodles. Gently 
they added their own special touches 
of seasoning—an onion—a bay leaf— 
a sprig of parsley. And ever and again 
they would sip critically from the great 
iron spoon just to be sure the flavor 
was exactly right. 


Now, Campbell’s chefs bring you 
Chicken Noodle Soup as authentic as 
ever it was. Skillfully, they have given 
the broth the same rich flavor, the 
same golden glisten. 
And like those good 
wives of old, they have 
supplied it stoutly with 
fine egg noodles, and 
added delicate morsels 
of chicken. Americans 


Complilds, 
CHICKEN NOODLE 
SouP 


LOOK FOR THE RED-AND-WHITE LABEL 






know a good soup when they taste it! 
And they have welcomed Campbell’s 
Chicken Noodle Soup like a long lost 
friend. Even skeptical old-timers taste, 
and eat, and ask for more! 


If it happens that you haven’t yet 
tried this soup, do so soon. You'll like 
it—from the moment you catch its 
first teasing aroma, till a hearty por- 
tion leaves you well satisfied — and 
promising yourself to enjoy this grand 
dish again and again! 
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... that’s why I sell the whole 
Del Monte Dried Fruit Family” 





Ne hivows 


worn. wart 


Natural fruit flavor 












Cartons that really 
protect 








All important varieties, 
under a single brand 
Del Monte Quality 















EXTRA GOODNESS IN 


Det Monte’s exclusive wax-wrap pack 
protects seedless raisins as no other car- 
ton does. Keeps them clean, full-flavored. 








EXTRA GOODNESS IN 
Muirs, of course! And like Prunes and 


Apricots, De Monte Peaches are packed 
only in triple-sealed cartons. 
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EXTRA GOODNESS IN 


Flavor-famous Blenheims, ruddy and 


bright, Their tart-sweet richness concen- 
trated by slow, even drying, Nature’s way. 
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EXTRA GOODNESS IN 


You get their true natural 
flavor. Tender, meaty fruit, 
softened by moist sterile heat 
— but expertly handled to 
avoid breaking down delicate 
tissues. 


Simple cooking directions printed 
on Dried Fruit cartons 


66 
yas indeed— women certainly 
go for DEL Monte’s extra goodness 
in dried fruits. Especially my real- 
ly choosey customers who insist on 
topnotch quality in everything else. 


“To hear some of these women 
talk, you’d think that they were 
selling me! Take Mrs. Miller, for 
example. She’s always saying what 
a time and trouble saver it is to get 
all her favorites under one brand. 


“Then there’s Mrs. Black. One 
of the best, but fussy. Won't take 
anything but DEL Monrtr. Gives 
me a regular lecture, too, each time 
she buys. All about Det Monte 
Raisins being the only ones in the 
wax-wrap pack, and what a differ- 








WHENEVER YOU WANT 
DRIED FRUITS 







ence that makes in keeping the 
fruit tender and clean. 


“And Mrs. Cook. She was raised 
in California. First time I suggest- 
ed Det Monte Prunes, she said: 
‘You needn’t tell me they’re from 
the Santa Clara Valley. I know it 
—and it’s the best prune country 
in the world! What’s more, Dre 
Monte Prunes have a really natu- 
ral flavor. That’s what I like! And 
she took three cartons. 


“Take a tip from me. Ask your 
grocer for some Det MontE Raisins 
and Prunes, sun-dried Apricots and 
Peaches. I miss my guess if they 
don’t make a hit—like every other 
Deu Monte Food.” 





Y FRIENDS ask me two 
simple questions to which 
they expect concise and 
simple answers. These are: 
“What vitamins do I need?” 
and “How much of each do 
I need?” They are grieved and puz- 
zled when they find the simple an- 
swers are not forthcoming, and they 
become skeptical as to whether vita- 
mins are really a matter of impor- 
tance. 

There are answers to these ques- 
tions. We do know that everyone 
needs some of all the vitamins that 
have been discovered and designated. 
We know that amounts per day be- 
low a certain minimum will usually 
result in some bodily disorder or ill- 
ness. But, since we don’t know what 
you eat or just how efficiently you 
extract and utilize the vitamins in 
-your diet, we can’t categorically state 
that you, Mary Jones, need 3000 or 
4000 units each of vitamins A, B, C, 
etc., today. 

' There is one way of being on the 
safe side, however—that is to add 
a sufficiently large factor of safety 





to the average minimum vitamin re- | 


quirement to cover possible contin- 
gencies. That’s the insurance method, 
and it’s being widely practiced in 


dietetics today. In food and in thera- 


peutic form people are taking rela- 
tively large doses of vitamins today 
to be safe. 

I have no quarrel with this expedi- 
ent. We have definite evidence that 
the body accepts without harm all 
vitamins much in excess of actual 
needs. 

There is also increasing evidence 
that vitamin deficiency is fairly com- 
mon, owing to the relatively small 
amounts of fruits, vegetables, and 
dairy products in the average diet. 
Finally, there is evidence that for 
optimal or buoyant health one needs 


more of these food-control factors 
than the minimum which is necessary 
to prevent active, physical manifes- 
tations of disease. 

The following table gives you what 
are generally agreed to be the mini- 
mum daily amounts you need of 


the four vitamins most extensively 


studied. 

Vitamins Min. Daily Requirement 
A 4000 Int. Units 
Bi 200 Int. Units 
Ce 300 Int. Units 
D 200 Int. Units 


Some nutrition experts advise that 
these requirements be reinforced by 
a 50 percent factor of safety, which 
would increase the amounts to 6000 
A, 300 Bi, 450 C, and 390 D per day, 
but there is no special virtue in that 
50 percent factor. It may not cover 
your particular needs; and, so far as 
we know today, there is no harm in 
stepping it up to a 400 or 500 percent 
safety factor. The situation is like 
liability auto insurance. $100.000 to 


~ $300,000 may be safer than. $10,000 


to $20,000, though the latter might be 
all the coverage you would ever 
need. 

Therefore take your vitamin con- 
centrates, increase your vitam‘n-rich 
foods, if you will. You are following 
a perfectly safe dietary insurance 
program. But it isn’t a scientific pre- 
scription! And you cannot and will 
not get such a prescription until we 
have simple tests to apply to you 
individually to detect your vitamin 
deficiency or adequacy. 

Happily such tests are rapidly 
being developed, and promise to take 
the guesswork out of vitamin ther- 
apy. We need them badly, both to 
reassure us as to the adequacy of 
our vitamin intake and to save our 
pocketbooks. 


The chemical isolation and identi- 
fication of vitamins A, Bi, C, and D 
has paved the way for chemical tests 
for these vitamins in human blood 
and urine. I can today make the pre- 
diction that it will not be long before 
you will be able to go to any hospital 
clinic, give a blood and urine sample, 
and return the next day for a definite 
answer as to whether you, personally, 
need more vitamins. It’s going to be 
as simple as a urine test for diabetes 
or a blood test for typhoid. Further- 
more, if the test indicates inadequacy, 
the clinician is going to be able to 
prescribe a test dose and have you 
come back for a new test that will 
tell whether the prescription is work- 
ing. 

Do not, however, go to your hos- 
pital tomorrow and demand a test 
for vitamin deficiency. These tests 
are still in the experimental stage, 
and their study is just now central- 
ized in particular hospitals and labo- 
ratories. But they’re here! Two doc- 
tors in Northwestern University, for 
example (Drs. C. J. Farmer and A. F. 
Abt), have perfected a method for 
analyzing the amount of vitamin C 
in a small sample of blood; and it 
has already been shown that if that 
amount falls below .5 mg. per 100 
ce. of blood, you have a vitamin-C 
deficiency. Such lack is scurvy, even 
though you have no ill feeling what- 
soever. 

From other laboratories have come 
techniques for measuring the blood 
and urine content of vitamins A, Bu, 
and D. It has also been found possible 
—by giving a large test dose of a 
vitamin and then measuring the 
amount excreted in the urine—to get 
an idea of the amount retained in 
your body. 

Aside from blood and urine chemi- 
cal tests we have also developed 
other types (Continued on page 85) 
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AND HAPPINESS CLUB: 

Of course you can keep 
your looks! Being a mother 
doesn’t mean that you have 
to stop being yourself—but 

you have to work at it. You can’t “let 
yourself go” and expect to leave the 
hospital the proud possessor of both 
a bouncing baby and your original 
girlish figure. Unless you decide early 
in pregnancy on a health program of 
an adequate nonfattening diet and 
all permitted exercise—and stick to 
it!—you may end up thick through 
the waist, with fat pads where you 
don’t want them and a relaxed ab- 
domen. 

That is a picture no woman enjoys 
contemplating, so we are cooperating 
with the Beauty Clinic this month on 
the good-looks problems of the young 
mother. Miss Murrin describes on 
page 116 the toning-up exercises 
which you may begin at the sixth 
week following childbirth; here we 
discuss general body care during and 
immediately after pregnancy. 

First, diet. Consult your doctor 
about this. He will prescribe, and you 
must follow, a regimen which will 
be adequate for your own and the 
baby’s needs, and prevent unneces- 
Sary accumulation of fat. We shall 
take up this question in detail in a 
later article. 

As for exercise, it is generally 
agreed among physicians that certain 
active sports should be foregone dur- 
ing pregnancy. You cannot play ten- 
nis, squash, or jumping games. swim 
in surf, run races, or ride horseback. 
You must not climb mountains, ski, 
toboggan, or skate. Long motor rides 
over rough roads are not for you. 

Some physicians allow a prospéc- 
tive mother to play golf and swim in 
still water until the end of the seventh 
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month. If you drive a car easily and 
without strain, you may continue 
driving for short periods at a time. 


‘Walk, preferably in the sun, for one- 


half to one hour once or twice a day. 
If you wear shoes with low rubber 
heels, walk vigorously with your 
head up, and rest when you are tired, 
you can make a healthful exercise of 
walking alone. Ordinary housework 
is allowed and is good exercise if you 
vary your tasks so as to use different 
sets of muscles in succession. Avoid 
heavy lifting, stooping, and frequent 
stair climbing. Gardening is excellent 
if you sit on a low stool instead of 
bending over. Individual setting-up 
or corrective exercises should be 
done under skilled supervision only; 
avoid anything which causes sudden 
bending or contraction of the ab- 
domen. 

If you keep up these mild forms 
of exercise from day to day, your 
muscles will be less likely to become 
relaxed and weakened, and should 
return to normal more promptly after 
the baby is born. Common sense will 
tell you to stop and rest whenever 
you find you are becoming tense, 
tired, or backachy. 

The pendulous breasts and pro- 
truding abdomen which so many 
young mothers dread are not inevi- 
table results of childbearing. A care- 
ful diet will prevent disfiguring fat 
around the breasts as elsewhere. 
Wear a well-fitting uplift type of 
brassiere, and be careful not to flat- 
ten or bind down the breasts in any 
way. During the nursing period and 
when the baby is being weaned, 
breasts should be supported both day 
and night. 

Some doctors advise rubbing the 
skin of the abdomen with a lubricant 
during the second half of pregnancy, 
in the hope of lessening the scars 





By DR. JOSEPHINE H. KENYON 


Director of the Health and Happiness Club 


from skin stretching. It is to be ex- 
pected that the muscles of the ab- 
domen will be weak for a short time 
after the baby comes. They have been 
called on to do a hard job; they are 
tired out and must rest. But some- 
time during the first two weeks after 
confinement the physician will advise 
exercises to be done in bed, adding 
others later as you walk about and 
gain in strength. When the muscles 
have begun to regain their tone, you 
will be able to hold them in volun- 
tarily—and that is the first step to- _ 
ward avoiding a big tummy. 
Whether or not you have pre- 
viously worn a maternity girdle, you 
must decide now, after the baby’s 
birth, about wearing one. If the ab- 
dominal wall is very much relaxed, 
you may feel more comfortable and 
look better with one. But wearing 
a support does not strengthen the 
muscle—merely holds it in place. The 
relaxed muscle can be brought back 
to normal only if it is toned up. by 
gradually increasing the strength and 
duration of appropriate exercises. 
See those (Continued on page 98) 
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Dr, Kenyon hes written eight 
letters to ‘expectant moth. 
Would you'like them’ sent to you, 
one each month, in @ plain en- 
/  velope? T tell us the date 
you expect oe ‘ send - 
in stamps, Q ‘or “Series. I. 
For the Mother-te-Be 
Baby-to-Come.” . Address Health 
and Happiness Club, Good House- 
keeping, 57th Strees at 8th Avenue, 
New York City — - 
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I could hear those cats meowing even in my dreams 








e my bridge club gave a tea the nas— Tattle—tale gray in my clothes! It haunted me all 


The last tim 


tiest thing happened. The chairman had borrowed night long. I could hear those cats meowing in my 
my linens. But most of the girls didn't know it. dreams. I sat up. I cried. I told my husband 
Right to my face, they razzed my napkins and everything. -Then he got so furious, he called his 


made mean cracks about tattle-tale gray. mother on the phone. 


















And even though we scared her 
silly, his mother was a peach. 
"You must be using a lazy soap 
that leaves dirt stuck in the 
clothes," she said. "Switch 
to the soap that takes out all 
the dirt—let Fels—Naptha's 
richer golden soap and lots 
of gentle naptha get at your 
wash——and stop having night— 
mares about tattle-tale gray." 





Well, revenge is sweet! My bridge 
Growd.was over the other night and 
they couldn't stop raving about how 
beautifully white and new my curtains 
and linens all look! I'm so tickled I 
wish I could tell the whole world— 
"Tf tattle—tale gray is worrying you, 
ask your grocer for Fels—Naptha Soap!" 


COPR, 1939, FELS & CO. 


Banish ‘'Tattle-Tale Gray” 
with Fels-Naptha Soap! 


Tune in to HOBBY LOBBY every 
Wednesday night. See your lo- 
cal paper for time and station. 
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F YOU'VE reached the teens, 
the chances are that already 
you’ve had money trouble. It 
may have been an allowance 
that wouldn’t stretch over the 
things you simply had to have, 
or it may have been a salary; but 
one way or the other, you’ve found 
that the failure to stretch can be a 
problem. Money, you’ve begun to 
suspect, is a pretty important thing. 

You’re right—in spite of the well- 
known truism that money isn’t 
everything. It isn’t everything, but 
it is certainly Something, and some- 
thing that enters into most of the 
days of your life. Don’t, however, 
swing to the extreme of believing that 
money is the root of all evil and the 
cause of most unhappiness. For ac- 
tually it isn’t the money that causes 
the trouble; it’s the way it is handled. 

The truth is that one of the most 
important things for any girl to learn 
is how to have and spend at least a 
small amount of money. She’ll need 
to learn it some day for her self- 
respect and safety, and the teens are 
not a bit too young to start. It doesn’t 
have to be much money, and you may 
earn it or have it given to you. The 
important thing is to know what to 
do with it when you have it. 

So my advice to any girl in her 
teens is to ask for an allowance if 
she hasn’t one already and if she 
doesn’t work. The allowance needn’t 
be a big one. The important thing 
is to have a definite understanding 
about what it is to pay for—and then 
to make it cover all those things. It 
may be only pin money, for carfare 
and ice-cream sodas and presents 
and odds and ends. Or it may be a 
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clothes allowance, covering inciden- 
tals, too. Either way, the vital thing 
is to learn not to spend the February 
quota in January or December; or 
to get into debt, even to your family; 
or to let your family help out with 
items your money is supposed to 
pay for. 

Admitting that budgets are boring, 
we still think that having a budget 
is probably the easiest way to learn 
to manage your own money, and not 
much duller than most kinds of prac- 
tice after all. It needn’t be a too literal 
budget, with every penny accounted 
for, and it can be an entirely private 
one, but it’s a good idea to have a 
general plan of spending even a small 
allowance. It’s also a good idea, if the 
money comes to you once a month, 
to divide it into weekly sums. If you 
don’t, and aren’t a financial genius, 
the chances are that you’ll feel rich 
before the middle of the month and 
completely broke after it. You may 
even slide into the temptation of 
sponging on other people, which is the 
most effective unpopularity-making 
habit I know. 

Of course, a clothes allowance is a 
little more complicated than a pin- 
money allowance. It’s not enough to 
spread your money through one 
month—you have to look farther 
ahead to the day when you'll need a 
winter coat or some other big item. 
And you have to begin to learn about 
values, so that what you spend for 
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one thing is in proportion to what 
you can spend for others, and you 
don’t find yourself with an elegant 
hat and no money for anything else, 
or two such enchanting evening 
dresses that you are reduced to wear- 
ing last year’s bedraggled sweaters 
in the daytime. 

I’ve written before about making 
out lists, and this is another place 
where a list can be a lifesaver. The 
girl who makes out a list of every- 
thing she thinks she'll need for six 
months, before she buys what she 
wants for the party tomorrow, will 
come out a lot better with her clothes 
allowance than the one who doesn’t. 

But I mean everything—stockings 
and a girdle and a pair of bedroom 
slippers, as well as an evening wrap 
and a flower for her hair. She won’t 
be so likely to find herself skimping 
on lunches, come February, in order 
to buy some necessity, and she’ll look 
better besides, because the list will 
be a check to prevent her from being 
carried away by a little number that 
looks perfectly sweet in the shop 
window, but doesn’t go with a thing 
she has. é oH 

This business of scaling your ex- 
penditures, instead of paying much 
too much for one thing and too little 
for the next, is the best possible 
training for handling. your own 
money. Once you’ve learned to do 
that with a small allowance, the 
chances are (Continued on page 85) 
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In New York’s Fashionable Stork Club— 
Brenda Frazier adds gaiety and charm to the 
luncheon hour. Like most of her crowd, she fol- 
lows the new code of extra skin care—creams 


Benefit opens Chicago’s Opera 
Season—Tita Johnson, season’s deb. 
“Extra ‘skin-vitamin’ in my daily 
Pond’s creamings is just common 
sense.” 





Date Book—Four parties in one 
evening! No wonder Phebe Thorne 
sleeps till noon. To keep that fresh, 
sparkling look she uses Pond’s. “I 


““skin-vitamin” into her skin with Pond’s. 





White Week End—Boston Debs frequently week-end 
at Peckett’s in the White Mountains. (above) Adelaide 
Weld, debutante in Boston and New York. Faithful use 
of Pond’s helps keep her skin smooth and soft. “‘It’s so 
easy—I just cream my skin with Pond’s.” 


% Statements concerning the effects of the “‘skin-vitamin” 


applied to the skin are based upon 
medical literature and tests on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method. 


believe in it,” she says. 





Washington—Evalyn McLean chats 
between dances at her family’s man- 


sion, ‘‘Friendship,”? rendezvous of in- 


ternational society. She chose Pond’s. 
‘It’s famous for smoothing skin to give 
make-up glamour plus.” 





In Pond’s. Laboratory — Electrically 
driven propellers stir and mix Pond’s 
Cold Cream. 


Vitamin A, the “skin-vita- 
min,” is necessary to skin 
health. Scientists found that 
this vitamin, applied to the 
skin, healed wounds and burns 
quicker. Now this “skin- 
vitamin” is in every jar of 
Pond’s Cold Cream! Use 
Pond’s night and morning and 
before make-up. Same jars, 
labels, price. 


Copyright, 1939, Pond’s Extract Company 


Tune in on “THOSE WE LOVE,” Pond’s Program, 
Mondays, 8:30 P. M., N. Y. Time, N. B. C. 
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LVERIBODIS DOIWG NEEDLEWORK / 


BY ANNE ORR 


es, needlework is being done by everyone. If you haven’t 

tried it, try now. Once you begin, you will find you have 

been missing a lot. On these pages we present to you smart 
ideas for bedrooms—a bit of Modern, a bit of Victorian—all 
easy to do. : 

The quilt above will go into any Modern bedroom. The 
pieced floral initial gives it that very personal touch. Plate 4, 
Set DD, 33¢, has the alphabet of all-fioral letters in color, with 
directions for piecing and quilting. 

At the left is a design for chair seats, stools, or bench covers. 
Work over canvas on upholstery satin with floss, or work in 
needlepoint with wool and a filled-in background. Plate 1, 
Set DD, in color, 33¢, has pattern and directions for this design; 
also 4 other lovely allover designs. 

At the left, below, is a gros-point rug in tones of tan and 
brown enlivened by varicolored flowers; 24” x 35”. Plate Vf 
Set DD, 33¢, has colored pattern for the floral design as well 
as pattern for the scroll and full directions for making. Can- 
vas for rug is $1.25; one skein of each tone rug wool, $4.50; 
total $6.08. 

At the top of page 61 is an unusual design for a quilt—soft 
in coloring to harmonize with the color scheme of any bed- 
room. The padded quilting (trapunto) border is particularly 
well suited to this colorful pieced quilt—both border and 
quilt center have an attractive flower design. Plate 2, Set DD, 
33¢, has color pattern, directions, and a cutting pattern for 


making this quilt; also the color pattern for the gros-point rug 
on page 60 and 16 other designs. Enough materials for making 
the quilt top—88” x 104”, including pieced design—cost $5.50, 
plus 25¢ postage. Printed pattern B-2601, 28¢, has pattern and 
directions for the trapunto quilting. Package B-2602, $6, has 
color pattern and quilting pattern, colored materials for piecing, 
and directions for making the quilt top. 

At right, center, is a needlepoint hanging, 15” x 17”. The design 
may be worked on a dark woolen material over canvas to give 
a tapestry effect. Plate 1, Set DD, 33¢, has color pattern for work- 
ing, with an insignia diagram for coloring border, and directions 
for making. The colored pattern for the border is on the same 
color plate mentioned on page 60—Plate 2, Set DD, 33¢. Canvas, 
$1.00; one skein each of 20 tones of wool used in the design, $3. 
More is obtainable as needed. 

Below is an afghan with a distinctive design. Make it with either 
three initials or the floral designs, or both, as shown. Plate 3, 
Set DD, 33¢, has directions for crocheting afghan foundation, and 
colored pattern for working its design in gros point, in a 56” x 72” 
size. Plate 4, Set DD, 33¢, has color patterns of the floral alphabet. 
One skein of each tone of tapestry wool for gros point, $3.45 


ENTER GOOD HOUSEKEEPING'S 
PATCHWORK-QUILT CONTEST 


WIN A TRIP TO N.Y. WORLD'S FAIR 


Turn to good account your skill as a quilt maker! 

Design a quilt that commemorates the theme of the 1939 
World’s Fair—“Better Living In The World of Tomorrow.” 
Execute it with the loving care you always put into your needle- 
work. Enter it in Goop HOouUSEKEEPING’s Quilt Contest. 

Ten prizes will be awarded to the ten best-designed and best- 
executed quilts. Winner of the first prize will be given a round- 
trip passage by air or rail to the New York World’s Fair and a 
week’s maintenance at the fashionable Warwick Hotel. Second 
Prize, $300; third prize, $200; there will be seven honorable 
mentions of $10. 

Prize-winning quilts and any other unusual designs will be 
exhibited during the Fair at R. H. Macy’s in New York City— 
America’s largest department store—and may be offered for sale 
by them if the maker desires. 

Put your nimble fingers and fertile mind to work, and enter this 
contest. For a leaflet giving full information about the contest, 
send a 10¢ stamp to our Bulletin Service Department. 

Contest closes May Ist. 
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HOW TO ORDER: 
There is a woman in the 
South, with sixty women 
working under her di- 
rection, who will do 
quilting to order. Write 
to Anne Orr for prices. 
Set DD, anewneedlepoint 
set, is printed in color 
and comprises 4 sheets, 
Plates 1, 2, 3, and 4, each 
of which is 33¢. The price 
of the complete set with 
directions for making all 
the articles shown is $1. 
For these and all other 
materials mentioned, 
send check or money 
order to Anne Orr, 
Needlework Editor, 
Goop HovuSsEKEEPING, 57th 
St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 
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rich have rights,” Eliza said with a grin. 

Cass stared at the food that was being 
put down before her. “Did I order this?” 
she asked. 

The other two laughed, and Jennifer 
said: 

“Well, I have to say this for him—he 
knows his publicity! He’s taught me things. 
His build-up is perfect. And you can’t say 
he doesn’t know his law.” 

“Build-up for what? For the further 
build-up of John Woodley. He doesn’t 
mind spoiling Katherine’s life, making her 
known as his woman, and then letting it 
be known that he has strings out here and 
there for extra amusement. He’s even been 
about with Gregory Sand’s girl. Yes, he 
has. The orchestra leader in every night 
club in town knows his favorite tunes and 
watches for him to come in! And he’s 
never been on the right side of a case yet. 
Never. Always the side where there’s the 
most in it for John Woodley. He doesn’t 
mind it in the least that he’s just spoiled 
Lucy Lenkopf’s life and her child’s as 
well. Look at him! He looks pleased!” 

“Sometimes I like him,” Eliza 
said. “His ruthlessness is such an 
art! And after you talk with him 
five minutes, you begin to be on 
his side.” 

“I shall never talk with him 
five minutes,” Cass said furiously. 

“But if I did, { should leave him 
under no delusion as to what side 


I’m on.” WHEN I am dead, know this—I died afraid, 
Though you were there or miles away from me. 
Afraid of what? I do not know myself, 
But in my heart a dread will always be. 

It isn’t of the darkness, that I’m sure, 

For many times I’ve watched the inky night 
Without a patch of moonlight anywhere, 
And always felt a peace, instead of fright. 
It cannot be the great unknown of death, 
For something in’me loves the strange and new. 
Nor can it be the thought of losing youth; 
Pil still fear death when every dream’s come true. 
If only it were like “good-night,” I’d see 
You smiling from the bottom step at me, 


Three women at the next table 
turned their attention to John 
Woodley. “They say the Sand 
girl’s simply pursuing him,” one 
said, and another murmured: 
“You really can’t blame her. Look 
at him!” “They say Eliza O’Keefe’s 
after him, too, but she’ll never 
get anywhere with her looks!” 
“No, it’s the Graeme woman, not 
O’Keefe. Do you suppose it was 
all true about Lucy Lenkopf?” 
“Oh, probably not ali, but enough. 
After all, she wasn’t his kind. She 
was a waitress or something— 
good-looking, though.” “He’s got 
the little girl.” “Well, probably 
she didn’t mind. She wouldn't 
want her daughter to lose out 
on_the Lenkopf money, anyway.” 

Cass Bendick walked alone the three 
blocks to her shop. She walked swiftly, 
angrily, almost ungracefully—though not 
quite, for she had learned how to walk, 
and she did not forget lessons. But she 
could not rid herself of her sense of help- 
less fury toward John Woodley, nor the 
remembrance of his triumphant face. “He 
is becoming a ‘symbol to me,” she said. 
But when she tried to state clearly to her- 
self the truth of which he was the symbol, 
she could not. 

She paused briefly in front of her shop, 
seeing the organdie with the bands of 
raspberry color that she had bought think- 
ing of the Sand girl. The Sand girl had not 
been in of late, and no one else had ex- 
actly the right figure for the dress. She 
would take it out tomorrow; fall was at 
hand. But even the organdie connected 
with John Woodley, for the Sand girl was 
madly in love with Woodley and didn’t 
care who knew it. 

She walked into her office, glanced at 
mail on her desk. She called Mrs. Ludlow 
in and said directly: “What's this about 
Mrs. Mason’s account? I thought I told 
you not to extend her cerdit any further?” 

“Yes, you did, Miss Bendick. but I saw 
she was going to do us damage, so I took 
the liberty of letting her have a linen 
suit.” 
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By Reputation 
(Continued from page Id) 


“She cannot do us any damage, Mrs. 
Ludlow. Six months is as long as I'd carry 
the President’s wife. Mrs. Mason spends 
money like a rajah’s wife; and if she buys 
clothes from me, she is to pay for them.” 

“I'm sorry. She was—difficult,” 

“Difficult? In what way?” 

“Well, she was personal, Miss Bendick. 
There’s no need to go into it.” 

“About me, you mean?” 

“You know how such women read the 
tattle columns to shreds, Miss Bendick!” 

Cass Bendick picked up some mail, held 
it in her hands as if anxious to be about 
her business, and said: “I'll attend to it, 
Mrs. Ludlow. By the way, I spoke to 
Deaver this morning. He’s going to look in 
on Bess. He’s awfully good with bones.” 

“He’s—he’s pretty expensive, isn’t he?” 

“T sent him for my own satisfaction. It’s 
nothing to do with you, Mrs. Ludlow. 
Someone’s come in, I think.” 

The someone was the Sand girl, sum- 
moned, it seemed, by Cass’ thought of her. 
Miss Velie came in briskly, said in a low 
voice as she passed the desk, “Sand!” After 


FEAR OF DEATH 
By Mary Tarbell 


a decent interval Cass rose and went out. 

“Oh, Miss Sand! How do you do? Are 
you finding everything you like?” 

Olivia Sand was slight and blonde, al- 
most childish were it not that she was 
more perfectly turned out than any child 
has a right to be. 

“No, I’m not,” Olivia Sand said. elm 
ae I don’t really want a dress, after 
all.” 

Mrs. Ludlow had been saving the organ- 
die. Cass said: “Please bring me the dress 
from the window, Miss Velie. I know it’s 
late in the season to be buying organdie, 
Miss Sand, but there are still three or four 
weeks to be wearing it, and I must confess 
I bought this with you in mind. It’s lovely, 
Isnteate” 

Olivia Sand sat and looked at the sweep 
of the white dress with the bands of red. 
“Yes, it’s all right,” she said listlessly. 

“Put it on, won’t you? Just so I can 
see it on you? I won’t urge you against 
your mood.” 

Almost indifferently the girl went out 
of the room. She came back looking quite 
beautiful in the white dress. She stood and 
looked at herself in the long glass, but she 
seemed to be searching her own young 
face instead of studying the dress. Her 
eyes seemed to say, “How silly to think 
a dress would make me forget him!” 


“You're not in the mood,” Cass said 
abruptly. “Let’s take it off. It is perfect 
for you, but one shouldn’t buy a dress as 
good as this without having some feeling 
for: it,” 

. Olivia Sand still stood there, turned a 
little sideways toward the mirror. 

“T'm not feeling very gay. I’ve just been 
to the Lenkopf trial,” she confessed. 

Cass looked away, ashamed to be seeing 
the desperate need of the girl to speak 
of him, and said. almost sharply: “It was 
all pretty horrible, wasn’t it?°I hate to 


- think jurors are so gullible that they could 


swallow the grandstand performance of a 
man like John Woodley.” 

Olivia Sand tightened into defense. 
“Grandstand performance?” she said. 

“Yes. He used his looks, his gift for 
oratory, his knowledge of chicanery, 
everything, to get the court to turn an. 
innocent child over to a blackguard like 
Lenkopf.” 

“Blackguard!” Olivia said heatedly. 
“Henry’s awfully nice! Oh, he drinks some 
—but who doesn’t? And Lucy—well, 

everyone knows she’s nothing!” 
‘You can’t mean you think 
Woodley was. right?” ‘Cass said. 
She was always direct but never 
tactless with customers, and she 
was amazed at her own lack of. 
discretion. 
Abruptly Olivia Sand became 
aware that she was exposing 
her tender, bruised heart to a 
stranger, the proprietress of a 
shop, and she became pitifully 
aloof. She looked at herself from 
all angles and said, “I will take 
this, I think.” 
After she had gone out Mrs. 
Ludlow said, “Has she been ill?” 
“No. She’s in love. Poor young 
fool!” Cass Bendick said. 
After the others had gone Cass 
stayed on in the shop for over an 
our, business pressing at her 
through accounts and plans for 
her trip abroad and plans for 
maintaining business as usual 
during her absence. She made a 
list of what must be done in Paris. 
She didn’t like Europe lately, not 
even Paris. Once it had thrilled 
her, but not lately. 
She could not seem to concentrate on 
her work. She kept thinking of Mrs. 
Mason. She was a woman who could do 
harm. Once Cass had been able to take 
such incidents in her stride, and it alarmed 
her that she could not do so easily these 
days. She could not feel inside herself 
enough arrogance to subdue Mrs. Mason. 
She felt fear, fear that evil would win. 


_ The face of John Woodley kept forcing it- 


self on her consciousness, He was the real © 
evil genie, hovering mockingly over the 
sake of honest men and believing young 
girls. 

The phone rang; it was Jennifer. 

“What’s on your mind?” Cass asked, 

“Something very funny. Sam called me, 
and he has a friend who wants to do a bit 
of dancing tonight, and he thought I might 
get you. The friend’s name is Woodley. 
He said he had to work it, because Wood- 
ley doesn’t like you. Are you amused?” 

“No, Jen, I’m not. Tell Sam ‘No—a thou- 
sand times no!’ ” 

“Cass, it might be fun.” 

“Tll get along without it. At any rate, 
I have to work tonight. I’m leaving for 
Paris next Friday,” 

“Did you see Sarah Lee’s column yes- 
terday? She gave Woodley a whack—or 
perhaps it was meant as a compliment. I 
wouldn’t know. One of those ‘What one 
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of the last crop of debutantes is burning 
her heart in a flame that has already con- 
sumed too, too many tougher hearts? And, 
after all, perhaps she is too young to know 
that a little politeness was due her as the 
daughter of whoever’s daughter she is’— 
that sort of remark ... Well, I'll ask 
Eliza.” 

Cass went home quite late, and Martha 
met her with, 

“You is late, Miss Bendick.” 

“T know, Martha.” 

“You is tired, too. I can see that. Is you 
going out, Miss Bendick?” 

“No. Not tonight! Was there any mail?” 

“Why don’ you get yo’self undress’, Miss 
Bendick, and I will bring you your din- 
ner in bed.” 

“Was there any mail, Martha?” 

“TI guess they was a little mail. Jus’ noth- 
ing much. You get yo’self undress’, Miss 
Bendick, an’ I’I1—” 

Cass walked over to her desk and took 
the mail from under the weight where 
Martha always put it. There was a letter 
from Saranac. She stood holding it in her 
hands, not opening it for some time. Fi- 
nally she put it down and did as Martha 
had told her, undressed, took a bath, and 
crept into bed. She did not look like a 
person who dawdled in bed, either; nor 
was she. She opened the letter then, and 
read: 


“Dearest Cass: The man next door has 
been in visiting with me, telling me all 
about his little girl, so I got to telling him 
about you. I didn’t tell him about my little 
girl for various reasons. This has been a 
black day, Cass. I do not think I will get 
well. No, I think I am done for. They al- 
ways say that those with my trouble are 
overly optimistic and never give up, but 
I seem to have given up. I couldn’t help 
knowing it when Garlock was here. He 
seemed so sure he would be with his 
youngster again and was making all sorts 


of plans, but I knew I’d never see Lollie » 


again even if things weren’t as they are. 

“There is just one thing left—the book. 
I work at it when I can, but I can’t keep 
at it long enough at a time. And I can 
see its flaws so clearly. I do have some- 
thing there, old girl. Some of this pain’s 
turned into something real—but you know 
that I don’t know much about technique, 
and what I’m afraid of is that I won’t have 
time to learn. I do wish I could pull that 
off, but I know it’s silly to even care. I 
know you have your troubles and I haven’t 
any right to write to you in this vein, but 
I always feel you are so strong and that 
you can bear anything. Can you? ... The 
nights are beginning to turn cold ... I 
don’t suppose you'll have any time to 
come up before Paris, will you? No, of 
course you won’t. But after you get back, 
do you think you could manage a week- 
end? You've always had a literary streak, 
and maybe you could help me with this 
thing I get in such a fury at. If I could get 
it done—well, you know how it would 
make me feel, old girl...” 


yt DONE got everything ready for you 
to go to the farm tomorrow, Miss Ben- 
dick.” 

“I'm afraid you'll have to pack again, 
Martha. I’m going up to Saranac.” 

“Miss Bendick, I ain’ goin’ to allow it. 
You cain’ do it. It does you right up. You 
is a hard-working woman, Miss Bendick, 
an’ you cain’ stand it to go up there. You 
was just up four weeks back.” 

“T know, Martha. It does do me up, but 
I have to go, all the same. So would you.” 

“I was jus’ afraid of it when I see that 
letter. Here is yo’ salad.” 

“Just some coffee, Martha. Then I must 
get up.” 

“Get up?” 

“I was going to work up at the farm. 
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I'll have to do some of it tonight instead.” 

Three hours later she still sat at her 
desk. “Martha—some coffee, for the love 
of heaven!” 

“It ain’ right, Miss Bendick,” Martha 
grumbled, bringing the coffee. 

“Oh, I like work, Martha. It doesn’t hurt 
me. But some things do. It’s people that 
tire me out. People in Europe knifing each 
other, and people here doing the same. 
It sometimes seems as if no one in the 
world wished well for anyone else. It’s 
awful what one human being can do to 
another. Awful.” 

“T guess you is right there, Miss Bendick. 
That woman was into Mr. Petrie’s office 
today kicking up a row. She wants Mr. 
Petrie to put you out of here. She said 
as how that party las’ night was a disgrace 
to the house.” 

“Oh, never mind, Martha. It was pretty 
gay here. Pretty noisy. Nobody drank 
much, though. I suppose I wanted to show 
off a countess that I’'d dressed, and every- 
one else wanted to show himself off to a 
countess. But everyone was funny. I don’t 
mind the woman, Martha—or I never have 
minded her—just human nature in gen- 
eral.” 

“Well, I minds, Miss Bendick.” 

“There’s still Eliza and Jennifer—and 
you, Martha. It closes into you three and 
Tony, but I'll make out. I'll wear my 
brown linen suit in the morning. The yel- 
low blouse is clean, isn’t it?” 


Bu when she reached for the phone and 

rang Eliza, her hand was not steady. 
“Youre slipping,’ she said to herself. 
“You've never minded what people said 
before.” 

“Eliza, I won’t be going out to the farm 
tomorrow. If you want to take anyone, I 
think Martha would go along to cook. But 
will you call Carl early in the morning 
and explain?” 

“What’s up?” 

“Oh, I just had a notion I wanted to 
see Tony before I went to Paris.” 

“Tll drive you up. Just as soon as not.” 

“Lord, no!” 

“Be at the shop at—well, I could get 
off at ten tomorrow. All right? I’ll phone 
the crowd, too.” 

“liza, you are a lamb!” 

“Mush!” Eliza hung up. 

But at ten when Eliza’s yellow car drew 
up to the curb, Carl Guthrie, a young 
broker friend of Eliza’s who made a nui- 
sance of himself pursuing Cass, was driv- 
ing. Cass came out and said, 

“Anything keeping Eliza?” 

“No. We'll drive around by the office 
and pick her up. I’m going as far as Utica 
with you. Mind?” 

“Of course not.” 

“You’ve been evading me so whole- 
heartedly, I just thought I’d ask.” 

“Oh, you’re so intense, Carl. ’m not 
up to your technique—just for fun, I 
mean. I work.” 

“Well, don’t brag about it. Hello there, 
John.” 

And there was John Woodley swinging 
down the Avenue past her shop, brief case 
in hand, as she so often saw him of a 
morning. He looked ready for the day, 
not as if he had been out dancing all 
night. He let his glance take her in, 
swerved from his direct, triumphant 
progress toward town, came over to the 
car. 

“How are you, Carl? Where you off to 
this morning?” 

For the boy who helped clean the shop 
had brought Cass’ bags out and put them 
beside her on the sidewalk. 

“Oh, I’m spending the weekend in the 
mountains with my fair love. You two 
know each other, I trust?” 

“I'm afraid not,” John Woodley said, 
and his dark eyes looked at Cass directly 


with knowledge of her last night’s refusal 
in them and a certain scorn besides. 

“My fair love—Mr. John Woodley of 
Woodley, Woodley, Woodley, and Wood- 
ley.” 
“Unnecessary,” Cass said curtly, getting 
into the car. “Woodley would be the only 
name that could possibly get into that 
firm.” 

“My fair love has thorns,” John Wood- 
ley said. 

He was so alive that everyone else pass- 
ing seemed strangely two-dimensional, 
unreal; he the only complete person in 
the scene. It made it the more horrible 
that he should be so real and at the same 
time so monstrous. 

“We'd better be off, Carl. Eliza’ll be 
waiting. Good-bye, Mr. Woodley.” 

As they drove on, Carl said, “You can’t 
do that to John Woodley.” 

~Ohweanrtel? 

“John’s going to be ambassador to Great 
Britain yet.” 

“Maybe he'll be king, but he won’t get 
my vote.” 

“They want him to run for governor, 
but he doesn’t want that. He wants a little 
glory and show along with his job. Smart 
fellow.” 

“Yes, very smart.” 

“You're very snooty about John. As a 
matter of fact, he’s a lot like you, Cass. 
He knows what he wants and goes after 
it.” 

“I hope I don’t ride roughshod over 
quite so many noncombatants, getting 
there.” 

Eliza came out of her office. 

“Slide over,” she said directly to Carl. 
“I drive. I’ve got to get old women drip- 
ping with diamonds out of my head. Mind 
if we drive fast?” 

“The faster the better,” Cass said. 


[- WAS not till after they had left Carl 

at Utica that the two women said any- 
thing that meant anything. They had been 
gay enough. Eliza always had a line which 
she rode hard for a time and which men 
seemed to like. But after they dropped 
Carl she forgot her role and said quietly 
enough, 

“Tony worse?” 

“I don’t know. I had a letter from him, 
and I got in a panic.” 

“Any good news from his wife?” 

“No. There couldn’t be. I didn’t telt you, 
though probably the whole town knows 
it by now—she came into the shop and 
made a scene about a month back.” 

“Oh, yes, it got about!” 

“She came and pretended that I had 
tried to get Tony to change his insurance. 
She was really just trying to find out if 
he had, but she made this dramatic scene 
—in front of a customer, too. It was quite 
awful. Oh, if she would only give him a 
divorce!” % 

“Not a chance. You know, Cass, I see 
a lot of women like that. They don’t want 
a single decent thing a man can give. Not 
his mind or spirit—just his name and his 
money, just security. They don’t want to 
pay anything for it. They just want to take 
it. They never have the slightest sense of 
obligation. It isn’t just here and there, 
once in a long time. But they grow legion 
by the minute. Makes you ashamed of be- 
ing a woman. Lord, what I could have 
given Tony if I'd had the chance! Really, 
I mean, Cass. But he had to love a selfish, 
stupid, pretty woman like Nell.” 

She moved swiftly, effortlessly around 
curves. She had strong wrists and com- 
petent, square hands. 

“The world doesn’t bear thinking 
about,” Cass said. “I’m really pretty low, 
Eliza. It isn’t only Tony, though he breaks 
my heart. It’s everything. I’ve always had 
a streak of hope a yard wide in me. If I 
could just hold on now ...I have the 


shop, and it’s a going concern, but some- 
thing’s happened to my courage. I don’t 
want to'go to Paris this time. I don’t want 
to go where killing is in the air. But ’'m 
afraid to stay here—that’s how muddled 
my mind is! I’m afraid to see another case 
of cruelty and injustice here where people 
have a chance for freedom. Carl said to 
me this morning that I was a lot like John 
Woodley—wanting something and going 
after it. I felt as if he’d stuck a sword 
through me. Perhaps a person sinks into 
ruthlessness without knowing it.” 

‘Don’t be a fool!” Eliza said affec- 
tionately. 

“You’ve known me in my better days. 
I have cut through a lot of wires! And I’ve 

driven some hard bargains. I don’t know 

whether I’m tired or worried or what, but 
I begin to have feelings or hallucinations 
that people all around me are hating me. 
Unless I’m with you or Jennifer I’m 
frightened. Why, the party the other night 
—a woman complained to the manage- 
ment, wanted me put out of the house! I 
went in to see Petrie this morning, be- 
lieving in attacking as usual, and it seems 
this woman had minded not only the noise 
but the ‘constant stream of men who went 
in and out?! I can’t understand it. Of 
course I have friends who come and go, 
but what of it? I don’t mind how many 
friends she has, do I?” 

“Youre not very bright, Cass.” 

“Tye always thought I was.” 

“Well, you're not.” 

They were silent for a long time; in- 
deed, almost to their destination. Then 
Cass said: 

“You mustn’t be too shocked at Tony. 
He’s thin.” 

Tony lived in a cabin back in the woods. 
He was not in bed, but sat in a long chair 
with his supper tray on his knees. 

“Here now, you've left your spinach!” 
Eliza called out. 

His thin face, curiously like Cass’ face, 
lighted up. “I say,” he said, and lifted the 
tray to the table. His hands were so thin 
the light seemed to go through them. “I 
say, this is nice!” He put out a hand to- 
ward each of them. 

“We came up to hear the book,” Cass 
said. “I couldn’t bear to go across the ocean 
and not know what’s been going on in it.” 

“Oh, it’s not going so well,” he said. 
“But Lord knows Id like to read it to 
you. There are quite a few up here trying 
to write, but one feels something of a 
fool bringing out his works to read to 
strangers.” 


ep ay didn’t even mention Tony as they 
ate dinner. They didn’t talk much at all. 
Eliza sat there in her plain blue suit and 
plain white blouse, not eating much, look- 
ing often out of the hotel window, her 
blue eyes for once not flashing with wit. 

They sat in the cabin and listened to 
Tony reading aloud. Every now and again 
he would pause and look up, as if he were 
suddenly afraid he should not have put 
this piece of himself upon them, afraid 
that, after all, they would not understand 
or care. But he always went at it again 
with a faint relief and pleasure in his 
voice. He read till ten, his bedtime, and 
then an hour the next morning. 

“Well, Tony, I’d say you’d done some- 
thing,” Eliza said. “That woman, Orpha— 
always pretending to be so brave and 
really bellyaching with every breath she 
draws—she’s perfect. And your little boy’s 
an honest-to-God boy, not overdone or 
underdone.” 

“Do you really feel that? I think they are 
real—but the writing itself is foggy, and 
I don’t know why. I write it over and 
over, and the more I write the foggier it 
gets.” 

“T like it—I like it terribly,” Cass said. 
“But it doesn’t have quite the flow you 





| ‘lyp 1 Ih - ; to fight Lneumonia 


A laboratory equipped to identify 
particular “‘types’” of pneumonia 
germs is the physician’s ally in 


helping to save lives. 






Before Typing 


“Microscopic view of pneumococcus germs — principal 
| cause of pneumonia. More than 30 types of such 
| germs—identical in appearance —may cause pneumo- 
| mia. Patient’s germ-laden sputum is tested with 

“typing’’ serums, one for each type of pneumococcus, 








RAMATIC progress has been made 

in “typing” pneumonia germs. Med- 
ical research has developed individual 
treatment serums for many of the 
“types” of pneumonia which these 
germs cause. 


It is exceedingly important to discover 
pneumonia early so that sputum may 
be “typed” and proper serum admin- 
istered promptly. If given properly and 
in time, these serums are highly effec- 
tive in combatting the disease. 


Medical and public health officials are 
bending every effort to make these 
serums generally available all over 
thecountry. Inmany cities and states 
they are provided at community ex- 
pense to those unable to afford them. 


Not all cases of pneumonia should or 
can have serum treatment. But all 
cases need prompt medical care and 
competent nursing. After an exam- 
ination of the patient’s sputum and 
blood, the doctor will determine the 
particular treatment needed. 


Pneumonia may strike an appar- 
ently healthy person without warn- 
ing, but usually it follows a cold or 
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When the “typing” serum corresponds to the type of 

pneumococcus in the sputum, the capsule (or cover- 
ing) of the germ swells—a positive identification — 
that tells the doctor which type of treatment serum 
to give the patient. : - 


grippy infection or some unusual ex- 
posure or exhaustion. 


The first symptoms of pneumonia are 
frequently a chill, followed by a fever, 
with pain in the side or the chest and 
coughing. Any one or any combina- 
tion of these symptoms indicates ill- 
ness and may be pneumonia. A doctor 
should be called at once. Pneumonia 
often works fast, and the physician 
must work faster to check the disease. 


Winter and early spring are the 
months when colds and pneumonia 
are most frequent. If you have a severe 
cold, influenza, or grippe, take the 
precaution of resting and stay, 
away from other people as much as 
possible. 


Keep your vitality high with ade- 
quate nourishment and sleep. The 
Metropolitan booklet “Colds, In- 
fluenza, Pneumonia” gives further 
essential information about these 
diseases and their prevention and 
treatment. It also gives many sug- 
gestions for safeguarding winter 
health. Send a post card today for 
your free copy. Address Booklet 
Department 139-G. 
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CLEANLINESS 
thats unbelievable! 


- LUSTER 
youve always desired! 


MOUTH FRESHNESS 
that really lasts/ 
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Luster-toam gets better results because 
it is more penetrating ... foams into 
hundreds of tiny pits, cracks, and fissures 
where most decay begins. Start using 
the New Listerine Tooth Paste with its 
amazing Luster-Foam “bubble bath” and 
see how your teeth improve in a few 
short weeks. 


At the first touch of saliva and brush, Luster- 
Foam is energized into a stimulating, aromatic, 
“bubble bath’? that freshens the mouth for 
hours and actually performs a miracle on teeth. 

The secret of Luster-Foam detergent is its 
amazing penetrating power. 


It actually penetrates and cleanses the hun- 
dreds of tiny pits, cracks, and fissures where, 
many authorities say, 75% to 98% of decay 
starts . . . the very areas that “‘stymie” less 
penetrating dentifrices. Is it any wonder that 
some dental authorities hail it as one of the 
most important contributions to dental care 
and beauty in the last hundred years? 


As that safe, dainty Luster-Foam detergent 
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Regular size tube 25¢ 


“bubble bath”’ fresh- 
ens the mouth it also 
performs these benefits: 


1. It quickly whisks away food and surface 
stains that dull the teeth. 2. Removes dingy 
film that clouds enamel and harbors bac- 
teria. 3, Fights dangerous mouth acids that 
encourage decay. 4, Removes many of the 
germs that accompany such acids. 


Once you try the New Listerine Tooth Paste 
with Luster-Foam you will agree with the ver- 
dict of a nationwide Women’s Consumer Sur- 
vey which voted it a decided favorite over two 
leading brands, a 2 to 1 choice over the third, 
and a slight edge over the fourth leading 
brand. The verdict of the men’s consumer 
jury was essentially the same with the excep- 
tion that the fourth paste reversed the 
women’s results slightly. 

Your druggist has this new dentifrice in 
two economical sizes, Regular 25¢ ana Big 
Double Size containing more than 4 lb. of 
toothpaste for 40¢. 


Lampert Puarmacat Co., St. Louis. Mo. 


as advertised—see page 6 


| “That’s it. That’s exactly what is wrong,’ 
|-he -said. “Vl begin it again, fresh from 
| the start.” ae ne 

|. Eliza got up abruptly as if that remark | 





expect in.a good book. You seem to jump 
| about from’ one character to another—as- 


if you. were a peeping Tom running frem 


‘window. to-window. One wants to stay with 


a character longer.” 


His gray eyes were clear and bright, 


‘had hurt her and went out on the porch 


| and down the path. , 


'. “Well, here we are,” Tony said. 
“Here we are, old-timer.” 

’ “I know I called you te come. I was 

low.” ~ 3 
“I'd rather be with you than anyone, 

‘Cass said, her gray scornful eyes abruptly 


‘|-warm with love. “Never. a day goes, by. 
| I don’t -want to-sit beside you and ask 
|-you: something. It’s. awful not to have 


time.” | 
“That’s one of the ‘things you pay for 


| success.” 


“T playa silly game.’ Now and then I'get 


‘| -a.night -wheh"I ean run out«to' the farm ~ 
j'and be alone. I lie in’ bed and have imag-, - 
1 


inary conversations with you, and you tell 
me what to do.” 

“You don’t need any telling. Lord, you 
have pulled yourself through some tough 
times, Cass! And with all ‘of! us on your 
back, too. Father dragging money out of 
you, and Mother dragging sympathy—and 
now me. It’s only because I know just 
exactly how tough it’s been that I seem to 
feel some sort of right to—to call on you.” 

The tears stood in her eyes. “Queer 
about that, Tony. Queer how, if you’ve 
had to fight awfully for something, when 
you get it, you seem to die a little. I’ve 
thought of that a lot. Sometimes I’ve even 
thought it might be better never to win. 
Only once you start your life in a road, 

ou don’t seem to turn off the road much.” 

“Cass—what did you want to ask me?” 

“It’s a silly thing. And yet it’s important. 
It’s about a man I don’t even know. He 
goes by my store every morning.” She 
told him all about John Woodley. “He 
makes me feel that—well, I don’t know 
what he makes me feel. Something about 
evil winning if it’s strong enough, that 
strength itself is no virtue, and that I’ve 
worshiped strength too much. He makes 
me feel that perhaps I am a ruthless per- 
son, too, though I haven’t meant to be. I 
waste:time hating him.” 

“Some people never learn that you die 
a little when you win, Cass. He sounds 
like one of those. You should be the nov- 
elist—you’ve made me see the man very 
clearly. I think I even hate him with you 
a little. But just go on being yourself, 
oo and forget him ... How quiet it is to- 

ay!” 

Eliza came back from her walk, and they 
prepared to go. 

“Thanks for everything,’ Cass said. 
“Maybe you can pretty well get your book. 
done by the time I get back.” ors 

“I’m sure I can,” he said steadily. “Good- 
bye, Cass. Good-bye, Eliza.” 


: LL, how is yo’ brother, Miss Ben- 
dick?” Martha asked. 

“About the same, Martha.” 

“Don’ it look laik he goin’ to improve, 
Miss Bendick?” 

“No, Martha. It looks as if he’s going to 
die.” She took off her hat, dropped it 
slowly to the table. “Any calls, Martha?” 
she asked in a sudden brisk tone. 

Martha jumped a little. “I put it down 
on the pad, Miss Bendick. They was quite 
a few calls. And they was a Mr. Woodley 
come here tonight. Late, it was.” 

“Mr. Woodley? What did he want?” 

“He didn’t say. He just said was you 
pees yet. He acted like you was expecting 

im.” 
“Well, I wasn’t.” 


‘ 


“Is you having coffee, Miss Bendick? I 
is got the water hot.” 

“Yes, coffee. A good-sized pot, Martha.” 

As she drank coffee, she thought, “How 
dared he come here?” She looked around 
at her familiar room as if it had been de- 
filed. How had he dared? Because he had 
seen her drive off with Carl Guthrie and 
Carl had made that asinine remark? That? 
She was well aware that she had managed 
all this and more in the past, that some- 
_ thing was rendering her vulnerable where 
she had always seemed invulnerable. “I 
must go to the farm one night, alone, and 
rest and think,” she said. 

In the morning she said to Martha: 
“Martha, I’ve got to have one night at the 
farm. Just one.” 

“Well, you jus’ go, Miss Bendick. Jus’ 
let all yo’ friends stew in they own juice 
for a night. You is wore out.” 

“Yes, I am. But one night at the farm 
would set me up.” 

_ “¥q?_sure does love that place, Miss 
Bendick.” : 
“Tm silly crazy about it, Martha. It’s 

my meat and drink—it’s my deep well of 

life—it’s my final bulwark.” 

Martha grinned at her in the way she 
had when Cass spoke in metaphors, which 
were Martha’s meat and drink. 

But the week rushed at Cass and swal- 
lowed her up. Luncheon with Cora Deane, 
the designer. Luncheon with Eliza. Lunch- 
eon with the Countess Ribemont. To keep 
herself seen, that was an important part 
of her business. 

On Monday Martha said, “You is going 
to the farm tonight, Miss Bendick?” 

“No, not tonight. It’s Caroline Hatch’s 
supper party. She counts on me to sup- 
ply the stories.” 


Foo she said to Bernstein: “You 
can’t manage to come over through the 
day? All right, eight.” 

He wanted her to match some linens for 
him in Paris. Bernstein had carried her for 
three months once when she had thought 


she couldn’t make the grade, and without. 


a whimper, too. 

On Wednesday she came out into Mar- 
tha’s kitchen and put her arm down on 
the white table, rested her head against it. 

“Martha, the summer is slipping by,” 


she said. “And there that little white room . 


is, with the fairy story in the curtains and 
the pink pitcher on the shelf and the white 
bed that you sink into and into as if into 
paradise itself. And tonight I have to go 
to Goose Lake and see amateurs do two 
plays and drink beer while I watch, and 
then I have to dance in a rowdy barn 
dance that the literati think is fun right 
now to dance. And when I get back, it will 
be autumn, and the flowers will not be 
the same in my little garden. At any rate, 
I will not dress up. I will wear my linen 
suit, and I will not be too gay. I will be 
in one of my haughty moods, and peo- 
ple will say: ‘Who does she think she is? 
After all, she only runs a shop!’ ” 

When she had on the linen suit, she did 
- look serious and aloof. Her gray-blue eyes 
looked out on the world and found it 
somewhat wanting. She wore with a care- 
less scorn a difficult yellow hat. She drove 
out to the lake with Stanwick, the best 
known novelist the city boasted. 

“You always give me about twenty lines 
for my next book every time I take you 
out,” he protested, “and tonight you're 
not giving me one. I won't buy you any 
beer!” 

“Here’s a line for you,” she said. “A 
white bed in a white room with a pink 
pitcher on its shelf is worth a thousand 
one-act plays and a famous novelist to 
boot.” 

“You wouldn’t be insulting me, Cass?” 

The audience sat at the small tables, 
drank beer or lemonade, and watched the 


‘right 


performance. All the people of moment 
in the social life of the city were there, 
their expensive dresses wiping up dust 
from the old floor, their somewhat bored 
faces trying to express amusement in the 
way, half-indulgent, half-scornful. 
Olivia Sand was there with a somewhat 
callow, spoiled-looking boy. She laughed a 
good deal, but her eyes kept searching the 
room with a sort of desperate anxiousness. 

Cass could not seem to pull at her usual 
gift for repartee. She sat silent and 
watched the people coming. She had again 
the feeling that had seemed to possess her 
for weeks now, the feeling of fear of peo- 
ple, the feeling that there was malignancy 
in the very air that people breathed. 

John Woodley came in, setting a seal 
on her mood, It was through Olivia that 
Cass knew of his presence. The young face 
tightened and whitened and became in- 
tent on the stage. 

“So” Cass whispered. 

He sat down near the door. He was with 
a Mrs. Broderick, a rich woman who liked 
horse races and the like and who played a 
professional game of golf. She had been 
married four times and had profited in 
one way or another by each marriage. 

Cass was glad when the plays were over 
and the floor cleared for dancing. She had 
no intention of dancing. For she had meant 
it when she said she would not be gay to- 
night, though she had a genius for gaiety. 
She walked out of the barn and stood in 
the clear summer night a little apart and 
alone. The music began, and someone be- 
gan to call out the figures in a spuriously 
nasal voice. There was laughter, but the 
jollity sounded as spurious as the voice. 

A woman she knew quite well paused 
beside her and said, “We missed the party 
at the farm Sunday!” 

“J was sorry. I had to be away,” Cass 
said without much expression. 

“Qh, yes,” the woman said with a touch 
of laughter, faintly malicious. “We knew 
you had to be away! In fact, somebody or 
other saw you start off, darling!” 

Cass stood still and felt the night air on 
her hot cheeks. Explanations rushed to 
her tongue, but she had long ago made it 
an iron rule never to explain or apologize 
for her actions. “She wouldn’t believe any- 
way,’ rushed through her mind. “She wills 
not to believe.” She had a feeling for an 
instant of being the person spoken of, of 
having gone to the mountains with Carl 
Guthrie. If only I could escape them all 
for a little while and rest my mind! For it 
frightened her to have this heaviness, this 
sickness in her mind. “It isv’t so easy to 
go on_ being yourself and forget them, 
Tony darling,” her heart cried. 


NEW voice began to. call out for the 


dance, A new exciting voice, full of 
power and a sense of fun. The dance began 
to take on authenticity, and Cass Bendiek 
found herself turning toward the door, 
slipping into a seat in a corner, almost 
glad to be there. Then she saw John Wood- 
Jey standing, back to a post, beating his 
hands in rhythm, his bold, darkly tanned 
face full of laughter and life as his voice 
rang out the changes. “Future ambassador 
to England off duty!” she murmured to 
herself. She watched his. face in angry 
curiosity. He looked like a Basque fisher- 
man in London-made clothes. He’s a lot 
like you, Cass. Those words went on per- 
sistently, frighteningly through her mind. 
She herself had taken many a party in 
hand like this, brought it to a pitch of 
gaiety and excitement. She knew how it 
was done. 

“T have spent two years now hating and 
avoiding that man,” she said to herself. 
“J have made him almost important to 
me.” She saw his dark eyes take her in 
where she sat in her corner. His eyes were 
almost expressionless in his animated 


face, but back in them seemed to-lie re- 
serves of power. He might really be am-" 
bassador to England, she thought. He held 
the party in the-palm of his hand. Olivia 
looked at him with no effort to conceal her 
adoration; indeed, every woman there was 
conscious of him and showed it in_one 
way or another. For an instant Cass Ben- 
dick wanted to make herself the center 
of the party, draw attention from him, 
but she put the thought away; she denied 
her own life and power because she was 
weary and because she knew the desire 
was unworthy. 

Someone spoke to her. A little circle 
gathered about her, and she made the 
proper witty remarks. Someone said, “Isn’t 
Woodley marvelous tonight?” “Do you 
think so?” she heard herself saying. “He 
looks to me like an organ-grinder making 
his monkeys dance to a tune!” 

No, she did not want to be of this party. 
She rose and went again into the night 
air. The noise came out in waves after her. 
She walked along the path toward the 
woods. There was a small bridge with a 
rustic guard rail, and she stood by this 
rail, staring down at the dim, starlit water 
in the meager creek. “I’m being childish 
and jittery because I wanted to go to the 
country tonight,” she told herself. But she 
knew it was more than that. It was that 
she seemed to have been looking for a 
hideously long time for a sign, and no sign 
had come, and now she began to fear no 
sign ever would come. The cards seemed 
stacked for the forces of evil, and all her 
struggle availed her nothing. 

“So you wouldn’t dance with the rest of 
the monkeys?” someone said. He wasn’t 
laughing much, either. 

To someone else she would have said 
something like, “My, how communication 
has been speeded up in the world!” But 
this live voice did not ask for repartee. 

“No,” she replied. “I am not in the mood 
for monkeys tonight—or organ-grinders, 
either.” 

“Tn that we differ,” he said. “For I feel 
as if nothing less than an organ-grinder 
would do. Let us walk along the wood 
road, shall we?” 


FTEN, too horribly often it seemed 

now, she had said to herself, “Don’t 
compromise, don’t evade or retreat—at- 
tack.” She began to walk along the wood 
road with him. 

He said abruptly, “Take your hat off.” 
He proceeded to do it, putting it on a 
stump by the roadside. “It’s a city hat and 
looks silly here,” he said. 

She was glad to have her hat off and 
feel the night wind on her loose hair, but 
she was furious with him at the same time. 

“Yes,” he said. “There are occasions 
when you can love the little people of the 
world. But after you’ve been manipulating 
them for a long time and watching them 
obey the pull of the strings, you begin 
to despise them all a little. That’s bad, I 
know. But it does give you the feeling that 
you've got to be with some of the other 
pullers of strings. They at least have ‘the 
virtue of strength.” 

“And so you take a walk with me?” she 
said. “I daresay I should be flattered.” 

“Could you be flattered? No, you're too 
realistic, too cold. And that is why I came 
out here after you. The personal gets too 
cloying.” 

She was silent. Nothing cruel enough 
to prick his vanity came to her. The music 
was now like far-off, merry folk music. 
He looked. up at the stars in the little gap 
above the road and said, almost as if to 
himself, “Nice here, isn’t it?” 

She said, “Yes.” 

“Tisten—a thrush.” He paused in the 
road, and after a moment the sound came 
again. “A wood thrush.” 

They stood still and waited for it to 
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come once more. Clear, like a deep note 
from an organ pipe. 

“Yes, I know the thrush. Nights on the 
farm it is my great suspense.” She wished 
the words back. It was almost as if she 
had delivered her loved farm into the 
hands of the enemy. 

“On the farm?” 

EVesty 

Then he said: “Oh, yes, I’ve heard of 
your country place. It sounds a gay spot. 
Could you call it a farm, though?” 

She tried to shut away consciousness of 
him, put herself in imagination in her 
small white room, where she could sleep 
and sleep, sleep away the difficulties of 
living, the knowledge of people like John 
Woodley. It was hard to shut him out. 

“I am too tired tonight to quarrel about 
that point,” she said. 

Abruptly he shifted and said, “When I 
was twenty, I learned the calls of forty 
birds—but I never could master the 
thrush.” ; 

In spite of herself she felt warmed and 
comforted: Birds seemed so safely alien 
from people, from the ugliness of the 
world. She said, “Do me one—a vireo.” 

At once, with no protestation whatever, 
he gave a low clear whistle. 

“That's good!” she said. “I wonder if I 
could: do it. 'm a master hand at whis- 
tling.” 

“Well, try.” 

They sat down on a log, and she prac- 
ticed bird calls till her lips were too dry 
to try any longer. 

They began to walk back toward the 
old barn where the plays had been and the 
dancing was now. 

“You're extraordinarily quick at it,” he 
said. Then, as they came out into the light, 
he said: “I will end by liking you, ’m 
afraid. At any rate, thanks for the walk. 
I needed it. The world was peculiarly too 
much with me!” 

They passed by a table on the grass. 
Olivia Sand was sitting there, playing at 
drinking lemonade. Her sad young face 
lighted up, and she said to John Woodley, 


about Polly Raine. Perhaps she was wait- 
ing for him to say something, but what 
could he say? He didn’t know her very 
well after two months of marriage, and 
they hadn’t taken time to get acquainted 
beforehand. She had been a graduate stu- 
dent at Columbia, working for a Ph.D., 
when he met her at a Faculty Club party 
(he lectured occasionally in the law 
school), and they were married within a 
week. Headlong, certainly, for a man of 
thirty-six who had begun to regard him- 
self as a confirmed bachelor, but he had 
never tried to analyze that: instantaneous 
attraction, had actually never been aware 
of her resemblance to Polly till he saw her 
through Toddy’s eyes. 
_ She talked of trivialities all through din- 
ner. But- when’ they were bsck in the 
apartment, she studied herself thought- 
lly in a mirror; then— 
~ “So-I look like Polly Raine,” she said. 
“Well, that’s flattering.” 

“You don’t at all! Except as one red- 
haired woman resembles another red- 
haired woman. Your eyes make all the 
difference.” 

“Do they?” She sat down. “I suppose 
anything. could be explained,” she said 
listlessly, “if people only knew enough. 


Maybe all emotions are electro-chemical; . 


push the right button, and you complete 
the .circuit: Only when. you hadn’t been 
thinking of it in just that way—” 

“It wasn’t that way! Sara—” 

“Don’t touch me, Phil, please! What 
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“Oh, John, this is our dance—and it’s 
half over!” 

“I’m sorry,” he said, took her into his 
arms, and was away with her, dancing 
across the grass toward the crowd in the 
barn, only putting up a hand in parting. 

As Cass lay aweke at home, the noises 
of the city night shoving sleep away, she 
said, ashamed: “I was with him a half 
hour and did not tell him I despise him. 
Why? ‘If you’re with him five minutes, 
you're on his side,’ Eliza said. I am not 
on his side. I am against him forever and 
ever—why did I not say so? He is terribly 
alive, and it is always a relief not to have 
to furnish all the life. But he uses his life 
to promote John Woodley, not more life. 
I was a traitor. Only not to think of malice 
and petty personal relationships—to think 
of birds and stars—it was a relief. And I 
was so tired of people, so tired of people, 
so tired of people.” 

But in the morning she became fully 
conscious again of the John Woodley she 
despised. She went for a last survey of 
the shop, and Mrs. Ludlow said, “Mrs. 
Lenkopf. would like to see you, Miss 
Bendick.” 

And Lucy Lenkopf, her prettiness flat- 
tened quite out, came into the office and 
said: “I would like to get my account, 
Miss Bendick. I am leaving town, and I 
want to get everything settled up.” 

“Oh, I am sorry to hear that,” Cass said. 
“Not for good, I hope?” 

“Yes,” Mrs. Lenkopf said briefly. 

Cass .began to look in her files. The 
finality in the woman’s voice frightened 
her. It was almost as if she had said: 

“I am leaving the world for good. I will 
leave it with a clean slate, but I will 
leave it.” 

For the second time in a few days Cass 
Bendick betrayed her own reserve with 
customers and said, looking up from the 
slips of paper: “We were all sorry to know 
how your divorce case went, Mrs. Lenkopf. 
It seemed pretty unfair to outsiders.” 

Mrs. Lenkopf said dully, “It was unfair 
enough.” 


Big Game Hunter 


(Continued from page 27) 


Toddy said snapped something—blew a 
fuse, broke a circuit ... Why does Polly 
Raine keep her maiden name? She’s been 
married two or three times, hasn’t she?” 

“Twice. Neither marriage lasted long 
enough to matter much.” 

“Oh. Whose fault was that?” 

“The men’s, I presume. She used to get 
very impatient with them.” 

“That must have been their fault, of 
course. When did you ask her to marry 
you, Phil? The last time, I mean.” 

“Oh, my God, do we have to go into 
that? A year before I ever met you. When 
she last went abroad. I tell you I’m cured.” 

“But when you saw a woman who 
looked like her—a carbon copy—” She 
silenced his furious protest with a gesture. 
“Oh, I suppose you didn’t consciously 
realize it,” she said wearily. “I mean—I 
don’t know you very well, but I can’t be- 
lieve you'd do a thing like that to a woman 
intentionally.” 

“Be sensible, Sara! It was you I wanted! 
You know it!” 

“How could you? You don’t know me. 
You know only what I look like. Like Polly 
Raine. I thought it was you I wanted, but 
I was unattached, I’d been concentrating 
on work, with no excitement; so when an 
attractive: man made a terrific play for 
me— That was all right,” she said. “It was 
probably good for both of us, only it 
was ridiculous to call it love.” 

“Why do you talk about’ it in the past 
tense?” he asked. 


VU 


Then there was nothing more ‘to say. 
She said: “Here’s your bill, Mrs. Lenkopf. 
It’s not too shockingly big, is it? I'll be | 
sorry not to be thinking of you when I’m 
picking out dresses in Paris next week. | 
You wouldn’t let me find you something 
special anyway, would you?” 

Lucy Lenkopf reached for a pen and — 
wrote a check steadily. She came to her 
name and seemed to take a long time over 
that. Then she said: “Why, yes, perhaps 
you could, and I could have you ship it 
to me later. Something rather simple in 
velvet.” - 

“That’s very generous of you, Mrs. Len- 
kopf. Good luck to you!” 

But as Mrs. Lenkopf moved out of the 
store, she moved as one in a dream, and 
Cass seemed to see the velvet dress wait- 
ing unclaimed in some office. 

The fury’ rose again in her heart, the 
hotter because she herself had almost suc- 
cumbed to the famous Woodley charm. 
The broken lives he had made seemed to 
clutter the whole city, and she said to 
herself as she had said to her friends, 
“Something must be done!” 

And when she stood on the deck of her 
boat, the fury had not subsided. She knew 
it-was beyond her, though now she felt 


‘personally involved because she knew how 


to whistle like a vireo. But if you could 
be hard like that, powerful without pity, 
and win, this world was a flat and ugly 
place and life itself without meaning. 
Somehow John Woodley must be con- 
quered, or she herself would be sub- 
merged, and all honest people with her. 

She went into her stateroom, and there 
were flowers for her and a few notes. She 
opened a box, and there were stiff thorny 
roses and a card which said: “From one 
organ-grinder to another.” She said to 
the steward: 

“Dispose of these, will you, please? I 
don’t want them.” 

She walked alone about the deck with 
her color and head high, planning against 
when she should be home again. 

(To be concluded) 


“Because that is past. If—if anything 
happens after we get acquainted, that will 
be another story—a sequel about the same 
characters. I think Ill re-enroll at Co- 
lumbia, go on and get my degree—” 

“Sara! You don’t mean you're going to 
leave me?” nee: : 

“T suppose I couldn’t leave the apart- 
ment—not yet, anyway. Toddy Perkins 
would know why, and it would hurt his 
feelings terribly.” 

“His feelings? What about mine? Why 
should you worry about Toddy?” 

“He was so pathetic, Phil! Bouncing in 
like a big friendly puppy, so glad you'd 
got what you wanted, so hurt when he 
saw what he’d done. He didn’t mean any 
harm. And I suppose you didn’t either, 
but— It isn’t fair!” she said wildly. “She’s 
had her excitement—years of it, all kinds. 
She had no right to steal mine!” 

“She didn’t, I tell you! Don’t talk about 
leaving me.” 

“I won't leave yet. But I’m going to 
move to the living-room couch.” 

“Needn’t punish yourself for something 
T’ve done,” he said bitterly. “If anybody’s 
got to take the couch—” 


“I won’t let you, Phil! You work so ~ 


hard. And you couldn’t get a decent rest 
on that thing,” she protested in witfely 
solicitude. 

And when he stubbornly insisted: 

“Please,- honey,” she begged. 
me—” . 

Every married couple has at least one 


“Let 


argument like that in the first year, and 
it seldom ends with anybody’s taking the 
couch. When the contrite Toddy tele- 
phoned to the office the next day, Phil 
assured him that everything was all right. 
But that evening Sara, impassive once 
more, announced that she had resumed 
her studies at Columbia, and he realized 
that this had been an epilogue, not a 
sequel. The sequel couldn’t begin till they 
got acquainted, and he wondered how 
long it would take to get acquainted with 
a woman who shifted her emotional gears 
so unpredictably, who went on living 
with her husband to spare Toddy Perkins’ 
feelings. 


{phe return of Polly Raine, aviatrix and 
big-game hunter, was a big day for the 
ship-news photographers. She posed with 
the skins of the snow leopards she had 
shot, she posed with distinguished fellow 
passengers, she posed alone—a slim fig- 
ure, a reckless, challenging face. Toddy 
Perkins, scowling at those pictures in the 
morning paper, had to admit that she was 
quite a woman. If you liked restless flam- 
boyance, as Phil certainly used to; if your 
wife spent most of her evenings studying 
in a library. 

Toddy sighed. He liked Sara Malvern, 
but he couldn’t probe her quiet inscruta- 
bility. Phil acted as if everything was all 
right; but a bride of four months would 
spend her evenings with her husband if 
everything was all right. And if anything 
was wrong, it was the fault of the egre- 
gious, the ineffable imbecile, Thorold Per- 
kins. If he could ever undo the harm ... 

He had a chance when Polly gave a 
cocktail party to celebrate her return. 
Her penthouse was crowded, but Toddy 
managed to stay near her till the Malverns 
arrived. She greeted them with the candid 
delight of the unsentimental old friend, 
and then Sara tactfully slipped away, 
leaving Phil and Polly to say whatever 
needed saying. 

‘J really am glad, Phil,” said Polly 
warmly, but with a sardonic glitter in her 
eyes. “You know I’ve always been de- 
voted to you, except when you were being 
sentimental, and I think your wife is sim- 
ply lovely!” Then, with a staccato laugh, 
“But I’'d have to think that, wouldn't De 

“What do you mean?” Phil growled, 
reddening. 

“My dear!” She shrugged. “Tt’s usually 
a blow when a faithful swain marries 
somebody else; but in this case I must 
thank you for the compliment.” 

Still laughing, she turned away, 
Toddy confronted her. 

“Quite so,” he said grimly. “Just what 
did you mean?” 

“Don’t be stupid, Toddy.” They were 
what is called old friends, but they had 
never liked each other much. “When she 
looks just like me—” 

“Not any more,” he said. “She looks the 
way you looked ten years ago.” 

He expected an explosion, but she stood 
dumb and pale, and he knew that till that 
moment she had never believed that other 
people noticed the lines about her eyes, 
the touches of henna in her hair. All at 
_ once he was sorry for her. Unfortunately 

he said so; her head went up. _ 

“Whenever people have to start feeling 
sorry for Polly Raine,” she blazed, “you'll 
see it in the papers! And on the front | 
page, too!” 

Now a man used to bachelorhood isn’t ; 
going to spend all his evenings sitting 
around an empty apartment while his wife | 
is working; especially if he never knows 
whether, coming home, he’ll find his wife 
or only a graduate student who happens 
to share an address and a telephone num- 
ber with him. Sara was always pleasant; 
but most of the time remotely, coolly 
pleasant—as if she were getting ac- 


but 
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quainted with a man she might like 
pretty well-after she knew him. At rare 
intervals she thawed deliciously, but. Phil 
knew that those episodes were lapses in 
a rigorous self-control, unpremeditated 
and perhaps regretted. Whatever’ she felt, 
she never talked about it; so the evenings 
when she was working were easier on his 
nerves. Sometimes he went to the club 
and sometimes to Sylvester’s, where he 
could always find some of the old crowd. 
One evening he found Polly there alone. 

“How do you happen to be unattached 
at dinnertime?” he asked her. 

“Why not? I’m a lone woman. How do 
you? But of course,” she recalled. “Your 
wife’s learned, isn’t she?” Her tone, ever 
so delicately, put the learned in their 
place. “As for me, I’m bored with the men 
I know.” 

“Too bad,” he said. “I was about to ask 
you to dine with me.” 

“Oh, you're different. We’ve always 
been such friends.” 


i WAS pleasant to be with a - woman to 
whom he could talk and listen, after the 
impenetrable reticences of his wife. After 
dinner they went on to the theatre, and 
when he went home at last, he reflected 
that Polly was really a swell person to be 
with if you weren’t in love with her. 


He scrupulously told his -wife about : 
that, and she said it was nice that he could * 


see his old friends when she was busy, 
but the next time she had an evening free 
he took her to the theatre; and never 
dreamed that it might be obvious that he 
felt he owed her some reparation. After 
that her studies kept her busy, and Polly 
was still bored with other men, and pres- 
ently Toddy Perkins, who dined at Syl- 
vester’s often enough to see what was 
going on, began to worry. A man whose 
carelessness started a fize ought to stamp 
it out before it got beyond control. 

He’d have to speak to— To whom? 
Phil would tell him to mind his own busi- 
ness; so would Polly, far more explosively. 
To Sara, then? How she would react to 
anything was more than he could guess, 
but she might know how to stop this. So 
it was Sara, at last, to whom he talked 
over lunch at a little restaurant near the 
university. 

“You understand,” he explained care- 
fully, “I don’t think for a minute that 
Phil means any harm. But if she—” 

“Why should she mean what you call 
harm?” asked Sara imperturbably. “For 
years she could have had him just by say- 
ing the word, but she kept marrying other 
men instead. Why should she want him 
now?” 

“You don’t know Polly. She’s restless, 
neurotic, never satisfied, and a big-game 
hunter. She wouldn’t shoot a rabbit in 
the front yard, but she can’t resist the 
challenge of the snow leopard, the most 
inaccessible of animals. Phil used to be 
abjectly in love with her—no challenge 
to a sportswoman. But now that he’s mar- 
ried to a woman ten years younger than 
she—well, all at once he looks like a 
snow leopard.” 

“And you think that if she wants him, 
he’ll be a helpless victim?” 

All too evidently, Toddy did. 

“And do you think,” she went on with 
unaccustomed fire, “that ’d want a man 
as weak as all that?” 

His eyes widened. “But—but you do 
want him, don’t you, Sara?” 

“I don’t know. It depends on what he 
is. Anyway, if he preferred her, I wouldn’t 
have much to say about it.” 

“You could have,” said Toddy, quiver- 
ing with earnestness. “You don’t make it 
easy for him, Sara. Always off studying.” 

“Do you think a man who’s worth any- 
ct a woman to make it easy for 

im? 


“Why not, if they want each other any- 


- way?” Toddy dared to grin. “Sara, I begin 


to suspect you don’t know much about 
men.” 

“T don’t,” she admitted in calm candor, 
“hut I know how I feel. It’s no fun to 
win a card game by stacking the deck. 
Things happen, or they don’t. If this is a 
marriage, Phil will want me no matter 
how much time he spends with Polly. If 
he. doesn’t, it-isn’t a marriage, that’s all.” 

He looked so gloomy that her hands 
reached over and touched his lightly. 

“Don’t worry about me, Toddy. I can 
take care-of myself. And don’t you dare 
try to do anything about it!” she added 
hastily. 

“Tf I did,” he thought gloomily, “I’d 
probably muff it.” But he didn’t think that 
till later. At the moment he was conscious 
of nothing but a warm tingling excite- 
ment when her hands touched his. 

That evening Thorold Perkins fought 
with temptation—temptation disguised in 
the uniform of duty: If he didn’t inter- 
fere any more, he knew how this would 
end; Sara was too proud to stack the deck, 
but Polly knew all the tricks and wouldn’t 
hesitate to use them to get what she 
wanted. So-he’d better follow Sara’s in- 
structions and let nature take its course. 

“No, that won’t do,” thought Toddy 
manfully, So_he must interfere again; and 


in a choice of evils, it seemed easier to talk 


to Polly than to Phil. He took her to lunch 
a few days later, and at last managed to 
bring himself around gradually to the 
point. 

“It—it’s awfully decent of you,” he 
stammered, “to keep Phil from getting 
lonesome while his wife is finishing her 
studies.” 


OLLY grinned. “I thought that was it, 

Toddy; you’d never take me to lunch 
just for the pleasure of my company. So 
now you're going to beg me not to break 
up a home, not to spoil the life of that 
poor little girl you’re nuts about. Yes, I’ve 
seen you looking at her at parties. It’s a 
pity Phil saw her first; you would be just 
suited to each other.” 

He knew this was the meanest thing 
she could think of to say about Sara. 

“Nonsense!” he said firmly. “But I’m 
Phil’s best friend. And after the way you 
used to treat him—teasing him along till 
he was hooked and then throwing him 
ae in the water to go after some bigger 

sh—” : 

“I. never did! I always liked Phil, ex- 
cept when he got sentimental. I hate that 
sort of thing!” 

In the main, he supposed, she did. 

“You’ve been married a couple of 
times,” he reminded her. 

“Weak moments that I was ashamed of 
afterward. Some day when I’m older I 
may settle down with some man I like, 
but all I really care about is flying and 
hunting. Alexander the Great used to say 
that he hated love because it made him 
feel human, and I know exactly what he 
meant. He got a superhuman kick out of 
fighting and getting drunk—nothing else. 
And I get my thrills out of breaking a 
flight record, or shooting a charging 
rhinoceros, or stalking a snow leopard.” 

“Superhuman, nothing!” he snorted. 
“Alexander the Great was a spoiled neu- 
rotic kid who might have amounted to 
something if he’d had to work for a living. 
As for you and your pose of super- 
woman—” 

“We're getting off the point,” she in- 
terrupted smoothly. “You complain of the 
way I used to treat.Phil. What about the 
way his wife treats him? You can hardly 
blame an old friend for giving him com- 
pany when she neglects him. Not that he 
misses much, I'd imagine; she’s a pretty 
little thing, but I’ve never been able to 


make out what she thinks, if anything. 
I’ve got to go, Toddy. I’ve an engagement 
at two-thirty.” : 

He dropped her at a vaguely familiar 
building on Murray Hill and went on 
downtown feeling better. Some day she 
might settle down with a man she liked, 
and he could guess that Phil was the man 
she had in mind; the man who was always 
around, on whom she could fall back 
comfortably after she had run through 
the men who were more exciting. 

For a couple of weeks Toddy hugged 
the comforting conviction that Sara’s hus- 
band was in no danger yet. Then one night 
he saw Phil and Polly at the opera, well 
down in the orchestra; she was studying 
the singers through an opera glass— 
Polly, who had always been proud of her 
keen long-range vision! And now he re- 
membered that the building where he had 
left her on Murray Hill contained the 
offices of some excellent oculists. 

If her eyes were weakening, she had 
probably shot her last snow leopard, and 
what could she do now to satisfy the im- 
pulses of the big-game hunter? She hadn’t 
meant to settle down: till she was older, 
but none of us, Toddy considered lugu- 
briously, is getting any younger. 


[THE Johnsons, of the old crowd at Syl- 

vester’s, had a house at Miami Beach, 
and in March they asked Polly down for 
a visit. Phil, dining with her the night 
before she left in her own plane, kissed 
her good-bye as any old friend might. 
But this time was different—she clung to 
him a moment. 

A few days later the Malverns them- 
selves received their invitation from the 
Johnsons. 

“Of course you must go,” Sara told Phil. 
“You need a rest. I? But I’m right in the 
middle of my thesis. I can’t take time 
off now.” 

“You’d work all the better after a holi- 
day; and I wouldn’t have half so good a 
time down there without you.” 

Her eyes were impenetrable. “You al- 
ways have a good time, dear, with your 
old friends.” 

When he went, she told him good-bye 
lightly, affectionately. 

Toddy was horrified when he learned 
that she had let him go alone. 

“Do you realize,” he demanded, “what 
the Miami climate might do to a man 
who’s playing around with a woman he 
was in love with for years?” 

“Yes. It might bring them to the point, 
and it’s about time,” she added, her self- 
control a little shaken. “I’ve got to know 
the answer—yes or no. If he can’t stand 
the pressure of being with her in Flor- 
ida ... Things happen to every married 
couple, Toddy; if you can’t take them in 
your stride, you might as well quit try- _ 


Ing. 


He wondered if that meant that she was 
tired of trying. 

Phil Malvern, who played golf when 
he had to, couldn’t understand the sort 
of people who regard Florida only as an 


_opportunity for golf. But all the Johnsons’ 


other guests were that kind of people, 
except Poily, who despised golf as she 
despised tiddlywinks. So every day, while 
the rest of the party were on the golf 
course, Phil and Polly lounged beside the 
blue-tiled pool—lunching in their bath- 
ing suits and talking. 

That is, Polly was talking. Phil had 
nothing to talk about but the practice of 
corporation law, whereas she had that 
fascinating and inexhaustible topic, the 
saga of Polly Raine. He supposed it was 
disloyal in an old friend to feel that a 
little silence now and then would have 
been restful; but he had certainly heard 
that story about the Governor of Sumatra 
before—a long story, and good, if you 


didn’t know how it came out—and some 
of her other anecdotes were twice-told 
tales. Still, he ought to be grateful even 
for conversation he had heard before, 
after the nerve-racking uncertainty of 
living with a woman whose thoughts he 
could never guess—a woman who changed 
from warm to cold and back again in- 
calculably. 


ND no wonder Polly repeated herself. 
Her saga was about over. From now 
on she must look back, not forward. But 
he wasn’t sure she realized it till their last 
night in Miami. They had danced with 
the crowd on the terrace and then wan- 
dered down to the beach where palms 
rustled above white sands bright under 
the rising moon. They watched the moon, 
her hand in his arm, and there was noth- 
ing hard or flamboyant about her now. 

“I think it was very considerate of the 
others,” she sighed, “to play golf and give 
us this lovely week to ourselves. Why 
don’t you fly back with me tomorrow, 
Phil? You’d get home a whole day 
earlier.” 

“I Sara won’t be expecting me till 
the day after,” he evaded. 

“What of it? You’re not afraid to sur- 
prise her, are you?” 

“Why should I be afraid?” he won- 
dered—and then turned cold. Polly’s tone 
hinted at something that would explain 
Sara’s cool indifference to her husband’s 
holidays. 

But she gave him barely time to think 
of that; then, a little sadly. “Or is it,’ she 
said, “that you're afraid to fly with me 
now that my eyes are weakening?” 

It was precisely that, but a loyal friend 
could hardly admit it. “Certainly not,” he 
said gallantly. “Of course I'll go with 
you!” 

“Thanks.” Her hand tightened on his 
arm. “I'd like to have you with me, Phil, 
because this is my last flight. ’'m going 
to quit while I’m still good, and I want 
you to be there at the—the end of the 
story.” 

“Tt’s not the end!” He slipped a consol- 
ing arm around her. “Whatever sports 
you may have to give up, you're still 
Polly Raine!” 

“Thanks again, my dear. Yes, even if 
I have to settle down like other people, 
I’m still young enough to doa lot of liv- 
ing. Aren’t I?” 

She smiled up at him, and he kissed 
her as any old friend might. Then all at 
once he was kissing her—and she was 
kissing him—as old friends had better 
not. He released her hastily. 

“Sorry,” he muttered. “You don’t like 
this sort of thing.” 

Soft, submissive, even a little fright- 
ened, she looked up at him. 

“J don’t think,” she said breathlessly, 
“I ever had this sort of thing to like be- 
~ fore. [ hate sentimentality, and we’ve both 
had lapses into it, haven’t we? But a 
thing like this, when we know each other 
so well—’ .- : 

She paused, but he missed his cue. He 
wondered if Sara had foreseen this; he 
wondered if she cared; he wondered what 
she was doing now and with whom she 
was doing it. He kept on wondering about 
her and never thought of Polly till her 
dry voice broke the lengthening silence. 


“we'd better go back, Phil, if were| /{, > KINDS ; 
starting early in the morning.” ns ‘4 
That proved, he concluded, that her j 
_ softness was just a mood; she hadn’t meant <! de / ; 
this. It didn’t oceur to him that a veteran] | : f 3 
' Co 
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-she misses her first shot at an elusive 
animal. 

But he couldn’t sleep for thinking of 
the implications of her remark about sur- 
prising Sara. He couldn’t believe— Yet 
Sara liked Toddy Perkins a lot... At 
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last he called the telegraph office, dictated, 


“FLYING UP WITH PoLLy HOME IN TIME FOR 
DINNER TOMORROW.” 


Whatever happened, he meant to give 
her a sporting chance. 


ss left Miami in perfect weather, but 
clouds gathered over Georgia, and by 
the time they were crossing North Caro- 
lina it was pouring rain. Polly vainly tried 
to climb above the storm. After long im- 
mersion in impenetrable clouds they came 
down into a sort of visibility, but rain 
half-blinded them, and the little plane 
tossed in gusts of wind. Gradually Phil 
realized that this might in truth be the 
end of the saga of Polly Raine. And the 
end of Phil Malvern... 

They passed a landing field, but she 
didn’t try to go down.-Of course she 
wouldn’t want an anticlimactic finish to a 
flight she had. announced as her last, but 
considering that she had a guest, she 
might at least have asked him. The 
weather reports, he reflected morosely, 
had warned her what she was going to 
get into, but she had made famous flights 
in bad weather, and she wanted to show 
off. Adventure like this was her life; but 
it wasn’t his. 

As they flew in the murk over Chesa- 
peake Bay, something went wrong with 
the engine. At its first warning 
sputter she swore. Presently she 
had to set the plane down. For all 
her skill they hit hard. A few 
bounces and they stopped not far 
from a low sandy island, waves ~ 
slapping over them. 

“So here we are,” said Polly with 


resignation. “But not for long—we corral college boys for a midwinter. 
seem to have sprung a leak. The 3 
tide’s carrying us out, anyway. dance; if you want to attend that dance 


We'd better make that island if we 
can.” 

For a while they hoped that the 
drifting plane would ground on an 
out-thrust point, but in the end 
they had to swim. Not very far, 
but it was hard work. They stum- 
bled ashore exhausted, soaked, 
chilled to the bone. 

“Well,” said Polly with a cheer- 
fulness that he found ill-timed, 
“if I had to be cast ashore on a 
desert island, I couldn’t ask for better 
company.” 

“The company’s fine,’ he agreed 
gloomily, “but I’ve seen better islands. 
Look! Isn’t that a chimney there beyond 
the dunes?” 

It was. The house—some Baltimore 
sportsman’s weekend shooting lodge— 
was boarded up, but Phil managed to 
break in. They built a fire and dried them- 
selves, found clothes they could wear 
while they dried their own. Polly explored 
the pantry and came back smiling in the 
firelight. 

“Coffee and cigarettes,” she reported, 
“and the makings of biscuits, not to men- 
tion a bottle of rye. Dinner will be served 
in twenty minutes. Somebody’s likely to 
find the plane before it sinks and start 
looking for us. Meanwhile we can be 
snug and cozy here for days. All the com- 
forts of home.” 

Somebody did find the plane before 
dusk—a local passenger boat whose cap- 
tain had a schedule to keep and couldn’t 
go looking for the remains of lost fliers. 
But he also had a radio, so Sara Malvern, 
ordering Phil’s dinner at the corner gro- 
cery, saw a headline as she passed the 
newsstand: 


“Potty Raine Lost On FU iicur” 


Toddy Perkins, at the club, was called 
to the telephone to hear the news from a 
woman who sounded utterly frantic. 
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“The plane was empty,” Sara said. 
“They may still be alive. The Coast 
Guard’s out looking for them. So I’m tak- 
ing the next train to Baltimore.” 

“And I’m coming with you,” he cut in. 
“No argument now. I’m coming.” 

At the station Toddy found her wait- 
ing—pale, numb, but no longer inscru- 
table. 

“T could kill myself!” she said on the 
train. “Everything I’ve done has been 
wrong, Toddy! I ought to have been just 
as nice to him as I could; then if she’d 
been nicer and he’d wanted her, that 
would just have been my bad luck. This 
way, I practically threw him at her. I 
thought I was being smart, but no wonder 
he wanted her—when he had no other 
choice.” 

. “There’s no proof that he wanted her, 
Sara. You mustn’t think—” 

“You can’t tell me he’d ever have taken 
a flight like that with anybody but Polly. 
He always liked to keep his feet on the 
ground.” 

“But you mustn’t think— He might 
have turned her down,” Toddy offered 
helpfully. “She told me once that if peo- 
ple ever had to be sorry for her, you’d 
see it on the front page. This—this might 
be suicide.” 4 

“Do you think that helps? It’s my fault 
he was down there at all. ’d rather she’d 


* * * 
“TAKE A NUMBER” 


yourself, and laugh and have fun; if you 
want to be close to the buoyant younger 
generation; then take time off to read, in 
February, the rollicking yarn by Sallie 
Belle Cox entitled “Take A Number’ 


* * * 


got him if he wanted her. No, I don’t mean 
that. Yes, I do—I really do. Oh, if I only 
could know—” 

He could see that she was tormented by 
visions of Phil on some lonely sand bar, 
slowly dying of cold and exhaustion—as 
he well might be. 

But in fact, Phil at that moment was 
extremely comfortable. He had had a 
couple of drinks and a dinner irreproach- 
able in quality and quantity, even if a 
little weak in variety. Now, smoking with 
Polly in front of the fire, he ought to be 
perfectly happy. They could be snug and 
cozy for days. Five years ago, even two, he 
could have imagined nothing better than 
being marooned on a desert island with 
Polly (so long as there was plenty of food 
and firewood). 

Five years ago he couldn’t have imag- 
ined anything so incredible as being ma- 
rooned with a Polly who was affectionate, 
almost tender, as solicitous of his comfort 
as a loving wife. A Polly who seemed per- 
fectly happy, chattering away so gaily 
that he really didn’t have to pay much 
attention, that his mind was left free to 
wonder if Sara would be really worried 
when he failed to show up for dinner. 
You never could tell what Sara was really 
feeling. 

Polly at last seemed to notice his 
silence. She stopped talking. Presently 
she stifled a yawn; then, laughing faint- 
ly: “I suppose,” she said, “it’s about time 
to turn in. There seems to be only one 


want to know how college girls 


bed, so I’ll take this couch. It’s too Short 
for you.” 

“You couldn’t get a decent sleep on 
that thing. I’ll take it—” 

He stopped short, remembering another 
argument like this and how it had ended. 
He looked at Polly—smiling, tender; in a 
mood that in any other woman would 
have been called sentimental. So she had 
really meant that episode last night, after 
all; she was his if he wanted her. Polly, 
whom he had vainly pursued for so long. 
His at last! 

And Sara might never really be his. Sara 
—silent, elusive, remote on some distant, 
chilly height. Like a snow leopard... 

“Tt’s silly to get into an argument about 
a thing like this,” he growled, “and: I 
know you're too stubborn to let me take 
it without an argument. I’ll flip a quar- 
ter to see which of us takes the couch.” 

And then the orange firelight was paled 
by a sweeping white beam that flooded 
through the window. He sprang up, 
stared out at the lights of a boat—a Coast 
Guard cutter. 

“Thank God!” he groaned. “We can go 
home!” 


pees at midnight in the rain the Balti- 
more dock was crowded when the 
cutter came in. There was a horde of re- 
porters and photographers, for the rescue 
of Polly Raine was news (the res- 
cue of Phil Malvern was only a 
detail); there were also Thorold 
Perkins and Sara Malvern. Flood- 
lights beat on the cutter—on 
Polly, reckless, flamboyant, smil- 
ing; on Phil beside her. And Sara 
quietly folded up and fainted for 
the first time in her life. 

So it was Toddy who greeted 
Phil when the reporters had done 
with him. 

“Sara?” he replied to Phil’s in- 
quiry. “She’s inside in the office 
back on the dock. She’s a little 
tired.” : 

Something went out of Phil’s 
face; he looked tired, too—more 
than he had a moment before. 
“Oh. How did she take this, 
Toddy? I mean— Naturally she’d 
be a little upset, but—” 

“But a man who’s been playing 
around with Polly,” Toddy supplied, 
“doesn’t know just what to say to her?” 

“Polly be damned! But Sara—Well, you 
know how she is. I don’t want to—to em- 
paras her. Say anything she’d think was 
silly. 

Here was a golden opportunity for an 
old friend to straighten things out, but 
Thorold Perkins had made enough en- 
deavors to straighten this out. “I couldn’t 
say, old man,” he observed. “Go ask her, 


. yourself.” 


Phil took a deep breath and strode into 
the office—afraid as he hadn’t been when 
the plane came down. Nobody was there | 
but Sara. She jumped out of her chair, - 
and the rest was a rush into each other’s - 
arms... 

It was some time afterward when Toddy 
came in after rattling the door and found 
her still in Phil’s arms, smiling and un- 
abashed. 

“Oh!” he said. Then, grinning: “Well, 
Phil, I take it that you’ve stopped worry- 
ing. You—er—you got Sara Malvern at 
ast 1 

They both laughed dutifully at that, 
but their eyes were searching each other’s 
with a touch of still unrelieved uncer- 
tainty. Perhaps neither of them would 
ever be quite sure, but neither ’of them 
would ever take chances again. Uncer- 
tainty would keep them eager, keep them 
trying too 

“Everyone,” thought Toddy, 
snow leopard to someone.” 
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New meal ideas for the New Year! 


PLANS 3 DELIGHTFUL NEW RECIPES AND MENUS FOR YOU 










Again for 1939...a great Armour service to make meal 
problems easier! Start the New Year with Apple Waffles 
and that tantalizing favorite—Armour’s Star Pure Pork 
Sausage. Read the easy recipe, then go to market for all 
the fixings. Armour’s Star Pure Pork Sausage is fine meat, 
perfectly seasoned. You'll be proud to serve it! 









MENU baking powder. Beat3 egg yolks, 

Grape Juice add1%cups milk, 4 cup chopped 

taw apples, and % cup melted 

Broiled Star Pork Sausages Cloverbloom Butter. Add liquid 


aes to dry ingredients and fold in 3 
Apple Waffles— Maple Syrup stiffly beaten egg whites. Bake in 



















Cloverbloom Butter no waffle pee are . to ae 

ROILED SAUSAGES: Place 1 Ib. 

Coffee— Cream oe pone See ae on rack 
RECIPE of broiler, 3 inches under 





moderate heat unit. 
APPLE WAFFLES: Sift cake flour, Broil 12 minutes, 
measure 2 cups and resift with turning to permit 
1 teaspoon saltand 4teaspoons even browning. 


ASK FOR ARMOUR’S STAR PURE PORK SAUSAGE 





















Here’s the tastie inati 
f st combination ever 
S > -..Crunch 

ae ee auic-broiled Armour’s Star Tee mals 
© ham that comes read -sliced, Cel] ; 
ped. Thrifty too, for there’ de 
Ewen aot 5 S no bone, no rin » NO waste! 

ee ee 


MENU a sid 
€or i 
Star Ham Slices with Corn Puffs og Pp. Brey ae 8 
f ORN Pures: Sj 
Orange Garnish—Strawberry 1 cup and ao moa Ls vee 
Preserves spoons baking Powder, aa 
Grapefruit aaa oa Pepper rae Roarneties 4 ae otk ole 
a tablespoon melted Giavehion : 
Ice Box Cookies—T Butter, and 5 c in 
es putes up milk. Fold in 
stiffly beaten egg white. Drop 
: = eorsar gee deep Vege- 
t Star Lard h 
RECIPE F. Let fry to golden herge 210° 
s AM: Place 2 slices Armour’s fie Fonte be =o 
ee peared ae on broiler Serve wien 
: S under mo i 
heat unit. Broil just 3 ince ss peace gees a 


ASK FOR ARMOUR’S STAR SLICED HAM 


—e 





; *s mi d sweet 

for Armour’s Star Bacon. It’s mild an 7 
on 3 aes ae right! Your free copy of Armout's Mey 
Guide Aeecabes this and other glorious Star Bacon meals. 













little individual meat loaves or 
REE e a rolls and place on shallow oiled 
Bacon with Barbecue baking ban. | 
= Meat Loaves SAUCE: Heat together % cop 
es—Scalloped catsup, % cup mines. tal 2 
Baked Potato ip Salad  SPoon W orcestershire Ae 
Celery—Asparagus Tip Sala teaspoon chile pases an : 
ie— lespoons chopped onion. | 
ee Eee eae oe unbaked meat loaves 
and bake 45 minutes, in a 350° 
RECIPE F. oven. Baste with sauce occa- 
: Cut3 strips Star sionally. ; | 
pine. ix with % cup dry BAcon: Place extra strips of ae 4 
F d crumbs, % cup evaporated Bacon on wire rack in any shal- | 
br Teg and 2 teaspoons salt. low baking pan and bake on top | 
Add 2 tablespoons chopped _ shelf of oven for 15 minutes or 
onion, 122 lbs.groundbeefchuck to desired crispness. Serve 
and % |b. lean ground porkand with meat loaves. 
blend well. Shape into 7 or 8 Serves 6 to 8. < 


ASK FOR ARMOUR’S STAR BACON 
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DROW 10 COOK THEM 


ONE AT THE INSTITUTE 


DOROTHY MARSH REPORTS ON RECENT WORK 


s g@! F YOU had chanced into the In- 
stitute kitchens any time during 
the past month or two, you 

would have found us busily 

as baking and tasting smoked 
hams—dozens and dozens of 
hams—hundreds of pounds of ham— 
the same brands of hams that you are 
baking. Early and late, hams were 
being placed in a half dozen ovens 
in our half dozen kitchens, or emerg- 
ing from these ovens with a mouth- 
watering brown glaze over them. 

Then the Institute tasters—we always 

-call upon both the men and women 

members of our staff—assembled in 

our dining room and got to work as 
critics. 


New Hams Cook In Less Time. Real- 
izing that hams have been cooked 
and enjoyed for years, you may won- 
der why all this recent testing in our 
own kitchens. Well, the truth is, hams 
are taking on new virtues designed 
to lessen the cooking time by about 
one-fourth. Not so many years ago 
Institute-tested recipes, as well as 
other recipes, directed you first to 
soak and then parboil smoked hams 
before baking them. Today, however, 
most of the well-known first-quality 
brands of smoked hams of the na- 
tional meat packers carry directions 
for baking to a juicy, flavorsome ten- 
derness without any soaking or par- 
boiling, and in a shorter time than 
you have been baking them before. 
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Smoking Process Responsible For 
Added Tenderness. Nothing is added 
to these new hams to accomplish this 
delicious tenderness. Rather it is the 
long, slow process of smoking that is 
responsible. 

So it was to bring you up-to-date 
on these hams and the approved 
methods of baking them that we spent 
so many weeks testing the various 
brands in our Institute kitchens. And 
you may be sure that not only the 
cooking directions but the flavor, ten- 
derness, and juiciness of the various 
cooked hams were scrutinized by our 
Tasting Staff. For we have some real 
ham lovers in the Institute, and they 
know their hams! 

To make sure that you are getting 
the newer smoked hams that I have 
just been telling you about, I would 
advise you to buy those that are 
branded by our national meat pack- 
ers. In buying unbranded hams you 
cannot be sure of the cure or smoke; 
so it is usually wise to give such hams 
a long simmering, if not soaking, to 
cook to the tender, flavorsome stage. 

As to which brand you shall buy, 
that I know your family will enjoy 
deciding for itself. For it was interest- 
ing to us to find in our Institute tests 
that each packer has a distinctive 
flavor that he develops in his hams 
by asecret process. And as you would 
expect, there was individual expres- 
sion from our tasters as to which ham 
he or she enjoyed eating most. Suf- 


fice it to say, the flavor of each brand 
on our Bureau’s approved list has an 
appeal all its own. 


Sizes Of Hams. Of course, the size of 
the ham you buy depends on the size 
of your family, and their taste for 
ham. If your family numbers six or 
more, or if you are having any great 
number of guests, then I would sug- 
gest a 10- to 12-lb. ham, which serves 
eighteen to twenty-five persons nice- 
ly after baking. However, if you are 
cooking for four or less, then you will 
have fewer leftover-ham dishes to 
plan for if you buy a half ham, choos- 
ing either the shank or butt end. The 
half hams can usually be purchased | 
for about the same price per pound 
as the whole hams and are delicious. 

Or, if you have ample refrigerator | 
space, you can buy a small whole 
ham, 8 to 10 lbs. Have the butcher 
cut several slices from the center for 
frying or broiling; bake the butt end; 
and simmer the shank end or use it 
to season vegetables. 


Follow Baking Directions Carefully. I 
am glad to report that all the na- 
tional-brand hams which we tested 
carry explicit baking directions either 
on the outside or inside of the pack- 
age—directions which are the result 
of long, thorough research work car- 
ried on by home-economics-trained 
women in the kitchens of these meat 
packers. So (Continued on page 152) 
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Celebrate New Year’s Eve in proper fashion by making baked ham the feature of 
Four buffet supper. Choose brass candlesticks shielded with inexpensive hurricane 
lamps to flank a fruit centerpiece. Garland these with brass bells arranged on green 


silk cord to symbolize the ringing out of the Old Year, the ringing in of the New Year 
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HAT do you want for 
dinner?” 

There’sa theory abroad 
that the tired business- 
man got that way from 
answering that question 
almost daily. Certainly the tired 
businessman’s tired wife got that way 
from asking it. Especially as it is so 
often greeted with complete indiffer- 
ence. But it is a question that never 
goes unanswered by me. Especially 
when it is the accompaniment to a 
dinner invitation from friends who 
are famous either for their cooking 
or for their cooks. 

And by the way—those dinner in- 
vitations. Some of the nicest I have 
are from friends who invite me to 
dinner in my own house. There is 
something about my kitchen that at- 
tracts people. They like to cook there 
as musicians like to try a strange 
piano. And hardly a fortnight goes 
by that Claudia does not announce: 
“P’m coming over to cook dinner for 





the market the day she makes it, from 
crisp white endive to dark dandelion 
and parsley. Sliced through it are 
tiny red radishes and—when they 
are in season—infinitesimal slices of 
young spring onions. And her French 
dressing has added among other 
things some mayonnaise, dashes of 
mustard, Worcestershire-type sauce, 
and chili sauce, to make it her own 
special brand. 


Chicken-Fried Steak 
(TESTED BY GooD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
21% Ibs. sirloin steak, 1 tsp. pepper 


4” thick 1 tbsp. butter or 
¥% ce. flour margarine 
1 tsp. salt 3 tbsp. fat or salad oil 


Cut the steak into individual serv- 
ings and dip each piece into the com- 
bined flour, salt, and pepper. Melt 
the butter and fat in a skillet and, 
when very hot, brown the steaks for 
about 45 seconds on each side. Serve 
immediately. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 
3 make half this recipe. Top-of-the- 
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you some night next week. What 
would you like to have?” 

For Claudia I have an invariable 
answer: “Beef loaf and Creole sauce.” 
But not always does she humor me. 
Last time she said firmly, and with 
no nonsense about it, “The main dish 
will be a surprise.” And so it was. 
Here was her menu: 


Chicken-Fried Steak 
Green Beans Creole Sauce 
Mixed Green Salad 
Melon Black Coffee 


Chicken-fried steak was individual 
minute steaks, dusted in flour and 
salt and pepper, and fried exactly as 
you fry chicken. From ’way down 
South in Texas that recipe comes, as 
does her way of cooking green beans 
with bacon over a slow—but slow— 
heat until they almost melt in your 
mouth from tenderness. Her green 
salad is never twice the same, but 
simply includes every salad green in 


round steak %4” thick may be sub- 
stituted for the sirloin, in which case 
score or cut across the surface of the 
meat with a sharp knife at 14” inter- 
vals. Then proceed as above. 

Mildred Dilling’s invitations must 
of necessity be few and far between. 
She is a concert harpist famous on 
both sides of the Atlantic and spends 
her summers abroad and her winters 
rushing about on concert tours. When 
she does have a brief space of time 
in New York City, she gathers about 
her as many of her friends as possible, 
and as fast as possible. 

I always love to go to her apart- 
ment overlooking the East River 
through two great casement windows 
never curtained except by great 
branches of green leaves or blossoms. 
The last time I was there, they were 
pink-and-white apple blossoms. A 
comforting fire was whispering on 
the hearth. Coffee was hot and strong 
in a great silver urn on the glass- 
and-chromium table, and you had a 


cup of it when you came in from the 
cold, and then more and more little 
cups of it whenever the fancy seized 
you—perhaps while Mildred was giv- 
ing an informal concert on one of the 
thirty harps that make her apartment 
different from any other I know. Sup- 
per was served buffet style, and I 
noted with pleasure that she had fol- 
lowed my request menu in every 
detail—even to a coupie of dozen 
Hoosiers to share it with. 


Yellow Tomato Juice 
Radishes Olives Celery 
Chicken and Noodle Casserole 
Hot Buttered Biscuits 
Lettuce and Romaine with 
French Dressing 
Fruit Salad with OrangeIce Coffee 


Chicken and Noodle Casserole 


(TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


8 Ibs. chicken, after 10 tbsp. flour 
dressing 4 ¢. chicken broth 
6 c. broad noodles 1c. heavy cream 
2 lbs. mushrooms, 2 egg yolks, beaten 
sliced 2 pimientoes, diced 
1 seeded green pep- 2 tsp. salt 
per, diced lec. soft bread 
34 c. butter or mar- crumbs 
garine 


Simmer the chicken in boiling 
water until tender. Reserve the broth, 
then remove the chicken from the 
bones. Cook the noodles in boiling 
salted water until tender; drain. Cook 
the mushrooms and the green pepper 
in 4 c. of the butter in a skillet until 
tender. Add the flour, and blend. Add 
the chicken broth and cream, and stir 
over low heat until smooth and thick- 
ened. Slowly pour over the combined 
beaten egg yolks, pimientoes, and 
salt, while stirring. Then arrange the 
chicken, noodles, and this sauce in al- 
ternate layers in 4 114-qt. casseroles. 
Top with the crumbs mixed with the 
remaining 4 c. butter, melted. Bake 
in a moderately hot oven of 400° F. 
for 30 min. or until thoroughly 
heated, and golden brown on top. 
Serves 30. To serve 15 make half this 
recipe. 

Mary Paul Speck’s dinners are 
something to dream of—exquisitely 
simple, meticulously flavored. In her 
high apartment looking out toward 
Gramercy Park, she serves the most 
delectable of meals on old Lowestoft 
plates, and on a drop-leaf Duncan 
Phyfe table that came from her 
grandmother. 

Her dishes are legion, but one of my 
favorite combinations is this one: 


Tomato Juice 
Chicken Mary Paul 
Green Peas 
Green Salad with French Dressing 
Fresh Fruit Compote 


Chicken Mary Paul 
(TESTED BY GooD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


2 frying chickens, 3 c. sliced, peeled 
weighing about 2 lbs. Bermuda onions 
each 2fter dressing A tbsp. fat or salad oil 

%4 ec. flour 1% ec. diced celery 

3 tsp. salt 3 c. boiling water 

1% tsp. pepper 1c. heavy cream 


Fluffy Rice 


Order the (Continued on page 87) 


BY ALICE BOOTH 





T IS a surprising thing that so 
important: a factor in home 
management as laundering has 
_ been given so little considera- 
tion in the planning of most 
houses. Usually the only provi- 
sion for laundry work is a corner in 
the basement where set tubs have 
been installed, with the washing ma- 
chine doing duty beside the tubs. 
Often a lamp socket provides the 
only means for connecting the wash- 
ing machine to the current. 

Yet we know from experience that 
most women thoroughly enjoy an 
attractive and convenient laundry 
room. Our home laundry at the In- 
stitute always comes in for a full 
share of attention, although many 
women will say wistfully, “Oh, I 
couldn’t have so nice a laundry as 
this.” But, of course, they could. Ours 
occupies a small space, 12’ x 8’8”, and 
has the usual laundry equipment 
conveniently arranged. It is well 
lighted and wired; and a pot of 
paint and colorful curtains and floor 
coverings have made it gay. Actually, 
with proper equipment at hand, a 
small outlay of money can transform 
even the drabbest corner of a base- 
80 


ment laundry into a clean, light, and 
pleasant workroom. 

The family washing is usually done 
in one of three places—the basement, 
the kitchen, or the laundry on the 
first floor. While each location has its 
own advantages, the last mentioned is 
obviously the most desirable if you 
are building a new home; but those 
of us who rent or are already estab- 
lished in a home must make the best 
of what we have. 


My Own Laundry. The house in Con- 
necticut into which I have recently 
moved contained the usual double- 
tub arrangement on the customary 
wood platform in the corner of the 
basement. It was here that we placed 
our washer, ironer, and laundry sup- 
plies, arranging them as seemed most 
convenient. We then set to work to 


transform this dark corner into a. 


convenient, well-lighted room, with 
the results shown in the picture at 
right. I little realized at the start 
how much a few coats of paint could 
do and how closely I could parallel 
the attractiveness of our home laun- 
dry at Good Housekeeping Institute. 
First, the walls were given two 


coats of inexpensive white cold- 
water paint to reflect additional light. 
The floors were then treated with a 
cement filler and painted light gray. 


The Wiring and Lighting. The next 
consideration was the wiring and 
lighting. First, I had to have circuits 
with the right size wire to give me 
good service from my ironer and 
hand iron as well as from the washer. 
Outlets on these circuits were placed 
on the wall to accommodate the 
washer and ironer, and another was 
placed at the front of the wood plat- 
form for the electric iron. The rea- 
son for placing this outlet here was 
that there was no place for the 
ironing board adjacent to a wall out- 
let. Proper lighting fixtures over the 
ironing machine and tubs afford ade- 
quate light without causing disturb- 
ing shadows or eyestrain, and the 
sunshine which creeps in from the 
window over the tubs is the more 
pleasing because of the gay oiled-silk 
curtain and (Continued on page 95) 





Above, the Institute’s well-equipped first-floor laundry with central light 
to eliminate disturbing shadows. Below, a basement transformed into a 
light, convenient laundry. Both laundries have ironer and washer as partners 
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BY GEORGE W. ALDER, CONSULTING ENGINEER OF THE INSTITUTE 


ES, Good Housekeeping In- 

stitute has testing standards, 

all set down in black and 

white, as solid and real in 

their own way as our labora- 

tory facilities and the forty 
members of our staff. 

What we are doing at Good House- 
keeping Institute is finding out for 
consumers if products on the market 
which fall within our testing scope 
do, or do not, have all the values con- 
sumers have a right to expect when 
they buy them. To do this we need 
some means of measuring these val- 
ues. And that is what standards are: 
established measures of value, or 
criteria of excellence. Without them 
we would be as helpless to conduct 
our tests as a rudderless ship to sail 
a set course. 

The Institute has always had test- 
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ing standards from the day it began 
its testing service thirty years ago. 
But of course our standards today 
are not what they were then. Time 
brings many changes both in con- 
sumer needs and in the products 
which supply them. Testing stand- 
ards lose all their value as criteria 
if they do not keep well abreast, and 
sometimes even a bit ahead, of these 
changes. 

So our standards keep rising. The 
kitchen ranges we approved only a 
few years ago could not hope to meet 
our present standards. And that is 
true of almost every other kind of 
product within our testing scope. 

Our standards today do have one 
characteristic in common with stand- 
ards of other years: they are not min- 
;mum standards; rather they are well 
within the meaning of maximum 


standards. They are based upon op- 
timum performance and results in 
consumer hands. This means that our 
Seal of Approval is awarded only to 
products which are representative of 
the best of their kind. 

In most cases our standards are of 
our own devising. They do not exist 
elsewhere for the kinds of products 
we test and for the values these prod- 
ucts must have to be eligible for our 
Seal of Approval. Wherever possi- 
ble we use existing standards, such 
as the safety standards of the gas and 
electrical industries and the Under- 
writers’ Laboratories, that are appli- 
cable to our work. But in the main 
we have had to pioneer our way. 

This doesn’t mean that we reach 
into our minds and pull out stand- 
ards like rabbits from a hat. 

Formulating testing standards is a 
painstaking process. First we have to 
know consumer needs, and determine 
what qualities products must have to 
meet these needs. Then we base our 
standards accordingly. In the final 
analysis they are not “our” standards 
at all, but consumer standards—your 
standards. 

We do not publish our standards in 
Goop HovuseKEEPING’s pages; there 
would not be room. The set of testing 
standards and procedures for auto- 
matic refrigerators pictured on this 
page covers ten pages. Many other 
sets are as bulky. 

They are not particularly interest- 
ing reading, either, except to people 
who are testing or doing research 
work on consumer goods. Consumers 
want information in a form less tech- 
nical and better suited to their uses. 

With this in mind we have given in 
our magazine articles résumés of our 
testing standards and procedures. We 
have also published nontechnical de- 
scriptions of them in our many book- 
lets on the buying of the various 
kinds of appliances and other prod- 
ucts we test. These booklets are fre- 
quently announced in Goop HousE- 
KEEPING and are available to con- 
sumers who want to know what our 
standards are like. For years we have 
offered to supply copies of our testing 
standards and procedures to schools 
and colleges, testing laboratories, and 
others who have use for them. Scores 
have been supplied. — - 

Our standards have met the acid 
test of consumer buying experi- 
ence for 30 years. Millions of con- 
sumers have bought millions of prod- 
ucts on thé strength of our Seal of 
Approval. We ‘could not have sur- 
vived the tenth part of thirty years 
if consumers had not found that 
products tested and approved by 
Good Housekeeping Institute lived 
up to their every expectation. The 
Seal of Approval is a dependable 
buying guide only because of the 
high standards and the very thorough 
testing work that are behind it. 





F YOU haven’t made the ac- 
quaintance of our bulletins, 
Good Housekeeping Bulletin 
Service, 57th Street at 8th Ave- 
nue, New York City, will be 
glad to send you a list of them 
on request. Like our magazine arti- 
cles, the information our bulletins 
offer has been carefully developed 
and checked in our own laboratories, 
kitchens, laundries, etc. Each is a 
complete little treatise on its subject, 
and a source of practical help, ideas, 
and inspiration. Frequent new edi- 
tions keep our bulletins always up- 
to-date. Best of all, they are modestly 
priced. We’re describing a few of 
them here. 


eee 


About Cooking and Meal Planning. 
Completely revised from start to fin- 
ish are the old favorites, “Cooking 
With Your Electric Range,” 15¢, and 
“Cooking With Your Gas Range,” 15¢. 
Either one will help you to acquire 
the smooth technique that spells bet- 
ter results when roasting, broiling, 
baking, or top-stove cooking. Many 
recipes and menus are included in 
each bulletin. 

Among our other bulletins which 
help solve the ever-present problem 
of three meals a day are “Delicious 
Meals for All Pocketbooks,” 25¢, and 
“Dining All Over the World at Your 
Own Table,” 15¢. The first of these 
gives many recipes and menus and 
guides for planning nutritious meals 
at various cost levels. The second 
presents favorite dishes of foreign 
lands—dishes easily prepared, and 
just the thing for those times when 
you crave something deliciously dif- 
ferent. 

“Cookies—Old Favorites and New,” 
15¢, and “Candies—So Good and So 
Easy to Make,” 10¢, are both brand- 
new bulletins. With their help you'll 
soon learn to make these goodies in 
expert fashion. 

Another new bulletin, “Sandwiches 
for All Times,” 15¢, offers literally 
scores of ideas for making those 
dainty sandwiches which delight 
guests at teas and parties, as well as 
robust ones for picnics and school 
and business lunches. 


Vitamins in the Diet. Good House- 
keeping Bureau collaborated with us 
in preparing “Planning Meals Rich in 
Vitamins,” 10¢. This bulletin tells you 
what vitamins are, why you need 
them in your daily diet, how much 
of each you need, what happens when 
you do not get enough of them, and 
where you can find them. It suggests 
typical vitamin-adequate meals; lists 
many foodstuffs together with their 
vitamin content; and has guides for 
the daily planning of healthful low- 
cost, moderate- and _liberal-cost 
meals. Nothing we know of gives 
more lucid, ready-to-use information 
on this subject. 
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Budgeting. “Managing the Family In- 
come,” 10¢, is a practical guide to 
financial security. It tells how to plan 
a workable spending and saving pro- 
gram and otherwise keep income 
from lagging behind outgo. 


How to Buy. To help you buy wisely 
we have a very useful series of eight- 
een booklets dealing with refrigera- 
tors (automatic and ice), pots and 
pans, coffee makers, electric mixers, 
kitchen ranges (electric and gas), 
waffle irons, washing machines, and 
other appliances, as well as house- 
hold and laundry soaps and scouring 
cleansers, etc. Each booklet clearly 
describes the difference in types, 
sizes, finishes, and other qualities 
which may confuse the shopper. Each 
booklet also tells how our tests are 
made, and outlines the standards 


which these products must meet be- 
fore they are awarded our Seal of 
Approval. These booklets on buying 
are modestly priced at 3¢ each. 


What to Buy. Offered free of charge, 
our buying guide, “Household Prod- 
ucts Tested and Approved,” identi- 
fies by manufacturer’s name, trade 
name, and model number the various 
appliances and other products which 
have been tested in our laboratories 
and awarded our Seal of Approval. 
Armed with this buying guide, you 
can make sure—before you buy— 
that the products you are considering 
have all the satisfactory qualities you 
want. Our Seal of Approval on any 
product is assurance that it is de- 
signed and constructed to give effi- 
cient, economical service, and that it 
will live up to all its essential claims. 
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Prepared Biscuit Mix For Feathery 
Dumplings. If you’ve always felt that 
there was a trick to dumplings—a 
trick too tricky for you to learn— 
then give them one more try! 

Add a package of prepared biscuit 
mix to your market list, and I promise 
you your dumpling worries will be 
over. Wait until your stew is nearing 
completion and is bubbling quietly; 
then measure out 2 c. of the biscuit 
mixture. Now add 1 c. milk or 7% c. 
water, and beat hard for 30 sec. Then 
drop by tablespoonfuls into the bub- 
bling stew, being sure that each 
dumpling falls onto a piece of meat 
or vegetable as shown above, and 
does not sink into the gravy. Now 
cover your kettle, let the dumplings 
steam for 15 min., then lift off the 
cover. You'll find light dumplings 
such as you never dreamed you could 
make. And I can hear your family 
chorusing for more! 


Jot It Down. When you go shopping, 
always take your market list with 
you. It will save your time, the time 
of other shoppers, and the grocer’s, 
too. Here’s an easy way to make up 
your list. Keep a pad and pencil 
handy in the kitchen, and when you 
are using the last of some staple, jot 
it down on the pad. Then when you 
are planning your menus for the next 
two or three days, add to this growing 
list the other foods you need, and 
you will never be without things. 


A Word For Tangerines. Lest you for- 
get—December and January are peak 
months in the all-too-short season for 
tangerines. So if you would have your 
family fully enjoy this luscious fruit 
with its rich vitamin-C content, 
keep some in your fruit bowl along 
with oranges and bananas, where 
everybody can help themselves. 

Of course tangerine segments are 
always a delicious addition to salads 
and fruit cups. They are good as a 
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last course, too, eaten plain, right out 
of their neat and tidy skins. And if 
you crave a dessert to which tan- 
gerine juice adds its special flavor, try 
our Tangerine Tapioca. It’s a treat. 

Combine % c. quick-cooking tap- 
ioca, %4 tsp. salt, and 1% c. boiling 
water in the top of a double boiler, 
and cook until transparent—about 5 
min.—stirring frequently. Then add 
ly c, each of tangerine juice, orange 
juice, and granulated sugar, and a 
bit of grated tangerine rind, and stir 
until the sugar is dissolved. Chill, 
beat up with a fork, then fold in % c. 
of heavy cream, whipped, and serve. 
Serves 6. 


Chicken Livers, Hearts, Or Gizzards 
Now In Cans. When chicken is being 
served at your house, does someone 
in your family always speak ahead 
for the chicken liver, or the gizzard, 
or the heart? We recently tested 4-oz. 
cans of each of these delicious chicken 
morsels that come packed in rich 
chicken broth. They are true in flavor 
and are so tender they cut like cheese. 
Try some creamed, using the chicken 
broth in the can for part of the liquid 
in the sauce. Serve them on hot but- 
tered toast or toasted packaged Eng- 
lish muffins, and sit back, confident 
of the family’s praise! 





Instead Of Potatoes. How many of you 
feel that you should serve potatoes 
for dinner with the meat course? I 
have an idea that in many homes this 
is well nigh an unbreakable custom. 
But why not break it now and then? 

Potatoes are a starchy vegetable, 
and they do supplement the green 
vegetable; but we have other choices 
for the menu which add variety to 
our meals. 

For example, if you are serving 
breads of any kind with the meal, why 
not have two green vegetables—in- 
stead of potatoes and one green or 
non-starchy vegetable? 

Or have you ever served canned 
macaroni or spaghetti instead of po- 
tatoes? The canned macaroni comes 
mixed with a delicious cream sauce 
and cheese. The spaghetti -is canned 
in a savory tomato sauce with just 
the right piquancy of cheese. And 
while either of these accompanies _ 
meat or fish with easy grace, each also 
shines when combined with leftover 
meat, fish, or vegetables in swift and 
simple casserole supper dishes. 

And don’t overlook canned baked 
beans, canned green or dried limas, 
or hominy. Any one of these pinch- 
hits for potatoes in a quick and easy 
fashion. But don’t serve potatoes with 
them in the same meal. 


The Terrifying Teens 


(Continued from page 98) 
that you'll be pretty well equipped to look 
out for a larger one. And you'll have a big 
advantage over the girl who hasn’t had an 
opportunity to learn it—or been obliged 
to learn it! 

A girl who has learned to master these 
rules doesn’t have much money trouble 
when she has a salary that has to cover 
everything. She’s learned to plan her 
spending and to stick to the plans, which 
is more than half the battle. And she’s 
probably got over that insidious little 
habit of thinking that it doesn’t really 
matter if she does go over her allowance, 
because someone else will pay for the 
things that she can’t manage. She doesn’t 
even want someone else to pay for them. 
She doesn’t—because she’s learned the fun 
of being independent; the snug, safe feel- 
ing of knowing that she can shift for her- 
self till a time comes for her to use her 
training in handling a share of her hus- 
band’s money efficiently. 

It’s a grand feeling. But before I sign 
off, I must admit that it has one danger, 
particularly for the girl who hopes to 
have beaux (which means every girl I 
know). For it’s possible to be a little 
ostentatiously efficient about money, to 
flaunt one’s bread-winning prowess, and 
even to insist on being Lady Bountiful. 
No man likes it. 

This usually begins with Dutch treat 
parties, which are all very well with other 
girls and now and then with boys. (But 
seldom with one boy.) They make lots 
of good times possible, but they seldom 
make for romance. Often the next step 
is the custom of inviting boys for supper 
or some other entertainment at your own 
expense—which has its good points, too, 
when it’s done with discretion. But not 
when it’s overdone. 

The fact is that, while the independence 
that goes with having your own money 
may be fun for you, and even important 
for you, it’s essential for a young man— 
or it ought to be. His sex has been bill- 
paying a lot longer than yours, and it’s a 
very weak example of the masculine sex 
that gives it up without a struggle. When 
a young man comes to your free parties, 
it’s a wise idea to wait for him to give one 
back before inviting him to come again. 
In the end he'll like it better—and he'll 
like you better, too. And that’s what is 
important. 


How Many Viiamins a Day 
Do We Need? 


(Continued from page 55) 

of testing. X-rays of your wrist bones 
can determine your need for vitamin D. 
Dark-adaptation tests on your eyes tell 
your need for vitamin A, because your 
ability to see in dim light depends on an 
adequate daily supply _ of that factor. 
When you lack vitamin C, your capillaries 
get more fragile, tend to leak blood; we 
can today test that tendency with a spe- 
cial suction pump and determine your 
vitamin-C coefficient. 

Most of these tests need perfecting and 
correlating with clinical observations of 
health and behavior, but they are already 
sufficiently under study to indicate their 
successful operation within the near 
future. 

To you, then, who are puzzled today 
as to whether you do or do not need a 
particular vitamin, who are not sure 
whether to take vitamin concentrates or 
change diets, we promise a path out of the 
wilderness in the near future, a real pre- 
cision vitamin therapy. 

Keep in touch with this magazine for 
developments. 
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eres the delicious way to 


Renewed Pep!’ 


SAYS MR.T POTT 
(less than ?26a cup) 


“Since my wife started serv- “Same here. I drink lots of good hot vi- 
ing tea with meals I've been talizing tea at home and when Pm out. 
feeling like a million. My work it's an ideal bracer, and it’s got real 
goes faster and I've plenty of satisfying taste too. I’ve been sleeping 
pep left foran evening of fun!” a lot better, too, since I turned to tea.” 





Take a Tap from Folks 
in STRENUOUS SPORTS! 


MARY JANE HALSTED, champion figure- 
skater, performs with seemingly effortless grace. 
But don’t be deceived. Figure-skating takes plenty 
of energy. “Tea is a real part of my training,” Miss 
Halsted says. “After hours of skating, a few cups 
of delicious tea boost my pep from head to toe. 
Yet tea is non-fattening—and it lets me sleep! 
Most skaters I know drink tea for its stimulation.” 





It’s as easy as A-B-C to get | GOOD TEA COMES FROM These good black teas 
a really good cup of tea 


A. Always use bubbling boiling water and 
pour it on the TEA. B. Use 1 teaspoonful 
per cup, plus one for the pot. C. Steep to 
any strength you prefer. (Most people who 
use cream or milk choose a 5-minute brew.) 


TEA -svou UP! 
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are especially suited to 
the American taste. For 
economy and full enjoy- 
ment, buy quality tea. 
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IN HINDS 
GOOD-WILL 
BARGAIN 


MONEY BACK! Try Hinds—at our risk! 
Extra Good-Will Bottle 2 gift—when you buy 
the medium size Hinds. If this Hinds gift 
bottle doesn’t make your chapped hands feel 
softer—take back the medium size, where you 


bought it, and get your MONEY BACK! 


EXTRA LOTION! Regular Hinds users say 
this gift bottle is an unexpected bonus. Nearly 
20% extra lotion! More Hinds lotion for your 
money than ever before. Extra-creamy—extra- 
softening —Hinds tones down redness... 
smooths away chapping. Also 10c, 25c, $1 sizes. 


i) 


Copyright, 1938 
Lehn & Fink 
Products Corp. 


HONEY & 
ALMOND 
CREAM 


HINDS 


FOR HONEYMOON HANDS | 


MERRY XMAS! Say it with Hinds! 


welcome to wife, mother—any woman 
who likes to be dainty and feminine. 
The 10c size makes a grand “‘stocking 
tuck-in.”” Both sizes come wrapped-for- 
Christmas in new holiday-green pack- 








The dollar size is a big-looking gift, | 


ages, decorated with bright red bells. | 


DR. EDDY’S Question-Box 


Questions addressed to Good Housekeeping Bureau will be an- 
swered only when accompanied by a stamped envelope. Prescrip- 


Vitamin B,; Aids Nerve Action 
Is vitamin By; a nerve vitamin, and will the 
consumption of this vitamin appreciably af- 


fect tne nerves? 
Mrs. B.D. A. 


One of the most pronounced symptoms 
of vitamin-B, deficiency is derangement 
of nerve function in the disease called 
beriberi. Where the vitamin-B, deficiency 
is acute, this loss of nerve function results 
in actual paralysis of certain parts of the 
body. For that reason vitamin By, is often 
spoken of as a factor of nerve nutrition. 
It is sometimes even called a nerve food, 
but I do not like that term because I do 
not think of it as a building substance or 
an energy substance, but rather as a con- 
trol—a behavior-of-nerve food. 

Obviously there are various causes of 
nerve derangement, and vitamin-B, de- 
ficiency is only one of such factors, but 
most neurites appear to be benefited by 
increasing vitamin-B, intake. 


Bread Is Bread, No Matter How Thin 
You Slice It 


Please tell me if Melba toast has fewer 
carbohydrates than fresh bread. 
MOPS Etnies 


Melba toast is just thin slices of bread, 
toasted. Toasting does not appreciably re- 
duce the carbohydrate content. A little of 
the starch is carbonized, but the amount 
is so small as not to affect significantly the 
total carbohydrate content. 


Decidedly No 


Does a lemon squeezed in a glass of warm 
water taken every morning before breakfast 
cause hardening of the arteries; and also does 
a teaspoonful of cod-liver oil taken every day 
increase high blood pressure ? 

Mrs. L. H. 


There is absolutely nothing in lemon 
juice that could have a hardening effect 
on the arteries or in cod-liver oil that 
could increase blood pressure. The cod- 
liver oil owes its nutritional effect to its 
content of vitamins A and D, in which it 
is rich. The lemon juice is one of the rich- 
est sources of vitamin C, and also provides 
alkaline salts of value. These nutritional 
factors would be helpful rather than 
harmful to the individual. 


Heredity and Growth 


Could you tell me something to do to stimu- 
late growth in a child? 
Mrs. M. 


One can only say that a satisfactorily 
balanced diet is necessary for satisfactory 
growth and health in general. Size, how- 
ever, depends on hereditary factors as well 
as on diet, and these factors we cannot 
control. My suggestion is that you take 
your child to a competent physician for a 
physical examination; and if she is in good 












of his life and work? 





have loved to see it take. 








EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


Dr. Wiley Lives On 


_The new Pure Food Act reminded me of that ‘noblest Roman of ‘them all,” Dr. Harvey 
W. Wiley, whose whole life was a battle for pure food. Where can I find a complete account 
AO, 8 


The new Food and Drug Act changes nothing that Dr. Wiley fought for. It 
merely extends control to cover new conditions and in the direction he would 


Before his death Dr. Wiley completed and published his autobiography. We 
have a limited number of these copies for sale, and can supply them at a cost 
of $1.00, postage paid. Address your order to Good Housekeeping Bureau, 
57th Street at 8th Avenue, New York City. 


tional advice cannot be given, nor can food or drug samples be 
analyzed. Address Dr. Walter H. Eddy, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y.C. 


health and has no diet deficiency, I would 
not worry about her size. 


Orange Juice and Milk Mix Well 


My eight-year-old daughter enjoys drinking 
her orange juice or tomato juice after drink- 
ing her milk. Is there any reason why she 
should drink the juice before drinking the 


milk ? 
Mrs. G. G. N. 


The order in which your daughter 
drinks her milk and juice does not affect 
their digestion or nutritive value. And to 
clear up another related question—there 
is absolutely no reason why there should 
be an interval between the taking of the 
orange or tomato juice and the milk. They 
are perfectly handled by the digestive sys- 
tem when taken in conjunction. In fact, 
the late Dr. Alfred Hess, who introduced 
the use of tomato juice, went through con- 
siderable experimentation to show that 
there could be no harm from the conjunc- 
tion of tomato juice and milk and that they 
might actually be mixed before swal- 
lowing. 


Should Not Be Substituted 


Please advise me whether potato juice can be 
given to babies as a substitute for orange juice 
and tomato juice. Miss H, A. 


The reason for giving orange juice and 
tomato juice to babies is that they have 
a high content of vitamin C, the anti- 
scorbutic vitamin, which protects against 
scurvy. Potato juice would not contain 
enough of this particular vitamin to make 
it a proper substitute for the orange or 
tomato juice. 


Acid and Alkaline Foods 


What are the acid- and alkaline-reacting 
foods? I have a quantity of gas in my stomach 
and intestines. 

Mrs. S. H. R. 


The foods which leave an alkaline resi- 
due on digestion are the fruits and vege- 
tables, and those which leave an acid 
residue are the meats, cereals, and eggs. 
We shall be glad to send you a list of these 
foods. If your condition is a case of hyper- 
acidity, there is too much hydrochloric 
acid in the stomach. This shouid be de- 
termined by your physician, and he should 
prescribe for you. 


Pasteurization and Calcium 
Is pasteurized milk as rich in calcium as 


raw milk? 
Mrs. G. R. L. 


Pasteurizing does not affect the calcium 
content of milk. Heating milk does have 
some effect on the form of the calcium, but 
extended nutrition studies have shown 
that the calcium of pasteurized milk is 
digested quite as well as that of raw milk. 







Hello, Alice, What Do You Want for Dinner? 


(Continued from page 79) 


chicken cut up. Dip each piece of chicken 
into the combined flour, salt, and pepper. 
Then dip the onion rings into the remain- 
ing flour mixture. Brown the chicken in 
the fat in a Dutch oven. Add the onions, 
celery, any remaining flour mixture, and 
the boiling water; cover. Bake in a mod- 
erate oven of 350° F. for 1 hr., 15 min. At 
the end of this time add the cream, then 
remove the cover of the Dutch oven. Bake 
for 15 min. longer. Serve from a casserole 
accompanied by fluffy rice, baked potatoes, 
or toasted English muffins. Serves 6. To 
serve 2 or 3 make half this recipe. 

A green salad, with lemon juice for 
tartness, always follows this Chicken Mary 
Paul. And when I am allowed to choose 
my dessert, I would have that fresh fruit 
compote for which she is famous—straw- 
berries, diced fresh pineapple, fresh 
peaches, and seedless white grapes, gen- 
erously bathed in kirsch. 

Margaret Sangster—aided and abetted 
by her cook Ida—cannot be chained down 
to one dish or one dinner. If you are al- 
lowed to name one dish, you can be prac- 
tically certain that the rest of the dinner 
will be novelties—and novel novelties at 
that. I begged for Margaret’s own special 
salad last time—the salad we always eat 
two helpings of and which is served in a 
great bowl passed round and round and 
round. I got it, but the rest of the meal 
was completely new to me. When I tasted 
the dessert, I regretted just a wee bit the 
extra helping of salad. 


Roast Duck, Sangster Style 
Sweet Potatoes Peas 
Mixed Green Salad with Spears of Roquefort 
Cheese sliced through it 
Fresh Strawberry Ice 
Cookies Coffee 


The roast duck was delicious, and I 
wondered why no one had ever had it 
before. 


ROAST DUCK, SANGSTER STYLE 

(Trestep BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 

1 314-Ib. duck, after . 1 tsp. celery salt 

dressing 1 tsp. onion salt 

Clean and wash the duck. Sprinkle the 
inside with the celery salt and onion salt. 
Arrange on a trivet in a shallow roasting 
pan. Bake in a moderate oven of 350° F., 
allowing 40 min. per Ib. At the end of this 
time, remove the duck and cut into four 
pieces with a sharp knife or kitchen 
shears. Serves 3 to 4. 

The Fresh Strawberry Ice was made by 
an old family recipe in a way new to me. 
Save this recipe until strawberries are in 
season. 


FRESH STRAWBERRY ICE 

(TESTED BY GooD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
1 ec. granulated sugar 1 qt. hulled washed 
1 c. cold water strawberries 

Cook the sugar and water in a saucepan 
to 228° F. or until the mixture threads. 
Mash the strawberries well or put through 
a ricer. Add to the syrup mixture and 
mix well. Turn into the freezing tray of 
an automatic refrigerator and freeze with 
the control at its coldest setting until firm, 
stirring up well with a fork twice after 
the mixture has begun to set. Serves 4. 

Ruth Champenois lives in New Jersey 
in the midst of one of the largest and 
greenest and smoothest lawns I have ever 
seen. Many of her best stunts are adapted 
to service indoors or out. Last Sunday 
she served a cold supper planned for 
either way. Winter commanding, it was 
served indoors, with a great platter of 
cold meats at one end of the table, and at 
the other Ruth’s own special potato salad. 
Mounded in the center of a great green 


platter, and surrounded by tender lettuce 
leaves, each holding a deviled egg and a 
rosy radish, it was as tempting to the eye 
as to the taste. Here is her menu. 


Cold Meats 
Potato Salad 
Snow Pudding 
Coffee 


Hot Rolls 


POTATO SALAD 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


18 medium potatoes 1% ec. salad or olive oil 
2 medium peeled onions *4 c. vinegar 
5 shelled hard-cooked 2 tbsp. salt 

eggs, sliced 1 tbsp. celery seeds 


Wash the potatoes and cook until tender. 
Peel and slice them while they’re hot. 
Shave the onions very fine and add with 
the remaining ingredients to the potatoes. 
Let stand in the refrigerator for several 
hours before serving. Makes about 4 qts. 
potato salad and serves 14 to 16. 

Eve Garrette’s sauerkraut dinner I have 
had only in a New York City atmosphere, 
but she claims it is even better in her— 
and its—native Pennsylvania. Here she 
used what china came with the apartment 
—mine, as it happened—but at home she 
likes to serve in the Canton platter and 
twin tureens which were brought around 
the Horn to her great-grandmother. As 
she says: “In that day people did not buy 
their Canton and have it delivered. Mem- 
bers of the family personally escorted it 
from China in sailing ships.” 

My heart being set on the sauerkraut, 
I rarely specify what else, but this is how 
it usually works out: 


Sauerkraut 
Mashed Potatoes 
Camembert Cheese 


Apple Butter 
Crisp Toasted Crackers 
oftee 


SAUERKRAUT 

(Trestep BY Goop HoUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
2 qts. sauerkraut 1 small peeled onion 
2 c. boiling water 2% to 3 lbs. lean 
1 pared, cored tart loin of pork 

apple 

Combine sauerkraut, water, the apple, 
and onion cut in quarters in a covered 
kettle. Arrange the pork on top of the 
sauerkraut, cover, and cook slowly for 
about 2 hrs. Serves 4 to 6. 

From Newton Hamilton she writes: 

“Tt is tradition to serve mashed potatoes 
with sauerkraut. The Garrettes always 
serve old-fashioned homemade apple but- 
ter with it, too, but you may use apple- 
sauce instead.” 

Ramona Herdman’s pet specialty I go 
all the way to Connecticut to eat—any 
time. Pork Chops en Casserole. Served 
in her lovely little woodland house in a 
grove of white birches, it is an ideal dish 
for the country where unexpected guests 
are many and grocery shops are few. Here 
is a typical luncheon: 


Pork Chops en Casserole 
Crusty Bread Cole Slaw 
Coffee 


PORK CHOPS EN CASSEROLE 
(TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
12 pork chops, 4” thick ¥% c. mixed mustard 
1 tbsp. fat or oil pickles 
1 16-oz. can cream of 2 tsp. salt 

tomato soup Speck pepper 
2 cans mixed vegetables, 

drained (4 c.) 

Brown the chops in the fat in a very hot 
skillet. Arrange with the remaining in- 
gredients in a covered 2-qt. casserole. If 
you have leftover vegetables, they will do 
as well. Bake in a moderate oven of 
395° F. for 144 hrs., or until the chops 
are tender. Serves 6. To serve 3 make half 
this recipe. To serve 12, serve only one 
chop per person and add more soup and 
vegetables. 
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Now —read her secret 


“"TORANCO-AMERICAN Spaghetti is one of my 

best helps,” she'll tell you. It means tasty, 
appetizing meals without long hours in the 
kitchen. It means being able to serve cheaper 
meat cuts and left-overs and get compliments 
on them! Jt means a nourishing hot lunch for 
the children in next to no time, Its zestful, 
savory cheese-and-tomato sauce makes Franco- 
American far superior to ordinary ready-cooked 
spaghetti. Try it. 
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Camden, New Jersey. Please send me your free recipe 
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best counterpane on it and the wooden 
bolster with a hand-embroidered cover. 
There was the front hall with its com- 
bination hatrack and umbrella stand and 
a little seat in which no one ever sat. 
There was the back hall with the wall 
telephone and the_ butcher’s calendar 
hanging beside it, and the bathroom which 
was more like a closet but had a beautiful 
tin tub painted robin’s egg blue on the 
outside with a hardwood rail all around 
the top, to which you carried your own 
supply of hot water. That was the house; 
but you can see that it was the kitchen 
which really mattered. . 

That must have been because Mrs. Far- 
rington was always in it, moving with her 
quick, easy step from the big wood stove 
which sprangled all across one end, 
warded on one side by the sputtering 
water boiler and on the other by the kin- 
dling box, to the homemade kitchen cabi- 
net and back to the sturdy oak safe with 
its perforated tin doors, brought out from 
Kentucky by her father in a covered 
wagon. When the lamps were still lit in 
the frosty dawns of winter morn- 
ings, you could hear her clear, 
sweet voice, which still man- 
aged to have a note of impreg- 
nable firmness in it, calling the 
children. 

“Al-pert, Gr-o-veR, Lu-cyyy, 
Li-taa! Get up now. You'll be 
late for school.” 
~ This was a remote contingency, 
because nobody ever heard of 
a Farrington child’s being late 
for school. Mrs. Farrington saw 
to that, but she threatened them 


Career Woman 


(Continued from page 17) 


for her, and she approached it with the 
deft, sure motions of an artist. She 
scrubbed and cleaned and skimmed the 
wrinkled cream from the great gray crocks 
of milk and plied the flip-flopping dasher 
in the old stone churn with the blue line 
around the top and patted the yellow but- 
ter into mounds with the wooden paddle 
and put the bread to rise and the clothes 
to soak. She ironed the starched petticoats 
with the flatiron, and lovingly wiped the 
plates on the plate rail and swept and 
dusted the parlor and rearranged the green 
plush album and the red glass mug with 
her name on it that Benjamin had brought 
her from the Columbian Exposition, and 
stood with her head on one side admiring 
her possessions. 

She made the beds, fluffing up the 
feather mattresses, and put on fresh pil- 
low slips, holding the enormous pillows 
under her chin and shaking them vigor- 
ously into their smooth linen cases. She 
always sang as she went about her busi- 
ness—pieces of songs, because she never 
could remember all the words. Sometimes 


UNDISCOVERED 
By C. R. Wylie, Jr. 


HOW can it be that you are unaware 
Of all you mean to me, of how I care? 
I have not said “I love you.” Love needs wings 
To pass from heart to heart, while words are things 


lip as she concentrated deeply on her 
handiwork. 

Mrs. Farrington had no_ philosophy 
about food. It was part of her heritage 
and part of her job. But undoubtedly she 
experienced satisfaction when the family 
drew up around the table for the evening 
meal, which was both hearty and zestful, 
and she ladled out the food on their plates 
and they ate them clean. The Farrington 
boys and girls were average children 
who quarreled and scuffled some. Albert 
tweaked Lila’s braids, and Grover teased 
Lucy about the Chilton boy. Lucy cleaved 
to her mother, and Lila was spoiled by 
Benjamin. The two brothers stuck to- 
gether like burrs against all comers. They 
took turns at doing the chores and some- 
times whined about them, but Mrs. Far- 
rington observed that she could always 
handle them better after a good meal. 

On the whole there never was a happier 
family. When the dishes were finished in 
the evening and the children struggled 
with their homework around the kitchen 
table and Benjamin retailed the gossip of 
the day as he had heard it from 
behind the coynter in his drug- 
store and Mrs. Farrington darned 
one of Grover’s stockings or 
plied a crochet hook on some 
endless piece of fancywork she 
was always doing, she used to 
taste their happiness like a mor- 
sel on her tongue, knowing that 
it was composed of good ingre- 
dients. It never occurred to her 
that her own spirit seasoned it 
and made it palatable. She never 
once considered that happiness 


every morning anyway, just to 
- make sure, and then added as 
an ingratiating afterthought, 
“Hot cakes!” 

At this last there was certain 


Like plodding feet, ill fit for passion’s use. 

And though it lay within my power to loose 
The lightning bolt, and bid it trace your name, 
And write my ardor with a leaping flame 
Across the sky, yet would that wondrous tale 


could fall and break open like a 
cake without a leavening agent. 

But it can—and did, though 
not for a long time. Mrs. Far- 
rington went right on with her 


to be a sound of scuffling above 
the stair well as the young Far- 
ringtons struggled into their long 
underwear and laced up their 
high shoes, and presently Lucy, 
who was her mother’s daughter, 
would come down with her pale 
braids tied up in a plaid ribbon, 
her face shining with soap, and 
set the table. Mrs. Farrington 
would already have gone on to other 
things. 

“Wipe your feet, Benjamin,” she would 
call out imperiously and unnecessarily to 
Mr. Farrington, who had just come in 
from the barn with a pail of foamy milk 
and was standing there chafing his cold 
hands together, his breath making a white 
balloon in the crisp air. Mr. Farrington 
always wiped his feet, because he knew 
better than to track up the linoleum, but 
she said it anyway, just in case, and then 
she added: “I’ve warmed your shoes for 
you. They’re behind the stove.” That was 
the way she was. You never knew whether 
she was bossing yeu to keep you from 
finding out what a kind heart she had, 
or spoiling you to take the sting out of 
her perpetual insistences. 

Can you see her—that strong, alive, 
free-moving figure in the faded blue cali- 
co dress which she always seemed to wear, 
with the white apron tied around her 
slender waist? She was so perfectly the 
master of her work—the benign despot 
of a family, the unconscious executive of 
the kitchen. Mrs. Farrington was a woman 
with a career, although I daresay she never 
knew it. That was before you heard any- 
thing about career women and the titanic 
struggle between the job and the home. 
With Mrs. Farrington it was all one. 

Every morning her work was laid out 
88 


Be undertold. But just behind the veil 

That hides me from an alien world there lies 
Longing and adoration in my eyes. 

Love would discern it, but you do not see. 
How can it be, my dear, how can it be? 


hymns, “Bring-ing in thuh sheaves— 
bringing mn thuh sheaves. We shall come 
re-JolI-cing .. .” Sometimes the old songs 
she had learned to play on the organ for 
her father: “Ill take you home again, 
Kathleen .. .” Sometimes the brand-new 
ballads of the day: “One kissed a ringlet 
of thin gray hair—the orH-er a Lock of 
b-r-rown—bidding FAREWELL to the Stars 
and Srrres—hum-hum-hm snum—went 
down.” She never finished a song. 

And she cooked an interminable pa- 
rade of savory meals—cakes and pies 
and cobblers, roasts and chickens and 
spareribs, soup and stews and succotash, 
pickles and preserves and relishes. She 
was never vain of her cooking—just con- 
fident. If she took pride in the fact that 
her basket was the first to be demolished 
at the Sunday School picnic, she hid it 
under a decent modesty which was part 
of her character. If Benjamin bragged in 
her presence that his wife set the best 
table in town, she blushed to the roots of 
her hair, and whether it was pleasure or 
simple embarrassment you never knew. 
Except that on the morrow she could usu- 
ally be discovered stirring up his favorite 
cake, pounding the sugar into the butter 
with unnecessary gusto, whipping the yel- 
low eggs into a delirious froth, her round 
arm moving in staccato rhythm, the tip 
of her tongue pressed against her upper 


lifework, and she was so pre- 
occupied with feeding and cloth- 
ing and keeping the children 
clean and on time at school that 
she hardly noticed the fact that 
their legs were elongating and 
their shoulders growing broad 
and that Lucy was putting her 
hair up or that Grover’s voice 
was changing or that Lila was a 
beauty or that Albert was on the out-— 
skirts of manhood. She didn’t realize that 
Benjamin was beginning to look stooped 
about the back or that her own hair was 
turning gray. She still moved with the 
same lightness and ease around the old 
Farrington kitchen and badgered the fam- 
ily with reminders and won them with 
cajoleries that came as afterthoughts, and 
sang parts of songs. 

“Pm going to have the lead in the class 
play, Mamma,” Lila told her. 

Mrs. Farrington was picking over cur- - 
rants for a fruitcake. She was proud of - 
Lila’s soft-eyed beauty, but she never 
liked to encourage her children with 
praise, being a firm believer in that in- 
junction about pride going before destruc- 
tion. That was before the need for self- 
expression became so prominent in child 
training. 

“Well,” Mrs. Farrington returned prim- 
ly, “I don’t suppose it’s because you were 
first in your studies.” Lila looked hurt, so 
her mother went on quickly. “You can 
wear my garnet necklace, Lila.” 

When Grover decided to be a doctor, 
she was pleased and stricken at the same 
time. He was the first to leave home. She 
cried into her feather pillow at night, and 
Benjamin patted her clumsily, and then 
she cried into Benjamin’s neck. But when 
the time came for Grover to go away to 


school, she stanched her misery with prac- 
tical worries about his health and what 
they would feed him in that unknown 
world of dormitories and laboratories and 
goodness knows what else. She packed 
him a lunch under which his gangling 
person staggered and loaded him with ad- 
monitions about underwear and mufflers 
and opening the windows at night and eat- 
ing a good, hearty breakfast like he was 
used to at home. When the train pulled 


out, Grover cried, too, and the last thing | 


he remembered was his mother standing 


beside the track wiping her eyes on her | 
gloves and calling after him, “I'll send you | 


a cake, Grover.” 

When Lucy married, a more permanent 
kind of sadness descended on her. This 
was a break which seemed so final. Every 
time she went into the girl’s room and saw 
Lucy’s little-girl things lying on the 
dresser, or when Lucy stood beside her in 
the kitchen washing the vegetables or 
churning the butter, a kind of inarticulate 
pain, mingled with happiness of a sort, 


swept over her. Lucy was marrying the | 


Chilton boy. 


“After all, 1 won’t be far away, Mamma,” | | 


Lucy kept reiterating, as if to still her own 
disquietude. “Tl be right here in town. 
Dll be back every day.” 

“T know it, Lucy,” Mrs. Farrington said 
with a touch of asperity to cover the threat 
of tears. “Wash those greens good, now. 
They’re awfully gritty. And don’t let me 
forget to give you the recipe for those drop 
dumplings you like so well.” Mrs. Far- 
rington couldn’t prevail on herself to sing 
that day, even a hymn. 


But when the time for the wedding | 
came, she was a veritable major-domo. | 


She felt a little unusual in her new blue 
silk with the bouquet of flowers pinned 
to her shoulder. But the cake she had 
baked aroused murmurs of excited ad- 
miration among the guests, and in the 
hubbub of the feast she was a strong and 
triumphant figure. Nobody ever had such 
a wedding supper as Lucy Farrington. 
People talked about it for years. 

When she went up to help Lucy change, 
she almost broke down, especially when 
Lucy ran and buried her head in her 
mother’s blue-silk bosom and spotted it 
with her youthful tears. Then Mrs. Far- 
rington had to take Willis Chilton’s side 
and steady her daughter’s trembling chin 
and wavering resolve with advice on how 
to treat a husband—a little late, but sound. 
Be his helpmate—sickness and health— 
keeper of his house—feed him well, some- 
thing that will stick to his ribs—death do 
you part. 


ee Lucy had gone the house seemed 

too big and the kitchen wider than 
it ever need be. But even four must eat, 
and Mrs. Farrington had her work. Then 
Lila made up her mind to go to New York 
and study dramatics. Mrs. Farrington 
didn’t know much about dramatics, but 
Lila was headstrong, like her father. 
Mrs. Farrington knew only that her baby 
was going away from home. 

“Mr. Ellerbe says I have the makings of 
an actress,” Lila insisted defiantly. 

Mr. Ellerbe was the English teacher who 
had coached the high-school play. 

“An actress,” Mrs. Farrington thought, 
aghast and still faintly thrilled by the 
idea. “But New York—Lila! Where would 
you live?” 

“I want an apartment of my own,” 
Lila stated because she was a member o 
that generation which eventually became 
known as flaming youth. 

“Why, Lila,’ her mother cried, “you 
can’t cook. Where would you eat?” 

“Oh, cooking!” Lila demeaned the sub- 
ject and prostrated herself before the high 
altar of her art. “I’m going to New York 
to work, not eat.” 
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Lila had her way, although it’s pretty 
certain that later on she went a little 
hungry. 

Albert had always worked in the drug- 
store with Benjamin, and when he married 
Mary Bruce, the minister’s daughter, Mrs. 
Farrington was pleased because she was 
a plain sweet girl who would take care 
of Albert. Then, too, Albert had always 
seemed so lonely since Grover had gone 
away. She was glad for him, although it 
left her and Benjamin alone in the house, 
and the big kitchen was full of the sighs 
and murmurs of more effulgent times. 

It had never occurred to Mrs. Farring- 
ton that anything could separate her and 
Benjamin. She had lain by his side every 
night since they were married, and that 
was forty years. Benjamin was the foun- 
tainhead of her career. He was as much 
a part of her as the right hand which beat 
up cakes for him. But something did sepa- 
rate them. Death. 

Benjamin never complained, but they 
brought him home one afternoon, and his 
heart had already stopped beating. His 
good, kind heart. That was the first time 
there ever had been strangers working in 
the Farrington kitchen. Lying on the bed 
in the darkened spare room, Mrs. Far- 
rington heard them moving about below— 
splashing and rattling things; and thr. ugh 
her anguish she resented them. She felt 
as if people were already trampling on 
her grave. And what difference did it 
make anyway, now that Benjamin was 
gone? What difference? She wished that 
she could be dead, with people trampling 
on her grave instead of in her kitchen. 
But they meant well, and she had to bear 
up for the children. 

There was one bright spot. Grover came 
home, and with him was a soft little blonde 
girl, and she was Grover’s wife. Grover 
was through with medical school and in- 
terneship and all those things Mrs. Far- 
rington‘wasn’t very clear about, and ready 
to go into practice. It was Albert who-per- 
suaded Grover to stay. Albert had the 
drugstore, and the old doctor needed a 
young assistant. So Grover settled down 
with Caroline in the Parrish cottage and 
began to be a doctor. 


MES: FARRINGTON stood her ground 
about keeping the house. All the chil- 
dren wanted her to come to live with 
them, except Lila, who still stayed in a 
furnished room in New York and wrote 
home about having a part in a real play— 
just a little part. But Mrs. Farrington said 
no. The house was the place for her, and 
after all, they couldn’t sell it for any- 
thing like as much as it was worth. So 
she stayed on there and kept up the trav- 
esty of cooking for one. Caroline, Grover’s 
wife, was a city girl and couldn’t cook, and 
that helped. When she came running over 
in dismal tears over the sad look of the 
pie she had baked because Grover liked it, 
Mrs. Farrington had a wonderful time 
showing her how. 

But all her children were worried 
about her. They couldn’t bear to think of 
her alone in that big old place. Something 
might happen. She ought to have help, 
too. That house was too much for one 
woman. Mrs. Farrington snorted. She 
didn’t feel any different from the way she 
did when the house had held one woman 
and a man and four children. Not a bit. 

But they badgered and nagged, the way 
she had once badgered them. Then Albert 
and Grover made up their minds that 
there had to be a stop put to it, and they 
hunted out Annie Green to be a hired girl 
for Mrs. Farrington. Mrs. Farrington 
found this repugnant, and when Annie 
coddled her and treated her like a child, 
she could have smacked her the way she 
used to smack Lucy and Lila when they 
were naughty. But she couldn’t smack 
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Annie, who was enormous and dumb and 
did everything absolutely the wrong way, 
according to Mrs. Farrington. 

She put up with it, reminding herself 
that she ought to be grateful the children 
were interested in her welfare now that 
they all had homes and affairs of their 
own, but she didn’t like it a bit. She con- 
sidered taking a few schoolteachers to 
board, but when this information seeped 
out-in the drugstore, Albert and Grover 
rared and snorted and descended on her 
in an irate body, so she had to give up 
the idea. 

Then she took out her splendid energies 
in fixing boxes for Lila "way off in New 
York and delicacies for the neighbor- 
hood sick and in keeping the cookie jar 
crammed for the occasional onslaughts of 
Lucy’s children. But her heart wasn’t in 
it. The old drive wasn’t there, the old 
necessity. Mrs. Farrington had been forced 
into retirement before she was ready. She 
didn’t want to rest. She wasn’t tired. 


spay the unbelievable happened. Albert 
and Grover had a falling out. Nobody 
ever seemed to know exactly what it was 
about—maybe it was five dollars, maybe it 
was a political opinion, maybe it was just 
an overwrought word. Whatever it was, it 
ended by being the principle of the thing. 
First there was a strained coldness, an un- 
yielding taciturnity between two brothers 
who had always been thicker than thieves. 
Finally the break became open. Grover 
moved his offices to rooms over the rival 
drugstore, and they stopped speaking in 
the street. By that time the whole town 
was taking sides in the undefined quarrel 
between the Farrington boys. 

Mrs. Farrington flouted the commotion 
at first. When Lucy rushed into the 
kitchen in tears one afternoon, she paid 
no more attention to her than she had 
when Lucy had come crying because 
Grover was teasing her about Willis 
Chilton. 

“Tl give them a good talking-to,” Mrs. 
Farrington conceded at last, more to check 
Lucy’s sobs than because she took any 
stock in this fracas. 

But she had to change her mind. When 
she invited Albert and Mary to dinner 
and then Grover and Caroline, Grover 
said they couldn’t come—he had a very 
sick patient. Mrs. Farrington let it go at 
that. On Sunday after Albert was sated 
with roast chicken and sage stuffing and 
Mary had gone upstairs to put the baby 
to sleep, she spoke sharply to him. 

“Now, Albert, what is all this foolish- 
ness I hear about you and Grover?” 

Albert froze at the mention of Grover’s 
name and got up and stalked out to the 
barn. It was then that Mrs. Farrington 
realized that it was no longer possible 
either to badger or cajole. She was dis- 
couraged but not beaten. She tried the 
same tactics on Grover with even more 
discouraging results. 

Grover turned his face on her distorted 
with wrath and shouted, “I have no 
brother—do you hear me!” 

Any other woman would have crumpled 
and cried. Mrs. Farrington was different. 
She had always had spirit, and she had 
it still. Her hand itched for a peach- 
limb switch with which she had often 
brought Grover to heel in his youth. 
Grover was too big to whip, but he wasn’t 
too big to reprimand. 

“Albert is your brother, Grover. Nobody 
ought to know better than me. And I want 
you to remember it.” 

With that she drew her still slender fig- 
ure up to its full height and repaired to 
the quiet kitchen, where she started up a 
batch of doughnuts for no earthly reason 
except that her soul needed release. 

Well, things dragged on like that for a 
long time, Mrs. Farrington thought and 


thought about the problem, not liking to 
admit that she was stumped. She had 
Mary and Caroline over and told them that 
they mustn’t let the carrying on of two 
pig-headed men make any difference in 
their friendship. The two young women 
threw their arms around each other and 
cried, and Mrs. Farrington felt more and 
more like taking a black-snake whip to 
her recalcitrant sons. “If only Benjamin 
were here,” she thought to herself. “He’d 
know what to do.” 

When Grover’s and Caroline’s baby was 
born, she hoped that maybe Albert, who 
had always been the soft and steady one, 
would go more than partway and break 
down the wall that rose between them, 
higher than your eye could see. But Albert 
set his chin, and Grover only seemed more 
arrogant than ever. Christmas came and 
went, and Mrs. Farrington had never 
known such an unsatisfactory holiday. 
Christmas had been one of the big events 
of the year because the family all came 
home to sit around the table and Mrs. Far- 
rington plied them with viands and was in 
her glory. But this year Lila telegraphed 
from New York that she was about to get 
a part in another play (not mentioning the 
fact that she didn’t have enough money 
for railroad fare) so she couldn’t come, 
and neither Grover nor Albert would con- 
sent to come home if the other one was 
there. Mrs. Farrington went to Lucy’s for 
dinner, and although Lucy and Willis did 
everything to make her happy, she felt so 
weighted down with sadness and so use- 
less because she didn’t have a turkey to 
baste that her shoulders began to droop 
for the first time. 

It must have been along in March—a 
raw, cold day without a hint of spring, 
that Mrs. Farrington made up her mind. 
“Come home. Need you,” she frugally 
wired Lila, thoughtfully accompanying the 
message with a money order because Mrs. 
Farrington never had any delusions about 
Lila’s engagements in the theatre. She had 
an idea that she was working at the no- 
tions counter of some department store all 
the time. Then she began laying her plans. 
She sent Annie on a vacation and rolled 
up her sleeves. She didn’t tell anybody 
what she was doing. 


ee afternoon that Lila was due to ar- 
rive, Mrs. Farrington ran over to 
Lucy’s house. “Could you come by just 
before supper, dearie? I'm having com- 
pany, and I want you to help me with ~ 
something.” 

“Oh, who, Mamma?” Lucy asked, 
thrilled to think her mother was taking an 
interest in something again, and figuring 
in her own mind that it was the Baptist 
minister and his wife. 

“You'll see,” said Mrs. Farrington, and 
scurried out like a frightened doe. 

When she got home, she called the 
store’s familiar number and spoke to Al- 
bert. “Albert,” she said, “I want you to 
come by this evening before supper. I have 
a little business I want you to attend to.” 

There was something in his mother’s 
voice which precluded anything but ac- 
quiescence. “Sure, Mamma,” he said, and 
then he bantered her. “What’s up? Going 
to make your will?” 

“Not right yet,” Mrs. Farrington replied, 
and replaced the receiver on the hook. 

Now there was only Grover, but she 
must leave Grover to the last. He was the 
wild one. If a hint got to him from around 
town that Albert was going to be there, 
horses wouldn’t drag him. But there were 
ways of handling Grover. There were 
ways. 

Then Mrs. Farrington turned her atten- 
tion to the real business. She went into 
the kitchen, uncluttered by the presence 
of Annie, and dug in. It was almost like 
the old days. She beat eggs and sifted flour 


“and creamed the butter and sugar and slid 

the cake into the oven. She even sang, 
“Bringing mv the sheaves—bringing IN the 
sheaves.” It was like the old days except 
that she got a little tired. She dressed the 
chickens and put them to stewing. She 
made the salad—no anemic green stuff, 
but a conglomeration of six different kinds 
of canned fruits, a few nuts and marshmal- 
lows, and anything else fancy she had on 
the shelf. She mixed the whole thing up 
with boiled dressing and whipped cream 
and decorated it with cherries. That was 
Lila’s favorite. She peeled the potatoes 
and turned out the peas. She mixed up 
the dumplings and set the kitchen table. 

Lila came first—looking gaunt and har- 
ried, tired from the long trip and anxious 
about the summons. She cried when she 
threw her arms around her mother and 
sniffed the air like a hungry puppy. She 
hung over the table, licking spoons. Mrs. 
Farrington’s heart gave a great leap in her 
chest. Here was one member of the flock 
that needed feeding. 

When Lucy arrived, she was so over- 
come by the sight of her sister that she 
didn’t notice that the table had five plates. 
Albert did, and he stiffened, but Mrs. Far- 
rington didn’t give him time to do any- 
thing. 

“Albert,” she ordered, as if he were a 
little boy again. “You'll have to go milk 
the cow. Annie’s on a trip, and the Faulk- 
ner boy was supposed to look after the 
barn, but he hasn’t showed up. The 
bucket’s on the back porch.” She added as 
an afterthought: “You better stay for sup- 
per. I’ve got dumplings. Ill call Mary and 
tell her I’m going to keep you.” 

Albert went out, biting his lip. 

Open-mouthed Lucy and Lila followed 
their mother’s progress to the telephone. 
When she got Grover on the line, she 
hitched up her shoulders and spoke firmly 
into it. 

“Grover, can you run over here for a 
minute right away?” 

It was obvious to Lucy and Lila that 
Grover was about to give some excuse, 
just from the expression on Mrs. Farring- 
ton’s face. 

“I said for you to come, Grover,” she 
interposed. “I’m—I’m sick.” She hung the 
receiver back on the hook. Her ears were 
pink at the memory of that barefaced lie, 
probably the first deliberate untruth she 
had ever uttered. Mrs. Farrington had 
never felt. better in her life. 


ALBEE was washing his hands at the 
sink when Grover burst in, rumpled 
and anxious. Mrs. Farrington was stoop- 
ing before the oven in a characteristic pose 
of the past, inspecting the biscuits. 

“Why, Mamma! Mamma, you said—” 
Grover broke out, and then he saw Albert, 
standing in a brooding shadow by the 
sink. 

Grover turned, but Mrs. Farrington’s 
voice crackled around him, full of au- 
thority. 

“We're just ready to sit down,” she an- 
swered. “Dumplings. Run down in the 
cellar, Grover, and bring up that quart 
of peach pickle. It’s on the bottom shelf. 
Hurry now. The biscuits will get cold.” 

Nobody ever figured out why Grover 
did it. Maybe it was some reflex from his 
childhood. He stood there, swaying be- 
tween anger and capitulation, and then he 
went toward the cellar door, scuffing his 
feet the way he had done when he was 
ten years old. 

Everybody was at the table when he 
got back except Mrs. Farrington. She took 
the fruit jar out of his hand. 

“Sit there,” she said, pointing to his old 
place beside Lila. 

Grover had hardly realized that Lila 
was inexplicably at home. 


Mrs. Farrington emptied the pickled ' 
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SAYS BAD BREATH 
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toothbrush clean out decaying food 
particles and stop the stagnant saliva 
odors that cause. much bad breath. 
Besides, Colgate’s soft, safe polishing 
agent cleans enamel—makes teeth 
sparkle. Always use Colgate’s—regu- 
larly and frequently. No other denti- 
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peaches, rife with cloves and drooling in 
dark, sweet juice, into her cut-glass bowl, 
and then she sat down and began to ladle 
out the chicken and dumplings. She meant 
to ask the blessing, but, thinking how 
Benjamin ought to be sitting there at the 
other end, she knew her voice would 
crack. Anyhow, she just had a feeling that 
God knew all about this meal. 

It was a frightening moment. It was a 
moment so important, so charged with 
private drama, so significant in the lives 
of these few, that they hardly dared to 
breathe. Anything could have happened, 
but nothing did. When the loaded plates 
were distributed around, Grover held a 
bowl across the table to his brother and 
said in a quite normal voice, 

“Have some relish, Al?” 

“Don’t mind if I do,” said Albert, and 
accepted the dish as if it had been the 
Holy Grail. 

That was all there ever was to it. Maybe 
it was the mere fact that they were all 
around the old kitchen table again, laugh- 
ing and chattering and arguing the way 
they used to. Maybe it was Mrs. Farring- 
ton—sitting there at the head of the table, 
completely in command, plying them with 
food, refusing to take sides, and bossing 
them the way she always had. Maybe it 
was the chicken and dumplings. Whatever 
it was, the bitterness was wiped away as 
the plates were emptied. If Albert and 
Grover were a little reserved, that was to 
be expected, but they grinned sheepishly 
while the women ran on. 

“Remember the time the bees stung Al- 
bert?” Lucy laughed. “He swelled up like 
a poisoned pup.” 

“Grover put mud on the bites,” Mrs. 
Farrington remembered. “He was a born 
doctor.” 

“Albert always held my underwear 
down in my stockings,” Lila said, “and the 
time Grover slid down the coal chute and 
tore his pants, he sewed them up.” 

“But I found out,” Mrs. Farrington re- 
minded them. “And they both got a 
switching.” 

Everybody had finished eating except 
Lila, who couldn’t seem to finish. She was 
still nibbling on a biscuit plastered with 
blackberry jam. 

“Mamma, do you think I could get to- 
gether an expression class here in town?” 
Lila asked unexpectedly, her brows work- 
ing with thought. “I—I want to stay 
home.” 


happy plunge, but she managed to swallow 
her excitement. “Why, I don’t know, Lila. 
You never did teach expression, did you?” 

Lucy broke in loyally. “Of course you 
could, Lila. There isn’t an expression 
teacher here, and what with being on the 
stage—’. 

Mrs. Farrington could no longer contain 
herself. “You could use the front room, 
Lila, for your class.” 


the had settled thickly over the 
town. The last dish was washed and _ 
in its place. Grover and Albert had ambled 
off together, talking a little awkwardly at 
first, now that the atmosphere of the 
familiar kitchen lay behind them, but 
warming to each other as they went. Lila 
had gone home with Lucy to see the chil- 
dren, but she would be back. She would 
be back to stay, 

Mrs. Farrington untied her apron and 
hung it behind the door. She didn’t know 
it, but she had just put the crowning 
achievement on her career. She had closed 
a deal. She had won a case. She had ac- 
complished a masterpiece. She should 
have felt wildly happy, but she didn’t 
especially. She just felt satisfied. As a mat- 
ter of fact, her mind was already running 
on toward what she ought to have for 
breakfast. 


Mrs. Farrington’s heart gave a great 


with his foot and flapped his arms like a 
rooster about to crow, and the bandsmen 
sitting in the green rotunda blew out their 
cheeks and glared at the music. Now there 
came a little “flutey” bit—very pretty!—a 
little chain of bright drops. Sne was sure 
it would be repeated. It was; she lifted 
her head and smiled. 

Only two people shared her “special” 
seat: a fine old man in a velvet coat, his 
hands clasped over a huge carved walk- 
ing-stick, and a big old woman, sitting 
upright, with a roll of knitting on her 
embroidered apron. They did not speak. 
This was disappointing, for Miss Brill al- 
ways looked forward to the conversation. 
She had become really quite expert, she 
thought, at listening as though she didn’t 
listen, at sitting in other people’s lives 
just for a minute while they talked round 

er. 

She glanced, sideways, at the old couple. 
Perhaps they would go soon. Last Sunday, 
too, hadn’t been as interesting as usual. 
An Englishman and his wife, he wearing 
a dreadful Panama hat and she button 
boots. And she’d gone on the whole 
time about how she ought to wear 
spectacles; she knew she needed 
them; but that it was no good get- 
ting any; they’d be sure to break 
and they’d never keep on. And 
he’d been so patient. He’d suggested 
everything—gold rims, the kind 
that curved round your ears, little 
pads inside the bridge. No, noth- 
ing would please her. “They'll al- 
ways be sliding down my nose!” 

Miss Brill had wanted to shake her. 

The old people sat on the bench, 
still as statues. Never mind, there 
was always the crowd to watch. To 
and fro, in front of the flower-beds, 
and the band rotunda, the couples 
and groups paraded, stopped to talk, 
to greet, to buy a handful of flow- 
ers from the old beggar who had 
his tray fixed to the railings. Little 
children ran among them, swooping 
and laughing; little boys with big 
_white silk bows under their chins, 
little French dolls, dressed up in 
velvet and lace. And sometimes a 
tiny staggerer came suddenly rock- 
ing into the open from under the 
trees, stopped, stared, as suddenly sat 
down “flop,” until its small high-step- 
ping mother, like a young hen, rushed 
scolding to its rescue. Other people sat 
on the benches and green chairs, but they 
were nearly always the same, Sunday after 
Sunday, and—Miss Brill had often noticed 
—there was something funny about nearly 
all of them. They were odd, silent, nearly 
all old, and from the way they stared they 
looked as though they’d just come from 
dark little rooms or even—even cup- 
boards! : 

Behind the rotunda the slender trees 
with yellow leaves down drooping, and 
through them just a line of sea, and be- 
yond the blue sky with gold-veined 
clouds. 

Tum-tum-tum tiddle-um! tiddle-um! 
tum tiddley-um tum ta! blew the band. 

Two young girls in red came by and 
two young soldiers in blue met them and 
thev laughed and paired and went off arm- 
in-arm. Two peasant women with funny 
straw hats passed, gravely, leading beau- 
tiful smoke-coloured donkeys. A cold, 
pale nun hurried by. A beautiful woman 
came along and dropped her bunch of 
violets, and a little boy ran efter to hand 
them to her, and she took them and 
threw them away as if they’d been 
poisoned. Dear me! Miss Brill didn’t know 
whether to admire that or not! And now 


Miss Brill 
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an ermine toque and a gentleman in grey 
met just in front of her. He was tall, stiff, 
dignified, and she was wearing the ermine 
toque she’d bought when her hair was 
yellow. Now everything, her hair, her 
face, even her eyes, was the same colour 
as the shabby ermine, and her hand, in 
its cleaned glove, lifted to dab her lips, 
was a tiny yellowish paw. Oh, she was so 
pleased to see him—delighted! She rather 
thought they were going to meet that 
afternoon. She described where she’d been 
—everywhere, here, there, along by the 
sea. The day was so charming—didn’t he 
agree? And wouldn’t he, perhaps? .. . 
But he shook his head, lighted a cigarette, 
slowly breathed a great deep puff into her 
face, and, even while she was still talking 
and laughing, flicked the match away and 
walked on. The ermine toque was alone; 
she smiled more brightly than ever. But 
even the band seemed to know what she 
was feeling and played more softly, played 
tenderly, and the drum beat, “The Brute! 
The Brute!” over and over. What would 
she do? What was going to happen now? 


THE STRONG GO ON 
By Elaine V. Emans 


had quite a queer, shy feeling at telling 
her English pupils how she spent her 
Sunday afternoons. No wonder! Miss Brill 
nearly laughed out loud. She was on the 
stage. She thought of the old invalid 
gentleman to whom she read the news- 
paper four afternoons a week while he 
slept in the garden. She had got quite 
used to the frail head on the cotton pil- 
low, the hollowed eyes, the open mouth 
and the high pinched nose. If he’d been 
dead, she mightn’t have noticed for weeks; 
she wouldn’t have minded. But suddenly 
he knew he was having the paper read 
to him by-an actress! “An actress!” The 
old head lifted; two points of light quiv- 
ered in the old eyes. “An actress—are 
ye?” And Miss Brill smoothed the news- 
paper as though it were the manuscript 
of her part and said gently: “Yes, I have 
been an actress for a long time.” 

The band had been having a rest. Now 
they started again. And what they played 
was warm, sunny, yet there was just 
a faint chill—a something, what was it? 
—not sadness—no, not sadness—a some- 

thing that made you want to sing. 
The tune lifted, the light shone; 
and it seemed to Miss Brill that in 
another moment all of them, all 
the whole company, would begin 
singing. The young ones, the laugh- 
ing ones who were moving to- 


THE strong go on—such little words they are, 
But they are wingéd sandals for my feet, 

And for my hand a shining scimitar 

To flourish at the obstacles I meet! 

I bind the sandals on and think how stout 

And beautiful they are, though they are plain, 
And, struggling with discouragement and doubt, 
I never flash the scimitar in vain. 


gether, they would begin, and the 
men’s voices, very resolute and 
brave, would join them.’ And then 
she too, she too, and the others 
on the benches—they would come 
in with a kind of accompaniment— 
something low, that scarcely rose 
or fell, something so beautiful— 
moving ... And Miss Brill’s eyes 
filled with tears and ‘she looked 
smiling at the other members of 


T ‘ gn DS OF 
HE strong go on—so quickly it is said, 


But in the saying bugles often blow 

Some brave majestic song above my head 
That I may not go stooping, nor too slow. 
A keen blade and a song and shoes with wings: 
How fortified he is who has these things! 


But as Miss Brill wondered, the ermine 
toque turned, raised her hand as though 
she’d seen some one else, much nicer, 
just over there, and pattered away. And 
the band changed again and played more 
quickly, more gaily than ever, and the 
old couple on Miss Brill’s seat got up and 
marched away, and such a funny old man 
with long whiskers hobbled along in time 
to the music and was nearly knocked over 
by four girls walking abreast. 

Oh, how fascinating it was! How she 
enjoyed it! How she loved sitting here, 
watching it all! It was like a play It was 
exactly like a play. Who could believe 
the sky at the bzck wasn’t painted? But 
it wasn’t till a little brown dog trotted on 
solemn and then slowly trotted off, like 
a little “theatre” dog, a little dog that had 
been drugged, that Mics Brill discovered 
what it was that made it so exciting. They 
were all on the stage. They weren't only 
the audience, not only looking on; they 
were acting. Even she had a part and came 
every Sundzy. No doubt somebody would 
have noticed if she hadn’t been there; 
she was part of the performance after all. 
How strange she’d never thought of it 
like that before! And yet it explained 
why she made such a point of starting 
from home at just the same time each 
week—so as not to be Itte for the per- 
formance—and it also explained why she 


the company. Yes, we understand, 
we understand, she thought— 
though what they understood she 
didn’t know. 

Just at that moment a boy and 
a girl came and sat down where 
the old couple had been. They were 
beautifully dressed; they were in 
love. The hero and heroine, of 
course, just arrived from his father’s 
yacht. And still soundlessly sing- 
ing, still with that trembling smile, Miss 
Brill prepared to listen. 

“No, not now,” said the girl. “Not here, 
I can’t.” “But why? Because of that stupid 
old thing at the end there?” asked the boy. 
“Why does she come here at all—who 
wants her? Why doesn’t she keep her silly 
old mug at home?” “It’s her fu-fur which 
is so funny,” giggled the girl. “It’s exactly 
like a fried whiting.” “Ah, be off with 
you!” said the boy in an angry whisper. 
Then: “Tell me, ma petite chere—” “No, 
not here,” said the girl. “Not yet.” 

On her way home she usually bought a 
slice of honey-cake at the baker’s. It was 
her Sunday treat. Sometimes there was 


‘an almond in her slice, sometimes not. It 


made a great difference. If there was an 
almond it was like carrying home a tiny 
present—a surprise—something that might 
very well not have been there. She hur- 
ried on the almond Sundays and struck 
the match for the kettle in quite a dash- 
ing way. But today she passed the baker’s 
by, climbed the stairs, went into the little . 
dark room—her room like a cupboard— 
and sat down on the red eiderdown. She 
sat there for a long time. The box that the 
fur came out of was on the bed. She un- 
clasped the necklet quickly; quickly, 
without looking, laid it inside. But when 
she put the lid on, she thought she heard 
something crying. 
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changing, and they cannot deal with the 
imponderable. If complete statistics ab- 
solutely proved that women are safe driv- 
ers, that might be because men, being 
afraid of them, drive more carefully when 
their cars are near. 

Certainly, however, there is no visible 
basis in fact for believing that women, as 
women, do not drive as well as men. The 
record shows fewer women drivers; it 
shows that they are older when they begin 
to drive and that their mileage is far less 
than men’s. 

So one would suppose in general that 
an unknown woman would probably drive 
less expertly than an unknown man, be- 
cause the chances are that the man has 
done more driving. But actually you can- 
not know which is the better driver unless 
you know them both personally. We all 
know some women who drive better than 
most men we know, and some who drive 
better than some men, and some whose 
cars we don’t get into if we can help it. 
Just as we know expert, and moderately 
good, and some terrifying men drivers. 

Driving, like anything else, is 
an individual matter; a matter of 
character, temperament, experi- 
ence, and trained skill. Why ar- 
gue whether men or women are 
better drivers? The point is that 
more of America’s women should 
learn to drive, and should drive 
more. 

Modern cars are built for 
women. These powerful and ex- 
quisitely sensitive mechanisms, 
responding to a touch, exist to 
destroy for us the limitations 
of time and space, to give us 
wider horizons, more freedom 
ond beauty and usefulness and 

un. 

If women are not as good driv- 
ers as men, they can learn to 
drive better than they do. If we 
are naturally as well able to live 
fully in the twentieth century 
with our men as women were 
to conquer a wilderness with 
their men in the nineteenth, let 
us learn to drive like women, 
and end these masculine fears and jeers. 

Like all American enterprises in which 
so many human desires are free to oper- 
ate, our motoring has been disorderly and 
chaotic. While Europe remained orderly, 
controlled, safe, and afoot or on bicycles, 
America took a luxury from a few rich 
men and made it the poor man’s necessity. 
In 20 years 40,000,000 human beings, all 
kinds of brains, bodies, and characters, 
rushed upon the highways with locomo- 
tives, while the highways were built under 
them, and the machines changed from 
lumbering, rattling, gas-lighted, hand- 
cranked, hard-tired crawlers to these 
swift, sensitive, flying modern ears. It is 
a wonder that nearly all the 40,000,000 
lived. 

Pell-mell, helter-skelter, dangerously, 
uncontrolled, and planless. Americans got 
cars. And now a strange thing is happen- 
ing; a new impulse comes upon. this 
people. The danger in motoring is de- 
creasing. 

Since January, 1938, the accident and 
death rate on our highways has swiftly 
and steadily fallen. There is no readily 
ascertainable reason for this. It has not 
occurred before. For 20 years the highway 
death rate has risen with terrible steadi- 
ness. It has never before dropped decisive- 
ly for so long a time. 

Drivers’ licensing does not account for 
this, for in most states the license is vir- 
tually no more than an additional tax, 
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with no other effect than taxes have. More 
cars are being sold, more cars are on the 
highways, more women are driving, and 
the danger decreases. And there is an in- 
creasing spontaneous demand for schools 
of driving. 

The American Automobile Association 
is implementing this desire for safe driv- 
ing, as it implemented the early desire for 
any kind of driving. Once its members 
clutched those essential A.A.A. road maps 
that told us, always reliably, to turn left 
at the country church, drive one-eighth 
mile northeast, and put on the tire chains 
before making a square right turn at the 
red barn. Today A.A.A. members are go- 
ing to their own driving schools. In two 
years they have opened these schools in 
Chicago, in Flint, in New York City; in 
New Haven, Connecticut; Cincinnati; 
Cleveland; Norfolk and Roanoke, Virginia; 
Pottstown, Pennsylvania; and Washing- 
LOND ses 

This is the American method—free in- 
dividuals in voluntary groups, ungovern- 
mental, unbureaucratic, without political 


EPILOGUE 
By Helene Mullins 


or profit motives, and flexibly adapted to 
various and changing human desires. 
Some of these schools teach anyone who 
can learn to drive, others teach only mem- 
bers and their families. Some are using 
cars with dual controls, the student learn- 
ing to meet all hazards in traffic while 
the expert is ready to take instant control 
if necessary. 

All adapt their methods to the individual 
students. They teach a thorough knowl- 
edge of the car’s mechanisms, so that no 
mysteries lurk in the chassis and under 
the hood. Students must know their 
state’s traffic laws and be 100 percent pro- 
ficient in actual highway driving before 
they can get the A.A.A. certificate. The 
cost of this training is cost without profit, 
and varies from about $5 to about $25. 

Women are crowding these schools. 
One of the most successful is run by a 
woman, Mrs. Mildred V. McKay, in 
Cleveland. Seventy-five percent of her 
students are women, and she says their 
problems involve her in a court of domes-= 
tic relations. Most of them have been 
yearning to drive for years, and they have 
a long history of friction with husbands 
who have either been trying to teach them 
to drive or refusing to let them touch the 
car. 

Men call the school and ask Mrs. McKay 
to lure their wives into learning to drive 
without letting them suspect that the 
husband wants them to. And many women 


! 


IT IS time for rest, my love; the flame that blazed 
So high between us now is flickering low. 
Having known splendor once and having gazed 
Straight at the sun, now that it is time to go 
Into the dimness, into the quiet, the lonely 
Sad realm of memory, let us study to be brave. 
We are not the first, we are not the only 
Lovers from whom life took back what it gave; 
The hour has come, and the clock is slowly striking, 
Bidding us part, and into solitude descend. 
Futile our eager protests, our fierce disliking; 
The long, dear road we traveled has reached its end. 


enroll secretly, intending to surprise their 
husbands. Willing conspirators, the A.A.A. 
schools never send a notice to a student’s 
home, or telephone there. 

Mrs. McKay keeps in touch with her 
students for a year after she has certified 
them, to give them a little more help if 
they need it, and they tell her their ex- 
periences. 

One woman described driving on a 
wild night of storm and washouts. “I was 
so proud to think I could relieve my hus- 
band at the wheel, and that he went right 
to sleep, trusting me at the wheel in such 
bad conditions.” 

A girl tells her: “They laughed when I 
took the wheel, but after ten easy les- 
sons— It sounds silly, but it isn’t that way 
at all. That’s just the way it worked out 
for me.” 

Mrs. McKay herself wheedled her 
father into letting her drive when she was 
eleven years old. He yielded on condition 
that she learn all about internal-combus- 
tion engines and teach herself to drive on 
an empty street near by. She says the 
younger, the better, and that 
girls should learn to drive as 
early as their brothers. Her 
older graduates solve the anx- 
ious problem of the children and 
the car by sending sons and 
daughters to the school. “No, 
you cannot have the car until 
you get the certificate.” 

The A.A.A. certificates have 
nothing to do with legal licenses. 
These schools meet the demand 
of their members to be thor- 
oughly trained drivers, and their 
standard of safe driving is far in 
excess of legal requirements. 
They have already graduated 
more than 1200 confident, com- 
petent, safe drivers. 

When. working with women 
especially, they emphasize the 
thoroughness and long practice 
that give sureness, confidence, 
quickness, and speed, since 
women have to overcome the 
prejudice that expects every 
woman driver to behave like a 
hen on the road. 

When Americans wanted motorcars, 
they got them; now that we want safety 
on our highways, we will have that, too. 
The means are at hand in every com- 
munity. The A.A.A. has affiliations in 
most towns, ready to respond to the 
demand that any woman can arouse 
among her friends. There are other groups, 
clubs, associations, everywhere in our 
country. By using these already existing 
instruments of free, flexible cooperation, 
women everywhere can give themselves 
cost-price training in fast, sure, safe 
driving. 

Perhaps a certain woman cannot learn 
to drive; if not, the A.A.A. school will tell 
her so. The Association finds that about 
10 percent of students, men and women, 
physically unhandicapped, cannot learn 
to drive as safely as it demands. Some of 
these, denied certificates, blithely pass the 
state’s license test and drive anyway. 
Public opinion hes yet to stop irrespon- 
sible driving, as it once stopped tobacco- 
juice spitting. 

After driving for forty years, Ameri- 
cans are learning to drive. American 
women are learning, and as more and 
more of us get out in these marvels of 
effortless speed on our glorious highways, 
we must continue to increase the joy and 
safety of motoring. 

We women must become better and bet- 
ter drivers! 


Merrily We Wash 


(Continued from page 81) 
the sparkling windowpanes. Now this 
room has taken its place as a second serv- 
ice room and enjoys its regular clean-up. 


Automatic Washing. As the picture 
shows, we have an automatic washer, 
which takes care of the washing—half 
of the laundry job. Automatic washing 
is a story in itself, but it deserves to be 
said here that aside from the complete- 
ness of the job an automatic washer 
performs, it gives the user such abso- 
lute freedom that washing no longer in- 
terferes with other daily routine jobs. 
As a consequence laundering in our 
house is no longer a weekly task, but is 
carried on as many times each week as 
is necessary to keep a full supply of 
clothing and household linens ready. 


Placing the Equipment. The placing of 
our equipment in the laundry was a 
simple problem. The washer was in- 
stalled quite naturally adjacent to the 
tubs, where it is emptied from the pump 
hung over the edge of the tub. The table 
at the side is used as a sorting table; and 
although it is a bit limited in size, it an- 
swers very well. A table about 5’ or 
more in length would be more useful. 
The basket on wheels is brought to the 
sorting table for a load of clothes and 
then wheeled back to the machine. When 
the clothes are ready to go to the dry- 
ing yard, they are carried out through 
the adjoining garage instead of upstairs 
through the kitchen. 


The Washer’s Partner—the Ironer. 
Speaking of ironing, may we take you 
back to the article, “But Oh—The Iron- 
ing,’ in the August, 1938, Goop Hovusr- 
KEEPING, where we emphasize how time- 
consuming ironing can be. Manufactur- 
ers of laundry equipment realize this 
only too well, and it is for this reason that 


they are making such attractive offers |: 


in the purchase of washer and ironer, 
even though they are two separate and 
distinct units. It remains now for women 
to come to a realization of the importance 
of an ironing machine as they have pre- 
viously accepted the washing machine. 

In my laundry the major part of the 
ironing work is done on the ironer. This 
is not a matter of great skill in using the 
ironer. on the part of either myself or 
Marie, my helper. It has been, rather, a 
matter of practice and knowledge passed 
on by the manufacturer of the ironing 
machine, who is constantly working out 
better methods and greater perfection. 
‘The thermostatic adjustment on the iron- 
ing machine maintains just as constant a 
temperature as the controlled hand iron; 
and there is, therefore, no reason why 
silks, rayons, and other fine fabrics cannot 
be ironed by machine. 


Not Less Time, But More Ease. There 
seems to be a feeling on the part of some 
people that an ironing machine should cur- 
tail, to a very large degree, the time ex- 
pended. This is not exactly true, for there 
is Just as much handling of the individual 
pieces with the machine as there is with 
the hand method. In my opinion the im- 
portant thing is the ease with which iron- 
ing is done, and the professional look 
which can be attained. 

Those of you who may be making 
changes in your laundry plans—do not 
feel discouraged with your situation! If 
you have satisfactory laundry equipment, 
a bit of paint and a new floor covering 
will do the rest; and it will more than pay 
for itself in the enjoyment it will bring 
you. And don’t forget that. an ironing ma- 
chine rightfully belongs in the laundry—a 
partner of the washing machine. 





YOU'RE A WISE YOUNG WOMAN \ 


To usE GOOD LUCK= 
ITS DATED FOR FRESHNESS 


YES, AND 
GOOD LUCK 
CONTAINS @& 
VITAMINS A 
AND D — SO 

IMPORTANT FOR 

MY BABY. 
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Because GOOD LUCK Is Dated For Freshness— 


And Sold So Fresh 


i anteed freshness is one impor- 
mae ae for GOOD LUCK’S delicious, 
wholesome flavor — and this superior 
flavor is positively assured because 
Goop Luck always reaches you “while 
eee Goop LUCK with other brands 
of margarine. You will notice at once 
that Goop LUCK spreads smoothly, even 
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GOOD LUCK 


VEGETABLE 


“THE FINEST AND FRESHEST SPREAD FOR BREAD”’ 


—It Contains No Artificial Preservatives 


efrigerator temperatures, and never 
oa fae or brittle. In texture and taste 
you'll agree that it’s just what you vs 
always wanted in your ‘spread for brea 
and for your cooking and baking, too. 
Besides all these advantages, modern 
mothers know Goop LUCK cen 
important essentials for growing children 
—vitamins A* and D*. 
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try 
this stunt... 


Bat. ..don’t neglect your jaw muscles 
just because you are not a circus per- 
former. Weak jaw muscles are bad for 
the teeth, the gums and the digestion. 
Besides, they usually make you look old. 


Strong jaw muscles encourage the vigor- 
ous chewing that massages the gums 
and benefits the teeth. 


So chew a “chewy” gum that helps provide the 
needed exercise for oral health. Many dentists 
suggest FLEERS because it is three times as large 
and eight times as chewy as ordinary gum. Get 
the extra benefit and extra pleasure of chewing 
FLEERS. Refreshing flavor all 
the way through — young or 
old, you'll like it. 











TEST YOUR 
CHEWING STRENGTH! 


Find out whether. your own 
jaw muscles need exercise. 


1. Bite off a piece of FLEERS 
size to suit you). 

2. Chew for 15 minutes. 

3. Check results, 


If very tired—muscles very weak. 
If slightly tired—muscles weak. 
If no effort—muscles strong. 


(Chew FLEERS regularly and 
notice the improvement. Strong 
muscles don’t tire quickly.) 
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FLEERS 


CDubble Kubble 
CHEWING GUM 


IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO MAKE 
THIS TEST AT OUR EXPENSE! 
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FLEERS DUBBLE BUBBLE GUM, and 
get one piece FREE of charge. Offer expires 
March 31, 1939. 
DEALERS : 
this coupon. 


DISTRIBUTORS : Coupon redemption 


guaranteed by 


FRANK H. FLEER CORP., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


© It’s FUN to exercise for oral health 


EVERY: product. guaranteed 


All distributors will redeem 
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CHAPTERI: The principles of decorating; 
basic knowledge you must have. 
CHAPTER II: Periods; most important. 
CHAPTER III: Modern; present-day Mod- 
ern and how to know what is good. 
CHAPTER IV: Furniture arrangement. Is 
this a subject which has you puzzled? 
Here are the answers. 


The Good Housekeeping Shield for 
Better Standards in Building has been 
awarded as follows. All prices given are 
approximate. 

DEVELOPER, Alden Estates, Inc., Alden 
Estates, Port Chester, N. Y.; architect, 
D. H. Ponty; under $8000. 

DEVELOPER, Arlmont Housing Corp.; 
Arlmont Village, Arlington, Mass.; archi- 
ee Leland & Larsen; 9 houses, $6000 to 
7000. 

DEVELOPER, Harry H. Baer, Shaker 
Heights, Cleveland, O.; architect, George 
Howard Burrows; about $38,000. 
DEVELOPER AND DESIGNER, Irven A. 
Blietz; Kenilworth, Ill.; Wilmette, IIL; 
Winnetka, Tih; 3 houses, $19, 000 to $27, 000. 
DEVELOPER, Judson Bradway Co., 
Bloomfield Village, Bloomfield, Mich. Ar- 
chitect, J. Ivan Dise; under $23, 000. 
DEVELOPER, Bridges & Graves, Indian- 
apolis, Ind.; architects, M. Carlton Smith 
& Virgil Cc. Hoagland; 2 houses, $16,000 
to $18,000. 

DEVELOPER, Chanin Organization, 
Green Acres, Valley Stream, L. I.; archi- 
tect, Irwin S. Chanin; 13 houses, 7000 to 
$10,000. 

DEVELOPER, Cheel Construction Co., 
Cheelcroft, Hohokus, N. J.; architects, 
ean & Prentice; 3 houses, $13,000 to 
19,000 

DEVELOPER, Flippen-Prather Realty 
Cox Highland Park, Dallas, Tex.; archi- 
tects, James Duff, Goodwin & Tatum, G. 
Mallory Collins; 5 houses, $6000 to $10, 500. 
DEVELOPER, Hannan Real Estate Ex- 
change; Detroit, Mich.; architect, Harold 
H. Ehlert; under $28,000. 

DEVELOPER, Harmon National Real 
Estate Corp., Bronx Hills, Westchester 
Co., N. Y.; architect, Randolph Evans; 3 
houses, $11,000 to $17,000. Chatham Manor, 
Chatham, N. J.; architect, Randolph Evans; 
5 houses, $8500 to $14,000. Harbour Green, 
Massapequa, L. I. architects, Randolph 
Evans, A. Gordon Lorimer, and Murray 
S. Emslie, Albert E. Olson; 4 houses, $8000 
to $10,000. Orchard Hill, Westchester Co., 
N. Y.; architect, Randolph Evans; 4 houses, 
$9500 to $30, 000. 

DEVELOPER, Janss Investment Corp., 
Westwood Hills, Los Angeles, Cal.; archi- 
tect, Allen G. Siple; under $43,000. 
DEVELOPER, The Jemison Companies, 
Mountain Brook Estates, Birmingham, 
Ala.; architects, Miller, Martin & Lewis; 





Has decorating got you down? 


You can rise above it with the aid of our 
new Decorating Course in Ten Chapters, 
by Helen Koues, Director of Good House- 
keeping Studio. 


CHAPTER V: Wall finishes. Practical ad- 
vice on paint, wallpaper, wallboard, and 
their proper application. 

CHAPTER VI: Color schemes; illustrated 
in full color with charts. 

CHAPTER VII: Lighting; modern magic 
may be achieved by its proper use. 
CHAPTER VIII: Porches, terraces, sun- 
rooms, and playrooms are discussed. 
CHAPTER IX: How to make your own 
draperies, slip covers, bedspreads, dress- 
ing-table skirts professionally. 
CHAPTER X: Remodeling; suggestions 
for bringing your rooms up-to-date. 


Send 10c each for the individual chapters or $1.00 for a bound book con- 
taining all 10. Address Bulletin Service Dept., 57th St. & 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 


The Good Housekeeping Shield Awards 


3 houses, from about $12,000 to $17,000. 
DEVELOPER, The Keyes Company, Coral 
Gables, Fla.; architect, E. Dean Parmelee; 
3 houses, $6500 to $6900. 

DEVELOPER, The Keyes-Treuhaft Co., 
Forest Hills, Cleveland, O.; architect, 
Charles H. Hinman; under $23, 000. 
DEVELOPER, Mott Bros., Huntington 
Road, Garden City, L. L; staff architect; 
6 houses, $6500 to $11,000. 
DEVELOPER, J. C. Nichols Investment 
Co.; Country Club District, Kansas City, 
Mo.; architect, Edward W. Tanner, A.LA.; 
15 houses, $8500 to $17,500. 
DEVELOPER, Riverdale Heights, Inc, 
Riverdale-on-Hudson, N. Y.; architect, 
Dwight James Baum, F.A.I.A.; 15 houses, 
$17,500 to $26,000. 

DEVELOPER, River Oaks Corp., Houston, 
Mex: architect, Cameron Fairchild; 6 
houses, $15,000 to $44,000. 

DEVELOPER, The Roland Park Co., Guil- 
ford, Homeland, Northwood, Roland Park, 
Baltimore, Md.; architects, John A. Ahlers, 
Wrenn, Lewis & Jencks; 6 houses, $11, 500 
to $35, 000. Argonne Drive, Baltimore, Md.; 
architect, John A. Ahlers; 10 houses, 
$9000 to '$11, 000. 

DEVELOPER, Hugh Russell, Blue Ridge, 
Seattle, Wash.; architect, Tennys Francis 
Bellamy; under $15,000. Westover, Seattle, 
Wash.; architects, Smith, Carroll, Johan- 
son; 4 "houses, under $6000. 
DEVELOPER, Scarborough Properties 
Corp., Scarborough, N. Y.; architect, Au- 
gust Volmer; 3 houses, $20, 500 to $30, 000. 
DEVELOPER, Waverly Taylor, Inc., Rol- 
lingwood, Chevy Chase, Md.; architects, 
Taylor & Hogan; 4 houses, $16,500 to 
$23,000. Dumbarton, Washington, Dace 
architects, Taylor & Drayer; 6 houses, 
$13,500 to $17,000. 

DEVELOPER, Upper Arlington Company, 
Columbus, O.; architects, Benham & Rich- 
ards, Todd Tibbals, R. R. Royce, J. Edgar 
Outcalt, Harry T. Roderick; 5 houses, 
$13,000 to $23,000. . 

DEVELOPER, Weston Heath Develop- 
ment Co., Weston, Mass.; architect, Samuel 
Glaser; 2 houses, under $7000. 
DEVELOPER, Mrs. A. G. Wichman; Han- 
ley Downs, Richmond Heights, Mo.; archi- 
tects, O. Kubatsky & Sons; under $12,000. 
DEVELOPER, The Wychwood Corp., 
Westfield, N. J.; architects, William Wilde, 
Allmon Fordyce, Eugene A. McMurray, 
John Decker; 5 houses, $14,000: to $20,000. 


as advertised—see page 6 


IN SEMIMADES- 


EASY 10 FINISH 


BY CAROLINE GRAY 


little-girl look in the present-day gay 

nineties fashions. In the months ahead 
you'll see more and more of it. Girls and 
women of all ages with slender figures 
adore it. Whether your hair is up or down, 
you may wear these semimade frocks 
with pride and satisfaction. 

The softly tailored frock of a novelty 
crisp acetate and spun rayon fabric, on 
the seated figure, is smart for anything 
from breakfast until after teatime. Diffi- 
cult and time-consuming details are fin- 
ished for you: stitched pockets; two 
darts above the waist that flatten the dia- 
phragm; inverted front pleats in the skirt, 
stitched flat midway to the knees; in- 
triguing flat-on-top sleeves repeating the 
pointed motif of the pockets; and all self- 
covered buttons. 

The hand-smocked “tisket-a-tasket” 
frock has smocking on yoke, waistline, 


itt is no resisting the charm of the 


HOW TO ORDER. Send your check or 2 


money order, sizes (with measurements), 
colors, to Good Housekeeping Shopping 
Service, Dithast. at, Sth: Ave. N.Y. C: 


Both dresses in novelty crisp rayon: hand- 
smocked one in rose, aqua, copen; 10 
to 18; $7.95. Buttoned-down-front one, 
navy, rose, copen, aqua; 12 to 40; $6.95 


bottom of the sleeves. If you’ve never 
smocked, try doing it, and you'll see what 
a lot you’re getting for so little. Basket- 
shaped pockets have gay embroidery and 
cutout flower petals that give the dress 
its name. There is a becoming little rolled 
collar, round self-fabric buttons. The fab- 
ric is a novelty crisp acetate and spun 
rayon, and the buttonholes are made. 
Below, see how you receive the dresses. 



















@THE sorr GLow of Tavern 
Candlelight wreathes smiles 
with radiance. It creates 
friendliness. 

Tavern Candles never in- 
trude by dripping or flicker- 
ing. They are masterpieces 
of candlecraft—made in 
many lengths and shades. 


Ask for Tavern Candles at 
your favorite store. You will 


find that they Granted 
are attractively 7 GOOD 2 - 
priced. as Adweritid therein 












Star TAvErRN, located in the center 
of Rusper, England, famed for its cor- 
dial, candle-lit hospitality during the 
time of Queen Victoria. 









HAND- 
DIPPED 


ga TAVERN CANDLES 


Product of 


CANDLECRAFT STUDIOS 


Socony-Vacuum Oil Company, Inc. 
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TEETH... A0wnd... Wun... 


You can help your baby build teeth that come in sound and 
even by giving him plenty of one special factor — Vitamin D. 
This helps transform the calcium and phosphorus he gets in his 
food into hard tooth structure. To make sure your baby receives 
enough Vitamin D, give him Squibb’s Cod Liver Oil regularly! 


Your baby also needs Vitamin D to develop 
his jaw and chin fully. Sunshine, alone, does 
not supply him with enough Vitamin D these 
dreary winter months. Give him a depend- 


able source daily — Squibb’s Cod Liver Oil! 


Those spaces between the “baby” teeth help make room for 
the permanent teeth to come in sound, even and uncrowded. 
See that your baby builds.a fine set of teeth. Give him Squibb’s: 
Cod Liver Oil regularly every day all winter long. 


Vitamins guarded ! You get full value! Squibb’s Cod Liver Oil supplies your 
baby with another factor— Vitamin A. This aids in promoting growth and in estab- 
lishing resistance of the body to infections in general . . . if baby’s regular diet does 
not provide enough and his body reserves of this factor are exhausted. One tea- 
spoonful of Squibb’s contains as many Vitamin A and D units as three teaspoon- 


fuls of a cod liver oil which just meets the requirements of the U.S. Pharmaco- 





peia. Get full value for your money! Ask for Squibb’s today at any good drug store. 


SQuiBs’s CodLiver Od 
























Take Care of the Baby’s 
Mother, Too 


(Continued from page 56) 
suggested by Miss Murrin on page 116. 
However, consult your doctor before be- 
ginning any vigorous activity before the 
end of the sixth week following the birth; 
at this time your convalescence should 
be complete. 

Some special post-birth conditions may 
require corrective exercise. If the uterus 
has not returned to its proper position, you 
will probably be advised to hold a knee- 
chest position several times a day, or to 
do a “monkey trot” around the room on 
your hands and feet, holding the knees 
straight. Hemorrhoids (piles) are a fairly 
common complication of pregnancy, as are 
varicose veins. If you are bothered with 
hemorrhoids, you will find that the knee- 
chest position relieves congestion around 
the rectum; of course you must get the 
medical treatment you need. 

If the veins in your legs or thighs have 
become prominent or varicosed, elevate 
your feet with a footstool or a chair when- 
ever you sit. About three times a day lie 
on your back on the floor with your but- 
tocks touching the wall and both legs 
stretched up high against it. A variation is 
to lift and lower the legs alternately, slid- 
ing the sole of the foot up and down 
against the wall. Another varicose-vein 
prevention exercise is the familiar bi- 
cycling in the air while lying on your back. 
Pull in your abdominal wall at the same 
time, and you make it a more valuable 
exercise. 


A final reminder: You cannot make 


| your muscles strong unless your whole 


body is in a healthy state. It is of little use 
to do daily exercises if you are anemic; 
if you are absorbing poisons from infected 
teeth, tonsils, or sinuses; if your basal 
metabolism is low and you need thyroid; 
if you are running a fever or have an 
acute or chronic illness. Check with your 
doctor to be sure you are in good health. 
Get ample rest and sleep, acquire good 
elimination habits, and see that your diet 
is adequate, with a good supply of vita- 
mins—especially of vitamin B, which is 
difficult to obtain in the usual diet. Fol- 
low these health rules, eat wisely, do 
regularly the exercises advised, and this 
program will do much to restore your ac- 
customed strength and good looks to you. 


BABY'S FIRST YEAR 


The first is his most important. Dr. Kenyon’s 
second series of eight letters will help you 
and him through this period. For fifty cents 
in stamps Series II will be sent complete, 
including a pattern for a cap to keep 
flaring ears flat while the cartilage is soft. 
Or send ten cents in stamps for the earcap 
pattern only. PRINT your name and ad- 
dress plainly, enclose your stamps; address 
Health and Happiness Club, Good’ House- 
keeping, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 


CHILDLESS HOMES 


For would-be parents, eager to lavish 
love and care on a little one, yet for 
some reason denied this great experience, 
Dr. Kenyon has written a letter giving 
all the reasons for childlessness, so far 
as they are known, and all the sugges- 
tions which may be made without an ex- 
amination by a physician. This “Special 
Letter" will be sent to you if you write 
the Health and~ Happiness. Club, Gooo 
Housekeerinc, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y.C., 
enclosing 10 cents and a self-addressed, 
stamped envelope. 





, 


HELEN KOUES, DIRECTOR 


STAFF OF CONSULTANTS 


(Dwight, James, Baie lA che cute « 5'e «/sters) sole) s/srecioials <i cielel=/s/e ...Chief Consultant 
Henry Ives Cobb, A.I.A New York City 
Ril Schutze. cle Uo Amersprererta ys cletarstelceiatstcieta = elec /o¥oie or ctaintataieicieloietayes Mariste ese Atlanta 
H. Roy Kelley, A.I.A - Los Angeles 
Stanley A. Anderson, A.I.A 

Robert M. Ayres, A.I.A San Antonio 
Raymond D. Ritchie....... aletsrerateta soveceseeAssoc, Ms Am, Soc. C. .E. 


ON THE HUMAN SIDE 


ot just bricks and mortar, but a home! Think, fora moment, of this 
human side of building—of the peace, contentment, and security 
which result from the right choice of a house in which to live. 
Today in some fourteen states, in nearly forty communities, 154 
Good Housekeeping Shields have been awarded in our program for 
Better Standards of Building. And though it’s just two years since we © 
announced our program, some six million people have visited houses 
awarded our Shield for Better Building. So in the following pages we 
are going to give you little glimpses into the private lives of the people 
who live in these houses, and let you see for yourself just how satisfac- 
tory they have turned out to be. These houses are in different sections 
of the country, have different architecturai requirements, different 
prices, different builders, different materials; but they all have one 
thing in common—they conform to our five-point program. Whatever — 
‘their type, they have good architectural design and plan, good building © 
materials, good construction, good neighborhood, good land usage. 
_ And they have something else, we are told—that intangible asset, a 
livable quality. For this building program of ours is a living thing— 
a demonstration of houses you want to live in, that people do live in, 
which show better values, better design, greater comfort—planned, 
carried out, and presented for you. Look for this Shield in your town 
or a community near you. The Shield is displayed in front of the house. 
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Orchard Hill, N. Y. Weston, Mass. 











HOUSE OWNED BY A TREE EXPERT 


r. and Mrs. Harold Granger, who 

bought this attractive small house, 

which was awarded the Good 
Housekeeping Shield in Weston 
Heath, Weston, Mass., say without 
reservation: “We are happy to have 
the opportunity to tell you and your 
readers of the pleasure we have de- 
rived from our home in Weston 
Heath. In fact, we are glad of the 
chance to help dispel any precon- 
ceived bugaboos about building and 







BEDROOM 
(6% 15-6" 






GARAGE 
19-0°x19-8" 


Builder—Samuel Glaser 
Architect—Samuel Glaser 
Cost with land—$6500 


owning your own home that any of 
your readers may have. 

“First of all, we considered our 
needs as to space before we bought, 
and we knew we wanted a one-story 
house of interesting lines. If you 
know what you want before you buy, 
you should not be disappointed later 
—and we have not been. 

‘““A small house can be compact, yet 
have a sense of spaciousness, and that 
is what we have in our house. The 
rooms we live in most—living room, 
dining room, and bedroom—look out 
on our garden, an arrangement which 
is our idea of good planning. Our 
dining room opens on a nice terrace. 
The one-two-three arrangement of 
refrigerator, sink, and range in the 
kitchen is unsurpassed for everyday 
convenience. 

“As you will see by the floor plans, 
the three bedrooms and the bathroom 
are placed in what amounts to a sepa- 
rate wing of the house. We consider 
this important in a one-story house, 


HOUSE WAS BOUGHT BY AN EXECUTIVE 


r.and Mrs. Ahlers bought the Good 

Housekeeping Exhibition House 

in Bloomfield Village, a suburb of 
Detroit. They claim: “We liked this 
house the moment we saw it. The 
Colonial architecture appealed to us 
as substantial and lasting. It was fur- 
nished and decorated by Good House- 
keeping Studio, and we must confess 
that the decorations gave us a distinct 
feeling that it was somebody’s home. 

“Tt was just the size house we were 
looking for, and we liked the layout 
of the rooms. We have no small chil- 
dren, but we do have a young daugh- 
ter, and we have always felt that 
environment is an important factor. 
We did not make any mistake in our 
choice of neighborhood, and we have 
found there is much to be said for 
buying in an already recognized com- 
munity. 

“One thing we have liked particu- 
larly is the way the developer takes 
care of the property and looks after 
the interests of the residents. An 
example of this is the careful atten- 


Builder—Judson Bradway 
_ Architect—J. Ivan Dise 
Cost with land—$22,750 


tion to landscaping the whole de- 
velopment. 

“The house is equipped with an 
air-cooling refrigeration system. We 
expected great things from our new 
air-conditioning system, but even our 
greatest expectations were not high 
enough for the actual thrill of living 
in an air-cooled house in warm 
weather. Of course we realized when 
we bought that sound construction, 
good insulation, and weatherstripping 
help no end to keep a house comfort- 








PU") 
WOO’ ONIAIT 








since it gives us a sense of privacy. 

“The playroom in the basement is 
large enough to accommodate a pool 
table and a ping-pong table, and it has 
afforded us a great deal of pleasure. 

“Our house is built of concrete, 
painted on the exterior, and finished 
with lath and plaster on the interior. 
The floors are wood. We like the fire- 
safe features of the construction, and 
we have found our house entirely 
practicable in all kinds of weather. 
Contrary to an old idea, our concrete 
house is not damp. The construction 
was one of the primary influences in 
our buying of the house, because of 
its low maintenance cost. So far the 
upkeep ‘costs have not exceeded our 
prescribed costs. 

“All in all, we are so satisfied with 
the splendid designing and planning 
of the house that we are happy to say 
our house most deservedly received 
the Shield in Good Housekeeping’s 
Program for Better Standards. in 
Building.” 





able, and our house has lived up to 
our hopes in these respects. 

“The soft-colored pastel tiles and 
fittings in the bathrooms appeal to 
us, and we find them easy to keep 
clean. The recreation room has been 
a constant joy. Ample closet space 
means a great deal, and we have it. 

“We not only live in a house to 
which Good Housekeeping’s Shield 
has been awarded, but in a house 
decorated by Goop HousEKEEPING, for 
we bought nearly all the furnishings.” 
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not only a Good Housekeeping 

Shield house, but one of our com- 
pletely decorated exhibition houses. 
Thousands came to see it. Among 
those who came was a generous 
father who had the sound idea that 
a deed to a house would be the finest 
gift he could give his bridegroom son. 
He made up his mind about this 
house practically at its front door, 
and every step through the house 
convinced him that it was letter per- 
fect for a bride and groom. We had 
the same idea ourselves, when we 
first saw the house. The lucky bride 
and groom were Mr. and Mrs. Wil- 
liam C. Dillmeier, Jr. 

The young Dillmeiers have been 
living in the house a little less than 
a year. Their first enthusiasm hasn’t 
worn off—and it probably never will. 
Says young Mrs. Dillmeier: “We still 
can hardly believe it. You know, a 
house is one of those things you ex- 
pect to do a certain amount of dream- 
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|i classic Regency type house was 


Builder—Mott Brothers 
Architect—Staff Architect 
Cost with land—$8750 


ing about. You have your ideas and 
your ideals, and this house was cer- 
tainly a perfect match for ours. It was 
so right and so complete that we 
could have moved right in as you had 
it decorated. We did buy all the din- 
ing-room and living-room furnish- 
ings. 

“It is a grand house for entertain- 
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ing, since we have two good guest- 
rooms and the first-floor powder 
room. 

“My husband’s favorite feature is 
the automatic heating system. We 
couldn’t have been more comfortable 
during the winter months. What a re- 
lief not to worry about coaling a fur- 
nace! And it’s economical.” 
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THEY BOUGHT WISELY AT HIGHLAND PARK, TEXAS 


enough to get over the first fever- 

heat excitement of buying a house 
and to take a dispassionate look at 
the investment you’ve made. Here is 
a story of a house that stood the first- 
milestone test. 

Says Mr. W. C. Todd: “It’s just a 
year since we bought a house bearing 
the Good Housekeeping Shield. We 


A year isn’t a long time, but it is time 


DINING 
ROOM 
IFO%IFE” 


TERRACE 


LIVING 
ROOM KITCHEN 


8-0" 12:0" 








Builder—Flippen-Prather Realty Corp. 
Architect—G. Mallory Collins 
Cost with land—$6800 


had lived in an apartment for thir- 
teen years. Like most apartment- 
house dwellers, we had dreams of 
becoming homeowners and _ spent 
plenty of time studying plans. Our 
idea was to build, ourselves; but 
when we looked at this cottage, we 
bought it immediately. Why? It fitted 
our needs. We realized we were in- 
experienced, and here was a finished 
house that would spare us the agony 
of waiting and wondering what our 
house would look like. 

“A clever architect and a good 
builder had thought of every con- 
venience, and made the house beauti- 
ful as well. The materials were of the 
best, the latest termite- and rat- 
proofing was ‘used, rooms were ar- 
ranged for convenience and comfort, 
and vents for the gas floor furnace 
were built-in the chimney. 

“The scorching heat of a Texas 
summer is a test for any house, and 
we are pleased to say that our house 
stood the test. There is magic in the 





room arrangement, for there are no 
hot corners. Air circulation kept the 
kitchen and dining room, with their 
north and northwest exposures, as 
delightfully cool as the other rooms, 
with their doors and floor-length 
windows to the south and southeast. 
The insulation protected us from the 
fury of an August sun as success- 
fully as it did last winter from Texas 
‘northers.’ 

“It seems to us that the architects 
and engineers thought of everything. 

“Speaking of neighborhoods, we 
can’t say too much for ours. The other 
houses in it are attractive, and prop- 
erty is increasing in value out here, 
just fifteen minutes from downtown. 

“We say sincerely that we are duly 
appreciative of your efforts, which 
were really on our behalf. We could 
praise indefinitely, but let us say. that, 
after a year of living in our home, 
we can appreciate the words of Edgar 
Guest, ‘It takes a heap o’ livin’ in a 
house t? make it home.’ ” 
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fessor and his wife have bought a 

house. Their first house was a four- 
story brick town house, close to the 
college in which the professor taught 
Higher Mathematics for years. When 
the professor retired a year ago, their 
problem was similar to that of many 
other people. Their children having 
married, they felt they would enjoy 
living in a small, more compact house. 
They did not want to leave New York, 
but they wanted some country. 

Setting out with that ideal, they 
visited the group of houses in River- 
dale Heights that had been awarded 
Good Housekeeping’s Shield for Bet- 
ter Standards in Building. Here was 
a group of twelve substantially built 
houses, actually in New York City, 
but secluded, and like a refreshing 
glimpse of a New England town. 

Here was the “country” they 
wanted, within a half hour of the cen- 
ter of New York City. “Of course,” 
said the professor’s wife, “we were 
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[fesec in their lives a certain pro- 


Builder—Riverdale Heights Incorporated 
Architect—Dwight James Baum, F.A.LA. 
Cost with land—$19,000 


influenced by the reputation of the 
architect—Dwight James Baum— 
whose work is so superior, and by 
the Good Housekeeping Shield, which 
made us feel assured of the construc- 
tion. We have been fortunate, too, 
in having such fine neighbors. 

“The house is large enough to be 
comfortable and convenient, and 
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SA COLLEGE PROFESSOR LIVES AT RIVERDALE. N.Y 


small enough to be easily cared for. 
The automatic oil heating system 
has been one of our particular joys. 
We can keep the house at the right 
temperature all the time. We have 
a lovely porch at the back, looking 
down over the river. The pine-fin- 
ished room in the basement has be- 
come a workshop for my husband.” 
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The Hockshops of 
New York 


(Continued from page 25) 
a short time ago, when he came into the 
shop and redeemed it. Total interest on 
one fur cap, pledged for a $5 loan, $67.50. 

Undoubtedly the Tiffany’s of the pawn- 
broking business is the firm of Robert 
Simpson and Company, 143 West 42nd 
Street. (There is also a branch at 67th 
Street and Broadway, which the late 
Jeanne Eagels patronized.) Robert Simp- 
son founded it in 1827 in the Bowery. 
When he died, his nephew Thomas became 
the head of the firm and moved it to its 
42nd Street address in 1897. If you look at | 
the front of the establishment, with its 
“Ladies’ Entrance,” and compare it with 
a picture of Simpson’s taken forty years 
ago, you will find the external appearance 
unchanged. 

The main room is paneled in light oak; 
beyond great oak counters is a large pair 
of scales enclosed in glass, a framed sign 
which says, “Please Read Your Ticket 
Carefully,’ and five or six conservative- 
looking middle-aged gentlemen in iden- 
tical light-colored office coats. These men 
have been with Simpson’s for years and 
years. All are expert appraisers. 

But there isn’t a diamond or a watch 
in sight—unless you produce yours. The 
entire atmosphere is one to inspire con- 
fidence and respect. And if you happen 
to be a woman, entering by the ladies’ en- 
trance, you appreciate the tactful manner 
in which you find yourself whisked 
through a grilled door into one of a series 
of small, soundproof private rooms, where 
you see no one and no one sees you except 
a Simpson clerk who waits with dignity 
upon you. How many great or celebrated 
ladies have come through this door can 
only be a matter of conjecture. Certainly | 
Simpson’s won’t tell. 





TF IS a truism that people who have | 
many diamonds have a habit of pawn- 
ing them. Three out of four pledges that 
are made on personal property, as any of 
the better brokers will tell you, are made 
on diamonds and precious stones. They are 
the backbone of the money-lending busi- 
ness. And a great deal of that business is 
done at the “Tiffany” Simpson’s, whose 
dynasty during the 111 years of its 
existence is comparable to that of the 
Vanderbilts, the Morgans, and the Rocke- 
fellers. For only three men have run it. 
Robert, the founder; his nephew, Thomas; 
and the son of Thomas, Robert Clifford 
Simpson, still under fifty, and president 
of the firm. His younger brother, aged 
forty-two, is treasurer. Christopher Rich- 
ardson, who has “been in the business 
only since 1905,” is vice-president. 

Rivaling the pawnbroking Simpsons in 
prestige and volume of business is the 
Irish family of McAleenan, with a 103- 
year record of money-lending on the 
island of Manhattan. The firm was founded 
in 1835, somewhere on the southern tip 
of the island, by Pat Fullan, maternal 
grandfather of the present head of the 
organization, Henry McAleenan; but sinee 
1886 it has been established in a modest 
red-brick building at the corner of Thirty- 
fifth Street and Sixth Avenue, facing Her- 
ald Square. 

McAleenan’s is unique. It has character 
and flavor, and the ghosts of the good old 
days are still harbored there. The days 
when William Waldorf Astor built his fine 
new hotel around the corner at Thirty- 
fourth Street and Fifth Avenue and the | 
gay blades of town gallantly drank cham- 
pagne from milady’s slipper (seeing Mc- 
Aleenan first); when James Gordon Ben- 
nett’s New York Herald was flourishing 
across the Square, and such stalwarts as 
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Frank Ward O’Malley and his confreres 
making it headquarters; when a dashing 
young member of Mr. Ward McAllister’s 
“400”, romantically attached to a lovely 
lady who was the toast of Broadway, was 
a splendid secret customer. 

Loans as high as $75,000 have been fairly 
common at McAleenan’s down through 
the years; the largest, $93,000, was on a 
pair of diamond earrings and a diamond 
necklace a few years ago. They won’t talk 
about the story behind any loan, however. 
Which does not matter particularly. For 
the important story at McAleenan’s is that 
grand old man and dean of New York 
pawnbrokers whom everyone loves, Henry 
McAleenan himself. At the age of 79, with 
62 years of pawnbroking behind him, and 
a faith in human nature still sanguine in 
the face of a lifetime of disheartening ex- 
periences, he still comes to business nearly 
every day. He still writes, in his own 
precise hand, every display card adorning 
the Sixth Avenue showcases filled with 
diamonds and silver. 


H* son, Alvin, aged 44, and Henry, his 
namesake nephew (at 36 the latter is 
considered one of the greatest experts in 
America on rubies, sapphires, emeralds, 
and other “colored” stones), are the real 
heads of the business. They represent the 
new generation in- pawnbroking, with 
ways that are not always the sentimental, 
Irish way of doing things. So it is only 
at the patriarch’s insistence that Mc- 
Aleenan’s hold unredeemed pledges many 
months after the legal one-year limit has 
expired, if Henry McAleenan the elder 
thinks they have personal value to the 
owners. He has been keeping one trinket 
since 1904, the oldest pledge in the house, 
because he feels in his bones that some 
day it will be called for. In justification 
he points to the time he had a feeling in 
his bones about the gold medal. 

Some years ago an oval gold-and- 
enamel medal about the size of a silver 
dollar, with a portrait of Elizabeth, the 
Virgin Queen of England, upon it, was 
brought in for pawn, together with a 
number of other objects of no particular 
interest or value. Time passed, they were 
not redeemed; therefore McAleenan’s 
bought them in at the required public auc- 
tion of unclaimed goods. “Uncle Henry” 
himself carefully studied the medal, which 
contained about $60 worth of gold. Im- 
mediately he had a hunch. He sent it suc- 
cessively to various numismatic societies 
and museums. None of the experts who 
examined the medal was excited about it. 
Henry continued to be. He wrote out a 
price tag, marking its sales value at $500, 
put the medal in his show window, and 
waited for developments. 

One day a Dutchman came in and asked 
to look at it. He spent a minute or two 
in casual scrutiny, then went away. Three 
times he returned to repeat the examina- 
tion. Then, said he, “T’ll take it,” and laid 
five $100 bills upon the counter. He vol- 
unteered no information; Henry asked no 
questions. But months later, he ascer- 
tained that the medal was sold at Christie’s 
in London, for some $22,000. It was one 
which Queen Elizabeth had had struck 
off to honor her naval officers after they 
had destroyed the Spanish Armada. 

“Uncle Henry” tells another tale of 
profit to himself. Shortly after the Mc- 
Aleenans had moved to their present ad- 
dress—and at the request of their fash- 
ionable neighbors on Thirty-fifth Street 
dispensed with the traditional three gold 
balls over the door—a lawyer came to 
call upon him. He announced that he was 
prepared to “settle,” in behalf of his client, 
the Sixth Avenue El. “Uncle Henry” won- 
dered what was up, and cannily let the 
lawyer talk until he found out. It seemed 
that a number of property owners in the 
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vicinity were suing the El as a public 
nuisance. The lawyer had come to offer 
him $500 if he would agree not to enter 
the suit. This was the first “Uncle Henry” 
had heard of the matter. Gravely he ac- 
cepted the terms. 

“I put the whole $500 in champagne,” 
said “Uncle Henry,” with a lusty, reminis- 
cent chuckle, “and gave a dinner party.” 

Runner-up for the title of dean of Man- 
hattan pawnbrokers is Ike Silberstein, 
who has been in the business in Harlem 
for 59 years. He is small and slightly 
stooped, with a fringe of white hair about 
a bald pate. He wears shell-rimmed 
glasses over understanding eyes, and has a 
clientele that is practically 100 percent 
Negro. There are no Negro pawnbrokers, 
he tells me. Therefore he is their self- 
constituted money lender and safe-deposit 
box, since the more prosperous Harlemites 
find it a matter of policy to keep their 
snappy “other” suit in hock. Two-thirds 
of his business is in “rags’—pawnbroker 
jargon for anything not jewelry or kept 
in the safe. I noted the following among 
the articles in his storage rooms: shoes 
(you can borrow as much as $3 on a good 
pair, or as little as 25 cents); galoshes 
($1—down); suitcases ($1 to $5); electric 
irons—and how many there are ($1); 
toolkits ($1 to $3); blowtorches—there 
must have been fifty on the shelf ($1); 
radios ($1 to $15); sets of china, toilet ar- 
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ticles, ukuleles, zithers, saxophones, trum- 
pets, guitars, clocks, carving knives—and 
one emery wheel! 

Said he to me: “You have just seen al- 
most 20,000 items. I have lent somewhere 
between $100,000 and $200,000 on them; I 
don’t know offhand. If I had to sell all 
this stuff at auction, I would lose maybe 
$39,000 or $40,000, and my interest. Don’t 
forget that! Pawnshops aren’t like banks. 
We don’t collect our interest until the 
goods pledged are redeemed. But I don’t 
worry. I get my interest. Nearly 20,000 
Harlem folks hold my tickets on these 
things. I will bet you that at least 18,000 


of them come back for their things hbe-. 


tween now and this time next year.” 
The interesting thing about Mr. Silber- 
stein’s statement is that every pawnbroker 
with whom I talked said the same thing— 
that well over 95 percent of the people 
who put their property in pawn redeem 
it. It’s asad day for the pawnbroker when 
they don’t. For that means he loses money. 
Some of them are still shuddering over 
what happened when the depression hit 
New Yorkers so hard that they were un- 
able to redeem their diamonds. The bot- 
tom had dropped out of the diamond mar- 
ket, causing the stones in pawnbrokers’ 
vaults to depreciate in value as much as 
75 percent. The result was that they often 
found themselves holding collateral worth 
less than half the amount they had loaned 
on it. One midtown pawnbroker lost more 
than $600,000 between 1931 and 1934. 
Some establishments went to the wall, 
others into the hands of new owners. 
The holdup is always a major hazard 


in any business where cash and valuable 
merchandise is on hand. However, the 
pawnbrokers have reduced that hazard to 
a minimum by the employment of secret 
burglar-alarm devices in their establish- 
ments and by the cooperation they secure 
from the New York police, their very good 
friends these days. For pawnbrokers per- 
form invaluable service in tracing stolen 
goods now that it is the law that every 
pawnbroker must turn into the police de- 
partment, within 24 hours of receipt, a 
complete description of every article 
pawned or sold secondhand. They come 
pouring into. the Lost Property Division 
of the Police Department at a rate of as 
high as 15,000 a day. The department 
checks with descriptions of lost or stolen 
goods recorded in its files (at this writing, 
there are some 2,000,000 items) and noti- 
fies the pawnbroker to be on the alert for 
them. He is. 

When the Long Island house of Sir 
Ashley Sparks, New York director of the 
Cunard Line, was burglarized several 
years ago, the police found themselves 
completely baffled, although they worked 
sedulously for several months on the case. 
Then one day a gentleman with a fine air 
and cultivated voice appeared in a pawn- 
shop with a ring he wished to pledge. He 
seemed to be bona fide, his manner was 
convincing; nevertheless the pawnbroker’s 
sixth sense told him something was wrong. 
He went out and telephoned the police, 
describing both the ring and the man. 
The ring was ascertained to be part of the 
property stolen from Sir Ashley Sparks; 
the man was his own valet. Sir Ashley 
wrote the pawnbroker a letter of grati- 
tude, and sent him a reward of $100. . 

When Mrs. X. recently telephoned the 
police that her country house had been 
burglarized and a piece of jewelry stolen, 
it was returned promptly from a pawn- 
shop. Just the other day, that same piece 
of jewelry turned up in another pawn- 
shop. Mrs. X. had been robbed again, and 
hadn’t known it! 

There isn’t the traffic in stolen goods 
at pawnshops there used to be. In fact 
there is almost none. Thieves as a class 
find it too risky nowadays. And the dis- 
honest pawnbroker knows. such traffic 
doesn’t pay. The police are on to him. So 
is the public. He can’t even get away with 
chiseling any more. It was, as a matter of 
fact, as much the excesses of the Shylock 
pawnbroker, bleeding the poor and ignor- 
ant, as the depression of 1893-94, that 
prompted a group of distinguished New 
York financiers to found the Provident 
Loan Society of New York, a purely 
philanthropic institution which today does 
more money lending on personal property 
than all of Manhattan’s 135 pawnshops 
= together. Last year the Society loaned 

35,000,000 to well over 500,000 people. 
An average of 150 transactions a day is 
handled by each of its 20 branch offices 
scattered throughout greater New York. 


Le the New York law today, in a 
transaction involving less than $100, a 
pawnbroker may collect interest at the 
rate of 3 percent a month for the first six 
months, and thereafter at the rate of 2 
percent—a total of 30 percent for the 
year. If the amount borrowed is $100 or 
more, the legal rate is 2 percent for the 
first six months, and thereafter at the rate 
of one percent a.month—a total of 18 per- 
cent a year. The Provident Loan Society 
charges a flat three-fourths of one percent 
interest a month—9 percent a year. From 
the day it opened its doors for business 
down on Twenty-third Street in 1894— 
with a capital of $100,000, a board of direc- 
tors including such names as Robert W. 
de Forest, James Speyer, Otto T. Bannard, 
Jacob H. and Mortimer Schiff, Cornelius 
Vanderbilt, Percy Rockefeller, and George 


*F. Baker, and a business policy of making 
small loans in preference to large ones, 
of supplying money to those in distress— 
to the present day, when its total resources 
exceed $30,000,000, and it is known 
throughout the world as its largest pawn- 
shop (it even does a mail-order business!) 
the Provident Loan Society has more than 
justified its existence. 

The bulk of its lending is done in those 
small sums that spell exceptional need. 
Ten dollars. Twenty dollars. Fifty dollars. 
Funds for food, shelter, clothing, money 
to meet emergencies arising from child- 
birth, sickness, and death. The Society 
does not particularly like to make large 
loans, although it will do so. But if 
you want to borrow more than $2000 from 
the Provident Loan Society, you will have 
to speak to one of the vice-presidents 
about it. He must approve before you get 
your money. 

Which is why there continues to be 
room for both the Society and the com- 
mercial pawnbroker in New York City. 
For a Simpson and a McAleenan and a 
Silberstein will take the bigger risk. He 
will gamble on lending you more money 
on your diamond ring or your gold watch, 
because the law permits him to charge 
you a greater interest rate. But if you 
happen to be a good customer and he 
doesn’t want to lose you, he has been 
known to shave it. For although the New 
York pawnbroker may be hard-boiled to 
the stranger—as the Wyoming cowboy 
found out when he wanted to hock the 
sparklers in his teeth, without removing 
them—he is kind to good customers. 


HA GOLDBERG, over on Sixth 
Avenue and Forty-third Street, was 
telling me about one of his the other day. 
A businessman from Seattle. He comes to 
New York every spring and fall, works 
like a beaver for a week, then goes on a 
spree to relax. By the time he is ready to 
go back home, he is completely broke. So 
he takes his diamond ring to Harry Gold- 
berg and borrows $200 on it. 

“T could lend him twice as much, but $200 
is all he ever wants,” says Harry. “As soon 
as he gets back to Seattle, he sends me a 
certified check, and I send him his ring— 
till next time.” 

Just then, a pretty, well-dressed girl 
in her twenties came in with a leather 
case. “Well, I’m back with the camera 
again,” she said. 

“Another horse that didn’t show?” 
asked Harry sympathetically. 

The girl laughed. “No. A five-suit bridge 
game.” - 

She borrowed $10 and went out. The 
pawnbroker told me she was some Broad- 
way producer’s secretary, who earned a 
good salary and played the races a little. 
Three or four times a year, when one of 
her good tips goes bad, she comes in and 
fe her-camera to carry her until pay 

ay. 

“She’s what you call a luxury bor- 
rower,” said Harry. “You don’t make a 
cent lending money to that kind. Until 
they get into the big spender class.” 

Which reminds me of the Jewish pawn- 
broker near the Pennsylvania Station. He 
was in a black mood the day I went to 
call—brooding over one of his regular 
customers, a traveling salesman. 

“One time, two times a month, maybe, 
he comes in here with his sample case,” 
he moaned. “I lend him $5 every time. 
In a week he’s back to pick it up. I get 
15 cents interest, and the two bits I have 
to charge him on bulky things that ain’t 
got any proportionate value. All I can 
charge him is 40 cents. At the station 
checkroom he has to pay straight 10 cents 
a day, maybe 70 cents, so I get his busi- 
ness. But 40 cents don’t make me any 
money. I ask you—am I a parcel room?” 
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Walkouts. Salary jousts. Spectacular love 
affairs. Broken engagements. Parties. 
Airplane flights. Temper. 

“But this is old stuff,” Anna McPheadris 
cried. “Somebody out there’s telling her 
all wrong! Sequins and gin! Cuss words 
and gardenias! They’re out. Today it’s 
farmhouses and books—and being regu- 
lar.” 

“She'll be needing you,” Miss Laura said 
from the depths of her bed. “Soon now.” 

One night in September Doris Dale’s 
first picture had its New York premiere. 

Anna went, but she didn’t have a good 
time. She sat far back and saw what 
Hollywood can do to innocence. And vice 
versa. 

This was a heavy-lidded, sullen, ter- 
ribly changed Doris Dale. Seduction—as 
some tired director remembered seduc- 
tion. Bangles and bracelets. Dead eyes. 
Slow smiles. Naked backs. Crazy hats. De- 
liberate caresses. Throaty promises. 

Anna McPheadris got up suddenly and 
stumbled out of the theatre. 
“Tll have to tell Miss Laura,” 
she thought. “I’ll have to tell 
her my baby’s a flop.” 

The nurse opened the door 
before Anna could insert her 
key. 

“Come in,” she said. “I’m 
sorry—it happened .. . Just 
after you left. She’s gone... .” 

“Tm glad,” Anna thought. 
“Now she’ll never know. Oh, 
my poor Miss Laura!” 

She was still weeping, her 
head in her arms, when they 
told her that Miss Laura had 
provided in her will for Anna 
McPheadris’ future. Sixty 
thousand dollars. 

“Have you any plans, Mrs. 
McPheadris?” 

“['m going to Hollywood,” 
she said at last. “I have work 
to do out there.” 

And she went. 

It wasn’t easy to get to Doris 
Dale. When the employment 
bureau finally telephoned that 
Miss Dale would interview 
Anna McPheadris, cook, at 
four o’clock—“God help me,” 
Anna prayed. “Don’t let her see 
the mother look in my eyes!” 

She needn’t have worried. The nervous, 
stark-eyed girl who received Anna that 
afternoon saw nothing beyond the abso- 
lute limits of herself, her own destiny, her 
own doubtful place in the sun. 

“I'm frantic,’ she said. “Six cooks in 
six weeks. Horrible food. Impudence. 
Thievery.” She wheeled, kicked at her 
satin train, and tossed the letter of recom- 
mendation from Miss Laura’s attorneys 
into Anna’s shallow lap. 

“You won’t like the job.” 

“Yes,” Anna said quietly. “I will.” 

“All right. Then go to work now. The 
second maid will show you where your 
room is.” 

Within a month the chaotic Dale estab- 
lishment was running again. Anna became 
housekeeper as well as cook. She fired the 
staff and hired her own assistants. Butler. 
Maid. Chauffeur. Gardener. 

Sorenson was Doris Dale’s manager. 
Anna never entered Doris’ room that Sor- 
ensen wasn’t on the wire. He was more 
than a manager. He was a creative genius. 
A sculptor of personalities. Stars came to 
Sorensen in their extremity and screamed 
through their nose veils: “Make me over! 
Make me click! And the percentages are 
yours!” 

Whereupon Sorensen went into the cre- 
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The Rustle of Silk 


(Continued from page 23) 


ative silences. He studied the audience 
reaction of the world very much as a 
stockbroker studies the market. 

In the case of Doris Dale, Sorensen’s 
Voices had advised him that this was the 
moment in history for another Bad Girl. 
The public was ready to be shocked, to 
hate, to cackle, to whisper, to wonder, to 
throw eggs—and to pay. 

Every day, from his satinwood office, 
Sorensen gave Doris her instructions. She 
had been a pretty, sane, healthy young 
creature. With something sound and clean 
about her acting. The girl-next-door sort 
of thing. ; 

Now she labored all day before the cam- 
era. Nine to six. A day broken by quarrels 
with director, nasty cracks at cameraman, 
tantrums, sulks, and storms of weeping. 
Sorensen’s orders. When she came home, 
he was usually waiting for her—with 
more orders. 

“No parties this week.” 

“But Id love to go to the Morrisens’! 


WINTER SPORTS 
By Pauline E. Soroka 


THERE is no need to fear for youth today— 
Not while they turn away from city walls 

To seek the snow-wrapped hills in holiday, 
Defying ice wind’s wrath with laughing calls, 
As down white slopes they ski, wings on swift feet, 
Mute cries of rapture caught on breathless lips 
At this new taste of freedom, sharp and sweet, 
On ribbon trails of satin curves and dips. 


YOUTH needs no anxious prayer while it can thread 
The frosted night with scraps of carefree song 
Beneath the stars—on snowshoes, horse-drawn sled, 
Or skimming rivers in a@ skating throng— 
How needless is your watchful guiding rod 
When youth is playing in the lap of God! 


Chaplin and Stokowski are invited.” 

“You're supposed to be difficult,” Soren- 
sen said gently. “You hate Hollywood. 
You thing it’s phony. Cheap. Beneath 
contempt. The public eats it up because 
the public’s jealous. You tear Hollywood 
wide open, and they applaud because they 
want to be here and can’t! See?” 

Doris didn’t see. Often, when Sorensen 
had gone, she wept into the satin pillows. 

“You mustn’t ery, now!” Anna said. 

“I’m so tired! So tired!” 

“It'll be all right when the picture’s 
finished and you’re a great success.” 

“Success!” 

Suddenly Doris sat up, her tears frozen 
by the chill breath of fear. “I wonder. Do 
you know, Anna, sometimes I wish I 
weren’t an actress.” 

“Being an actress is wonderful,” Anna 
said. “Some day you'll do what my poor 
Miss Laura did—make people believe.” 

“Believe in what?” 

“Love,” Anna said. 

“Oh! Love! Don’t be silly!” 

Sorensen, Anna knew, had forbidden 
love. To this end, and with disarming 
kindliness, he had encouraged the atten- 
tions of men Anna distrusted on sight. 
One of them, Stefan Mercurio, was Doris 
Dale’s official escort. 


Mercurio was the handsomest man 
Anna McPheadris had ever seen. The sort 
of man women wreck themselves on, like 
storm-driven ships. As Doris would wreck 
herself if someone, something, didn’t 
make her see, in time, how merciless a 
hidden reef can be, how quick and cruel 
and final the punishment, how cold the 
depths. 

Danny, the chauffeur, had known Mer- 
curio before. “His credit’s gone,” Danny 
said. “The old stars are wise to him. It’s 
now or never. He’ll marry this one!” 

“He'll not!” Anna McPheadris thought. 

Always she had prayed that her child 
might find the happiness in marriage that 
she herself had been denied—a wed- 
ding with veil and blossoms and rice. 
Not this! 

“Aren’t there any men in Hollywood?” 
she asked Doris at last. 

“Men?” Doris repeated. 

“The kind they used to have when I 
was a girl. In my day, men took care of 
women. These newfangled ones 
sort of puzzle me. They ex- 
pect the women to take care of 
them.” . 

“If you mean Count Mer- 
curio,’ Doris began in a cold 
fury, “T’ll have you know he’s 
a cousin of the Czar!” 

Suddenly, out of the memory 
of youth, Anna pitied this hun- 
gry child of hers. “You deserve 
better than him,” she said. 

“Do I?” Doris leaned to her 
reflection, drawing the bright 
bow of her lips with crimson. 
“Who, please?” 

Anna shook her head. She 
had no one to offer in Mer- 
curio’s place. “I don’t know,” 
she said. 

She didn’t then. But a week 
later she did. He came from the 
studio with a script. The but- 
ler’s night out. And Anna her- 
self let him in. 

“My name’s Martin Smith,” 
he said. “May I speak to Miss 
Dale? I’ve got some new dia- 
logue for tomorrow.” 

Anna liked him. He was tall 
and thin and had a shock of 
fine brown hair. Young. With 
a homely, engaging face. Eyes 
that laughed. 

“Come in,” Anna said. “Wait. T’ll see.” 

She found Doris, wrapped in crimson 
chiffon, prowling up and down the ter- 
race. 

“Martin Smith? I never heard of him! 
Tell him to go away.” 

“Sorry,” Martin Smith said from the 
doorway. “I’m here already!” . 

“Oh,” Doris said. She stood in her tracks, 
staring at him. “It’s you!” 

“Martin Smith. I wrote the play you’re 
doing for Magnet. In case,” he added, 
“You've forgotten.” 

“I haven’t forgotten,” Doris said with 
withering contempt. “It’s a terrible play.” 

Martin crossed the terrace and sat on 
the railing. “I know. I wrote what they 
told me to write. And today, when I saw 
you struggling with those lines, I felt 
sorry for you.” He grinned. “You know, 
you weren’t bad on the stage! You could 
act, if they’d let you.” 

With both hands on her flanks, Doris 
Dale advanced upon Martin Smith, her 
face a mask of fury. Anna watched from 
behind the drawing-room curtains. Pro- 
fanity always frightened her. Profanity 
like this—a scathing, searing, vitriolic jet 
—made her shake from head to foot. Mar- 
tin Smith took it without flinching. Only 


his eyes narrowed, and there came into 
their candid blue a cross-flash of fire. 
With a quick spring he caught Doris 
Dale’s arms and shook her. 

“Shut up,” he said, “or Ill slap your 
silly face!” 

Anna scuttled to the kitchen. Sat there, 
shivering, waiting for the bell, and for 
Doris Dale’s scream, “Put him out!” But 
the bell didn’t ring. An hour. Two hours. 
She crept back then, on tiptoe. 

They were in the library. Rehearsing. 
Martin Smith’s voice, smooth and coaxing, 
with a sort of lift in it. And Doris Dale 
trilling a line, laughing. Laughing! 

Anna watched them a minute. She 
couldn’t believe her eyes. Doris was being 
funny. Young and awkward and funny! 

Then, “It’s ten o’clock,” Anna said. 
“You know what Mr. Sorensen says.” 

“Go away! Can’t you see I'm working?” 

But Martin Smith leaped to his feet. 
“She’s right. I’ll run along.” 

He held Doris Dale’s hands between 
his. He was very tall. Doris had to look 
up at him. And for just a second that old 
look of gay innocence was in her eyes. 
And something clutched at Anna’s heart, 
like a hand, squeezing—the hope, deep 
and tender, that this might be the boy, the 
husband. 

“T can’t rewrite the play,” he said. “It’s 
too late for that. But I can save it. Pl cut 
the tripe as we go along and shoot you 
lines on the set. Humor and humanity 
in small doses.” Suddenly he took her chin 
between his fingers. “You'll be a wow. 
Wait and see.” 

That was the beginning. 


“ HAT’S the matter with Her Nibs?” 
the butler wanted to know. “She’s 
all dewy-eyed for a change. Who sends 
the roses every morning? That playwright 
fellow? Wait until Sorensen gets wise!” 

As Sorensen did. 

It seems that Martin Smith had gone 
too far. Under contract to write a sultry 
drama for Miss Doris Dale, he had slipped 
the supervisor’s yoke and had had a good 
laugh, not only at himself but at Magnet 
Pictures. The roar that came from the pro- 
jection room shook the Magnet Studios 
like an earthquake. 

They made him restore the old dialogue 
word for word, and the week’s shooting 
was shot all over again. 

But Martin had other ways of helping 
the girl he loved. Because he was in love. 
Over his head. All the way. As men of his 
kind go under when at last they go. He 
spent hours in her dressing room. He bul- 
lied and pleaded and cajoled and coached 
her, day after day. He called her on the 
telephone late at night. He sent scrawled 
notes of advice and warning. He sat on 
her doorstep. He never let her alone. 


“Tf you'll only play it light, sweetheart.: 


As if you were wise to it. See? Poke fun 
at it. Please!” 

“Don’t call me sweetheart. I’m not.” 

“Whose, then?” 

Perhaps she was afraid of the look in 
his eyes. Or perhaps Sorensen put a stop 
to it. But one day she wouldn’t see him. 

“No! Send him away. I’m tired of him 
and his play!” 

Anna McPheadris wanted to snap back. 
But she didn’t. She lived in deadly fear 
lest Doris send her away before she’d 
done what she must do. She went down 
and told Martin: “She’s in a rage. You’d 
better go.” 

Martin got up. “I love her wonderfully, 
Anna. The once-in-a-lifetime way. She 
doesn’t fool me, and she doesn’t scare me. 
But it seems that at the moment I’m no 
match for Mercurio.” And he loped down 
the drive to his roadster parked at the 
curb. 

Four days later Martin Smith’s play, 
for better or for worse, was finished. 
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Three days after that Anna heard her 
daughter tell Sorensen that she was going 
to marry Stefan Mercurio. 

When Danny brought Doris Dale home 
from the studio that afternoon, Anna 
found a reason to be in her child’s room. 

“A little hot tea with lemon?” she said. 
“You must be tired.” 

Doris let the mink coat fall to the floor. 

“The picture’s finished. I don’t know 
whether I was good or bad. That fool 
Martin Smith—that amateur!” 

“He loves you,” Anna said. 

“How do you know?” 

“He told me so. ‘I love her wonderfully,’ 
he said. ‘But I’m no match for Mercurio,’ ” 

“He said that?” 

“It’s true, Miss Doris. Now I’m going 
to say it! I'm going to tell you what ao 
body thinks. A professional lover, a gigolo, 
a fake—a man who lives by women!” 

Doris Dale lifted both arms. “You go! 
Quick! You pack your things! Now!” 

Anna McPheadris went back to the 
kitchen. ‘Heavily, dragging her feet in 
their black kid shoes. 

The butler was mixing cocktails in the 
pantry. “Fired?” he said. 

Anna began, at last, to weep. 

“Keep your shirt on, Mother,” the but- 
ler said. “And listen. In five minutes she’ll 
forget she fired you.” 

“No! No!” Anna wailed. 

She crouched at the kitchen table, her 
head buried in her arms. The outside bell 
rang. 

“That was the hillbilly,” the butler said, 
returning. 

“Martin Smith? You didn’t announce 
him?” 

“TI did. Her Ladyship said he was to wait. 
And cocktails for three. Will we have 
fun? We will.” 

Anna wrung her hands. 

“You can see from the terrace,” the 
butler said. “I left a chink in the Vene- 
tian blind.” 

Only once before in her life had Anna 
McPheadris peeked. This time, like the 
other, it was for her child’s sake. Out of 
her shoes, and in her stockinged feet along 
the cold bricks, to place her worried, tear- 
blurred eyes at the sliver of visibility. 

Martin was waiting. 

He looked so young and so serious sit- 
ting there in the library. He didn’t belong 
there. He belonged in a pine forest. And 
yet something in him wanted Doris Dale 
with all her foolishness, all her mistakes. 


HEN she came down, she was 

dressed for the act. Never so beauti- 
ful. Never so young. Never so tragically 
wrong. 

Martin leaped to his feet. “I’m glad to 
see you, sweetheart. I checked out of Mag- 
net Pictures half an hour ago. I’m flying 
to New York, and you’re coming with me!” 

“Tm sorry,” Doris said. “I’m being mar- 
ried tomorrow. Didn’t you know?” 

“Mercurio?” Martin asked. He stepped 
back and away from Doris. “You poor 
little caricature,’ he said. “You’re as 
wrong as can be! About yourself. Your 
job. Love. The whole works!” 

Suddenly he flung himself out of the 
room. The front door closed with a bang 
that shook the house. 

Doris stood where he had left her. She 
made a single futile gesture. Then, slowly, 
oo went to the mirror and looked at her- 
self. 

She was still looking when Mercurio 
came in. “Let’s have a drink,” Doris said. 

When the butler came, Anna clung to 
the window for support. Doris took one. 
Two. Three. 

“Enough is enough,” Mercurio pro- 
tested. “'m driving, you know.” Then 
Mercurio laughed. His eyes had a dark 
glitter. His face was flushed. “Bring Miss 
Dale’s wrap,” he said. 

112 


“Okay,” she said. “Let’s go.” 

Again the front door slammed, and the 
thunder of the long car passed down the 
drive, along the dark, palm-lined street 
toward the Boulevard. 

A cold presentiment took possession of 
Anna’s mind. Still holding her shoes, she 
came into the warm, bright room, her 
teeth chattering. 

And all at once the bells began to ring. 
And a screaming siren sounded outside. 
And there was pounding and knocking 
and yelling at the door. 

“Hey, there! Open up! Traffic police! Is 
this Doris Dale’s house? Has she got any 
family? She was in an accident. Five min- 
utes ago. Corner of Wilshire. Her and a 
dark man. Right through the windshield. 
Her face? Sure. Cut to ribbons. They’ve 
taken her to the hospital. Somebody bet- 
ter go quick ... Who belongs to her here?” 

“I do!” Anna cried. She stood, trying to 
put on her shoes. “I do. I’'ll go. Call Danny, 
somebody. I’m ready!” 


[HE doctors from the beginning held 

forth little hope for Doris Dale’s beauty. 
She lay at last beneath the clean white 
covers in the clean white hospital bed, 
quite still except for the incessant trem- 
bling of her hands. Behind the criss- 
crossed bandages, the surgeon’s knives 
had done all that could be done. Until 
the bandages came off, they would not 
know. 

At first she said nothing. When they 
spoke to her, she moaned and moved her 
head from side to side. Then one day she 
spoke. . 

“Tell me the truth, Anna.” 

Anna and Martin leaned over her. 

“You'll be well soon, my darling,” Anna 
said. 

“My face?” 

“They don’t know yet,” Martin said 
quickly. “There may be a scar. A very 
little sear.” 

“Tell me the truth, Anna!” 

“I don’t know, my darling. You'll have 
to wait.” 

“How long?” 

“A week, ten days—” 

Suddenly Doris sat up and caught at 
them, blindly. “I’m finished. It’s all over.” 

Martin put her down on the pillows 


again, gently. He sat for a long time, hold- — 


ing those shaking hands, arguing, with a 
sort of quiet insistence, making her lis- 
ten, until she began to catch her breath 
in short, releasing sobs, like a child. 

“Tll be alone all the rest of my life!” 

“You have me. And Anna,” Martin said. 

“Where's Sorensen?” 

They didn’t tell her, then, that Sorensen 
was in Chicago. Nor did they tell her that 
he “regretted the unfortunate circum- 
stances which had so tragically terminated 
their business relationship.” Sheaves of 
roses came from Magnet Pictures to- 
gether with the announcement that due 
to some hitherto unnoticed technicality 
they regretted the necessity of “an imme- 
diate abrogation of Miss Dale’s contract.” 
Maxon, her investment broker, took a 
plane for New York. His office sent lilies 
and a statement covering Miss Dale’s af- 
fairs to date, with the recommendation 
that she seek financial advice elsewhere, 
and every good wish for her prompt and 
complete recovery. 


One by one they scuttled down the an-. 


chor chain to safety, leaving the fair ship 
ate instinct warned them, was about to 
sink. 

The Czar’s cousin nursed a bruised knee 
and a vague desire for compensation. He 
intended to get something from somebody. 
“Plenty,” he hinted darkly. 

Martin Smith put his hand on Anna’s 
shoulder. “You’d better get some sleep,” 
he said. “You don’t want to crack up, do 
you?” 


The figure on the bed stirred restlessly. 

“Martin. Anna,” Doris said. “Come 
here.” She gave them her hands. “Listen. 
I want you both to go away and leave .ne. 
I'm not scared any more. I can take it. 
Alone.” 

Suddenly Martin went down on his 
knees beside the bed and put his face 
against the back of Doris Dale’s thin, 
clutching hand. “Listen yourself, sweet- 
heart,” he said. “I wasn’t in love with your 
face, although it was a good face, and will 
be again. I was in love with the girl you 
were, behind Sorensen’s mask.” 

Doris lay very still. 

“Tll write plays for you, sweet. Fine, 
successful comedies. You'll play them up 
to the hilt. We’ll grow rich and famous 
and | glamorous together. If you'll marry 
me. 

“Oh, Martin! I can’t. Not the way I am!” 

He kissed her fingers, one by one. “I'll 
go now and get the license. If I have to 
bring the registrar here.” 

Which he did. 

They guided Doris Dale’s hand, and she 
wrote her name beside his. 

“Three days to post the banns,” Mar- 
tin shouted. “Let’s see. We’ll be married 
Thursday if the doctors say it’s all right.” 

The doctors said it would be all right. 
Only, on Thursday morning, early, they 
planned to take Doris upstairs again, and 
put her under, and take off the bandages. 

While Doris was gone that early sum- 
mer morning, Anna made the hospital 
room ready for the wedding. 

Martin arrived, glory in his eyes, bring- 
ing the clergyman and a ring and a gar- 
denia, in tinfoil, for Anna. 

And then they wheeled Doris down 
from the arena, her face still bandaged. 

“It’s miraculous,” the nurse said. “She 
isn’t going to be scarred at all! Only a fine 
line under her chin. And her nose is dif- 
ferent—turned up on the end a little. And 
she’s got a couple of the cutest dimples! 
She’s better looking than she was, really!” 

Anna didn’t hear any more. A queer, 
dark tide rose and engulfed her. She tried 
to conquer it, coughed, clutched at the 
foot of the bed, and toppled. 


W FEN she saw light again, the front of 
her best blue foulard was soaked with 
ice water and her tongue was bitter with 
the acrid taste of spirits of ammonia. 
Martin was standing beside the bed, 
staring. down at the unconscious girl. 
“You heard?” he said. “She has—dim- 


ples!” 


“Yes,” Anna said. “I heard.” 

Martin smiled a curious, twisted smile. 
He touched Doris Dale’s hand gently and 
turned away. 

“Then I'll be off,” he said. 

“But you're marrying her!” 

“Not now,” Martin interrupted. “It 
wouldn’t be fair. I’m flying to New York. 
Tonight.” He put both hands on Anna’s 
shoulders. “Take care of her,” he said. 

“You're wrong, Martin Smith,” Anna 
cried, trying to hold him at the door. 
“Doris needs you now more than ever!” 

Martin shook his head. “The next time,” 
he said, “she’s got to ask me! On her - 
knees!” ', 

He went, taking the clergyman and the - 
ring and the gardenia. Closed the door . 
gently, with finality, — 

“Martin,” Doris whispered from behind 
the bandages. “Where are you?” 

Anna crossed like a flash to the bed. 
“Martin’s gone.” 

“Gone? Why?” 

“Because the doctors say you’re not 
scarred at all. That’s why! They say you’re 
beautiful. So Martin wouldn’t keep you 
to your promise.” 

“He’s gone?” 

“He said you must ask him the next 
time. On your knees .. .” 


For a long while, then, Doris lay still. 
“T don’t need Martin,” she said at last. 
“Tm beautiful. That’s what matters now!” 

“Oh, dear God,” Anna thought. “It’s be- 
ginning all over again!” 

As indeed it was. 

Sorensen telegraphed: “Returning. Sign 
nothing. Say nothing. Do nothing. Hold 
everything. All my love. Sorensen.” 
Maxon flew back from New York. Iver- 
ton, of Magnet Pictures, called a directors’ 
meeting. 

And Anna McPheadris telephoned 
Danny to bring the car around to the hos- 
pital. 


N= morning a caravan of shining 
automobiles rolled around the drive, 
dropping off celebrities. People who hadn’t 
been near the hospital. The house re- 
sounded with the music of famous voices. 

“Can we see her just a minute? Just a 
little peek?” 

“Oh, but you’re looking too marvelous, 
too devastating! Isn’t she?” 

And Doris Dale, in shell-pink marabou, 
against cream satin pillows, her eyes bril- 
liant, her smile a little too eager, a little 
too fixed. 

That night Anna took up the supper 
tray herself. For once the jingling tele- 
phone was silent. Doris lay back, her face 
white. Spent. 

“I don’t want anything. I’m so terribly 
tired.” 

“Of course you're tired,” Anna said. 
“All these rats...” 

“I don’t know what you're talking 
about.” 

Anna sat down heavily on the edge of 
the bed. “Think,” she said. “You could be 
like my Miss Laura—if you’d go back to 
the theatre and work and learn how to 
act.” She put her rough hand over her 
child’s. “You could be somebody!” 

“You mean,” Doris said in a cool, warn- 
ing voice, “I’m not?” 

“Tt takes time to be somebody. And real 
ones begin at the beginning. And work. 
And learn. And keep in the tradition. They 
don’t let men like Sorenson tell them 
what to be! After a while they just—are! 
And then they belong to themselves. For- 
ever. They aren’t through at thirty. At 
sixty they’re still tops!” Anna’s fingers 
tightened. “You’ve been listening to a lot 
of autograph maniacs and fans and the 
like: Flatterers! Fools! You call them an 
audience?” 

They stared at each other. 

“Tm a star,” Doris said. “Tl stay a star. 
Tll play their game. Whatever it is, I'll 
play it. And this time next year they'll be 
tearing my clothes off at premieres.” 

“There won't be any moonlight on 
you,” Anna said. She got up awkwardly. 
“You won't be the rustle of silk for senti- 
mental men. You won't be an actress!” 

There was an abrupt, terrible silence. 


en, 

“TI didn’t mean to tell you,” Anna said. 
“But now I will. You think all these 
flowers and messages were for you? Don't 
fool yourself! When you were in the hos- 
pital, Sorensen broke with you. You 
didn’t know that, did you? So did Maxon. 
So did Magnet Pictures. So did the serv- 
ants and everybody else. Except Martin. 
And Danny. And me.” Anna caught her 
breath in a sob. “We were all you had. 
Out of the whole world. The rest got out. 
Now they’re coming back because they 
want what they can get while the getting’s 
good.” 

Anna paused, stricken by the look of 
utter desolation in her child’s eyes. 
“They'll stay,” she said after a moment, 
“as long as you’re in the money. And 
when you flop—” 

“T won't flop.” 

“You will. They’ll ruin you if you let 
them! For heaven’s sake, be smart! Take 


What happened to Colds 
at the Main Street School 


IN THOMASVILLE, N. C. 


IN THIS GROUP OF 215 CHILDREN 
who followed Vicks Plan for 5 
winter months, there were only 
186 colds—which caused just 91 
days of absence. 


Over 17,000 Volunteers 
Took Part in this Crusade 


ap above figures for the Thomasville 
school children are certainly impres- 
sive, aren’t they? They are unusual. And 
yet they are only a small part of the re- 
sults from hundreds of clinical tests of 
Vicks Plan—in which 17,353 men, women, 
and children (including 7,031 school chil- 
dren) took part. The averaged results for 
all the tests in this modern crusade against 
colds were as follows: 


The number and duration of devel- 
oped colds, with all their discomforts, 
were drastically reduced by following 
Vicks Plan. 


Sickness from colds was cut more 
than half (50.88%). 


School absences due to colds were 
cut even more. (57.86%)! 


These clinical tests of Vicks Plan were 
made during four separate winter periods 
—in homes, schools, and factories. Thirty- 
seven doctors were on the supervisory 
staff and they were assisted by more than 
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IN THIS GROUP OF 206 CHILDREN 
who did not follow Vicks Plan 
there were, during the same 
period, 426 colds—which caused 
35114 days of absence. 


500 teachers, nurses, and other trained 
workers. 


A SIMPLE HOME GUIDE. As you prob- 
ably know, Vicks Plan is a practical guide 
that any mother can easily follow in her 
own home. . . as millions have proved for 
themselves. It emphasizes the importance 
of certain simple rules of health as the 
primary defense against colds. Also the 
prompt use, when needed, of two special- 
ized medications—Vicks Va-tro-nol and 
Vicks VapoRub—to relieve the symptoms 
of different types or stages of colds. 


When colds threaten—at the first warn- 
ing nasal irritation, sniffle or sneeze— 
Va-tro-nol is used to help prevent many of 
them from developing. When a cold does 
get by all precautions, its discomforts are 
relieved with VapoRub. 


Of course, Vicks Plan may do less for 
you than it did in the clinical tests. On the 
other hand, it may do even more! Cer- 
tainly its splendid record makes it well 
worth trying in your own home. Every 
package of Va-tro-nol or VapoRub you 
buy includes the full directions for follow- 
ing Vicks Plan. 
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a look at them and at yourself—before it’s * 
too late!” 

“Get out!” 

“Tm getting,’ Anna said. 

She turned heavily to the door. Opened 
it and closed it again. Leaning against 
the panels, she heard a bitter, distraught 
sobbing—angry, humiliated, desperate. 

On the stairs she met Sorensen an] 
Maxon coming up, panting toward their 
quarry. 

“This time,” Sorensen was_ saying, 
“we'll build her for sympathy. Reformed 
Bad Girl. Sweetened by suffering. Get the 
idea?” ‘ 

Anna flattened herself against the wall. 
They fled past and up to Doris Dale’s 
door. 

In the hall below the butler was re- 
lieving Mercurio of his hat, his stick, and 
a pair of cream-colored gloves. 

“Oh, Anna!” he said, flashing his white 
teeth. “You think our little Doris will for- 
give me? You might speak a kind word 
for Mercurio, eh? It would be worth— 
shall we say a hundred dollars?” 

“No, thanks,” Anna said. She went to 
the kitchen. 

“Fired again?” the butler said. 

She nodded dumbly. In her room she 
packed her things slowly, carefully. Then 
she called a taxi. 

“Going to a hotel?” the butler said. He 
carried her bags. 

“Anywhere decent and respectable and 
quiet,” Anna said. 

“That'd be the Hollywood on High- 
land,” the taxi driver said. 

“Then where?” the butler asked, 

“New York,” Anna said. “Broadway. 
Where I belong. Not here. With these 
palms!”. 


ke that night, lying dry-eyed and 

horribly awake in a strange bed, 
Anna remembered this. There was vague, 
sweet comfort in it. The promise of con- 
tinuity. Balm for the pain in her heart. 
The loss. The emptiness. 

Then, sharply, like the stab of a knife, 
the telephone rang. 

“Anna! Where are you?” 

“Tm here.” 

“The butler told me. I’ve been frantic 
about you.” 

This was a young, eager, lilting, joyous 
voice. Warm and alive. 

“Listen—you were right! They came 
after me like a pack of wolves. They 
screamed at me. I took a good look at 
them and at myself!” 

“Ves?” 

“Ves!” . . 

Doris Dale laughed. “Oh, Anna! Anna, 
darling! I’m so happy! I kicked Sorensen 
downstairs and gave Mercurio a black 
eye! ; : 

“That’s fine. Now I must ring off.” 

“Wait!” Suddenly Doris Dale’s voice 
broke. “I’m coming for you. Now. In my 
nightgown and a mink coat.” 

“You're not,” Anna said. “I’ve had 
enough. I’m through.” 

“Listen. We’re running away. Running 
away from the whole works. Back to Mar- 
tin. And Martin’s play. If Martin’ll have 
me.” 

“He’d be a fool if he did,” Anna said. 

“But he will! That’s what you mean, 
isn’t it? He will. If I get down and crawl 
—on my knees?” 

Anna’s hands shook. The telephone rat- 
tled against the little gilt earring in her 
ear. 

“Listen,” Doris said. “Danny’s driving 
us to Burbank, and we’re catching the first 
plane for New York.” 

“Home!” 

“Tll be there in twenty minutes. I need 
you, Anna. I’m such a fool. Hang onto me. 
Help me. I’m scared. I need a mother.” 

“Okay,” Anna said. “I’m it!” 
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Start with your weight on your hands and knees, 
your back flat. Then, keeping head up and arms 
straight, lower hips and abdomen to the floor. Re- 
peat five times, rest, and again do it five times. This 
exercise is an easy one to strengthen the abdominal 
muscles and help you to get rid of that bulge 





Photographs by Gray-O' Reilly 


A familiar and not difficult exercise to keep you 
shapely through the middle. Lie on your back, arms 
outstretched. Fling the right leg across the left, and 
try to touch the fingers of your left hand. Be sure 
to keep your shoulders flat on the floor. Ten times 
each side or oftener if you have energy enough 





BY RUTH MURRIN 


HEN she came into the 
Beauty Clinic, we guessed 
her age at just past thirty. 
Her figure was lithe and 
slim, her skin fresh, and 
her make-up perfect. So 
when she told us that she was cele- 
brating her fortieth birthday and had 
six healthy children, we looked at her 
with respect. And, since I was plan- 
ning this article for you who have 
just had a baby, I dared to be per- 
sonal and asked her, “How did you 
keep your figure?” 

The gist of her answer was, of 
course, diet and exercise, but the 
point she stressed was promptness in 
tackling the problem. 

“You think,” she said, “that you are 
not overeating and are following the 
doctor’s instructions. Then your baby 
is born, and every dress you try on 
is too tight. The dismal truth is that 
you are fifteen pounds overweight 
and have a tummy and a roll around 
your middle. When that happens, you 
are silly if you don’t trim your diet 
according to the doctor’s instructions 
right off and start exercising a month 
after you come out of the hospital.” 








Kneeling, raise your arms above your head and 
pull your body up in a good stretch. Now bend to 
the right and try to lower the hips to the floor at 
the left. Repeat, bending to the left side. Do this 
alternately eight to ten times. Good for slimming 


That is the crux of the matter. 
Don’t wait. Start a program of special 
exercises and wise eating as soon as 
the doctor will let you. Keep at it, and 
there is no reason why you can’t have 
your girlish figure back again in a 
brief two months. 

But the longer you delay, the more 
difficult your problem becomes. And 
slender women are not immune to 
unflattering figure changes. You may 
not have gained a pound, you may 
even have lost weight; still you need 
to guard against swayback posture 





and relaxed abdominal muscles. If 
poor posture becomes a habit and you 
wait until the muscles have lost their 
elasticity, it may be almost impos- 
sible for you to regain your youthful 
flatness. 

So don’t just hope that you will 


' keep your figure. Work to make sure 


that you will. This is the way to do 
it. Follow the doctor’s instructions 
about diet and exercise implicitly 
during pregnancy. After the baby’s 
arrival, your doctor may give you a 
set of exercises similar to those out- 
lined by Dr. Kenyon on page 56. 
Take these seriously, and make time 
for them. Resist the temptation to 
pamper yourself and rest on your 
honors after the important job you 
have done, and please don’t make the 
excuse that you have no time to think 
about your looks. The truth is that 
few things are more important now 
than for you to be a pretty mother— 
your growing child’s ideal and your 
husband’s pride. 

The exercises the doctor gives you 
in the first six weeks do two things 
for you. They help the pelvic organs 
to return to (Continued on page 133) 


Lying on your back, knees bent, soles of the feet 
on the floor, contract the muscles of the abdomen. 
Try to keep the small of the back pressed to the 
floor. Relax and contract alternately, raising and 
_ lowering the book on your tummy. Do this one 
twenty times. It helps posture; flattens abdomen 


She looked up when this cat walk was snapped. 
When you do it, relax head, back, and knees as 
much as possible. Advance with right hand and 
right foot until left knee is straight, left hand still 
on the floor. Then in the same way advance with 
left hand and foot. Repeat ten to twenty times 
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N MANY of your letters you 
say, “I can’t wear my hair up 
because my face is too full.” A 
statement like that is a chal- 
samy lenge to us. We can’t get it out 
of our minds until we actually 
work on girls with round or square 
faces and see what happens when we 
put their hair up. As a matter of fact, 
we have found after dozens of experi- 
ments that the high hair-do is ex- 
tremely becoming to faces with round 
cheeks or square jaws. As an exam- 
ple, here is a letter from a reader: 


TI look a little like Constance Ben- 
nett. I have a short chin and upper lip 
and a rather wide face like hers. I go 
to all her pictures and wear my hair 
the way she does. But now my hus- 
band wants me to do my hair up. Do 
you think it will be becoming? 


Our answer is pictured above. At 
the left is Constance Bennett with 
a long, soft bob. At the right are 
sketched the front and side views of 
a new coiffure which we think is 
charming for this type of face. The 
curls over the forehead give length to 
the face, and when the hair is brushed 
up smoothly at the sides, the face ap- 
pears more oval. 
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NEW COLOR SCHEME 

I have brown eyes, coal-black hair, 
and dark olive skin. I have always 
used a bright orange lipstick, which I 
thought was right for my type, but 
lately I do not like it. Do you think 
my own coloring has become duller, 
or has the color of the lipstick been 
changed? I can notice no difference 
in either. 


Your skin and your lipstick are no 
doubt just the same, but you are 
looking at them differently. Uncon- 
sciously your eye has registered the 
swing to blue-reds which is news in 
make-up this year, and with that in 
the back of your mind, you have 
naturally felt dissatisfied with your 
present color scheme. Perhaps, too, 
you are wearing the lovely wine- 
reds and purply blues so smart this 
season, and with them your flame lip- 
stick clashes. Try one of the rich, 
plummy tones, and I’m sure you will 
like your face again. 


SCRUBBING NEEDED 


Coarse pores, blackheads, and occa- 
sional pimples are my problems at the 
age of sixteen. Please tell me what I 
should or should not do to keep my 
dry skin normal and _lovely. 


Vigorous scrubbing twice a day 
with a good soap conscientiously 
rinsed off will do a double job for 
you—clean the oil and grime off the 
surface of your skin and rouse the 
circulation underneath. Use a special 
corrective lotion on the pimples, and 
cold cream overnight two or three 
times a week if your skin becomes 
rough. Don’t forget that what you eat 
makes a big difference. Drink milk, 
eat carrots, green vegetables, fruits, 
and whole-wheat bread, and be wary 
of party food. Shampoo often, too, 
for a clean face should be neighbored 
only by clean hair and scalp. 


NATURAL WAVE 

My hair used to have a beautiful 
natural wave. It was no trouble at all; 
I could push it in when the hair was 
damp and preduce nice ripples. But 
several years ago we moved to a hard- 
water section, and I have completely 
lost my wave. Could the hard water be 
the cause? 


Yes, you probably are not able to 
rinse out all the soap. Why don’t you 
wash your hair in rain water, or, bet- 
ter still, use a soapless shampoo 
which works equally well in hard or 
soft water? When your hair is really 
clean, you should be able to train it 
to wave again as it used to. 





Are you looking for a gift for some- 
one pretty special? A handsome case 
like this one fitted out with every nail 
essential will earn any girl’s gratitude 


American Legend 


(Continued from page 21) 

to come back with them. Bert was none 
too easy to manage. She evaded the word. 
She would never manage anybody. It was 
only that Bert was impetuous and people 
did not understand. Without meaning to, 
she found herself standing between Bert 
and reporters, Bert and autograph hunt- 
ers, Bert and anybody who made him 
angry. But it would be different once they 
reached home and could live by them- 
selves. 

When she lifted her eyes, she could see 

the approaching mountains on the other 
side of the Golden Gate. Beyond them, be- 
yond the further plains, lay what she had 
always called home. But she felt now as 
though she were coming to a strange 
country. 
“Bert!” Kit cried as the ship moved 
slowly into the gaily decorated dock. 
“We're landing—we’re home! Come on, 
darling,” she coaxed. “Put on your new 
blue suit and your blue tie.” 

“Aw, Kit, I’m dressed all right.” 

“No, I want to show you off! ’m proud 
of my husband! Why, there are thousands 
of people out there, waiting to see you.” 

He looked at her a little sheepishly and 
began pulling off his sweater. 

“That’s it!” she exclaimed. “That’s my 
good boy!” 


Ane all the time she was hurriedly 
changing her own plain gray costume 
for one of white wool. Over her dark, 
straight-dressed hair she pulled a mis- 
chievous little white wool beret, and she 
wound a scarlet-striped scarf about her 
throat. There, now she looked like a bride. 
“You aren’t going to get me to stay 
dressed up like this, Kit!” Bert declared. 
“Oh, no,” she said lightly. “I wouldn’t 
want you to. But all those people are out 
there waiting to see the wonderful Bert 
Holm, and I want them to see how blue 
your eyes are and how nice and tall you 
are and how broad-shouldered you are— 
and all that.” 

He was smiling now, his unwilling smile, 
and his eyes were shy. She thought, “I 
haven’t been managing him properly.” 
And then she thought again with a stab, 
“Oh, but that sounds like Gail and 
Mother.” She wasn’t managing! 

But there was no time to think further. 
Someone knocked at the door, and when 
they opened it, there crowded into the 
narrow corridor three men and two wom- 
en, all smiling. One of them held out to 
her a great armful of red roses. 

“These flowers are from the Chamber 
of Commerce,” one man said. “We wel- 
come you and your distinguished hus- 
band.” 

“Here he is,” she interrupted, and pulled 
Bert to her side and stood, holding his 
arm. “And, oh, what lovely flowers!” She 
took them into the curve of her other arm 
and buried her face in them. “Oh, thank 
you all a thousand times! It is so good to 
be home!” 

They were all smiling at her, and now 
one of the women cried out: “Oh, Mrs. 
Holm, please come out on deck! Why, 
there are people who have been waiting 
here five and six hours for you!” 

“Yes, of course, we will,” she said. 

She felt Bert pulling back a little as she 
followed them, and looking up, she caught 
his indignant glance. 

“We must,” she whispered. “Just at 
first.” 

So they stood side by side on the deck 
at the railing, she with her arms full of 
red roses, smiling and smiling. Bert would 
not smile. He stood there, looking over 
their heads, his face grave and his mouth 
a little sullen. 

She clung to his arm while the crowd 
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roared and shouted with happiness and 
thousands of eyes fastened themselves 
hungrily upon them. She could feel the 
warmth of thousands of dreams soaring 
about them like white birds, the dreams 
of all these people which somehow Bert 
was fulfilling. She looked down into their 
yearning faces, and suddenly, to her own 
surprise, she felt a sob thick in her throat. 
How sad people were when they were 
crowded together like this! 

“We mustn’t disappoint them,” she told 
herself, and quivered with sudden under- 
standing. Dreams! Nothing was any use 
after a dream broke. 

Now, long after midnight, they were in 
their hotel room at last. She sank into 
a chair and closed her eyes for a moment. 

“Oh!” she whispered. 

He sat down on the bed and began pull- 
ing off his shoes. “I don’t know what 
you're doing tomorrow, my girl,” he said, 
“but I am going to take a train out of 
here before sunup.” 

“Where?” she asked. 

“Misty Falls,” he said firmly. “There 
isn’t a newspaper in the town, and any- 
way, my dad’s farm is ten miles out. No- 
body is going to walk ten miles to find 

e 


“It’s a beautiful idea,” she said, 
“but tomorrow they are having a 
banquet for you and giving you 
the keys of the city.” 

“I don’t want ’em,” he replied. 
He threw himself back on the bed 
and yawned loudly. “I’m not even 
going to be here.” 

“Yes, you are, Bert,” she said 
quietly. 

“Now, Kit—” 

“You're not going to disappoint 
the people,” she said. “You’ve be- 
come a sort of symbol to them.” 

“T don’t know what you're talk- 
ing about.” 

“I know you don’t,” she an- 
swered sharply, and then stopped 
herself because of the look of hurt 
astonishment in his eyes. 

“See here, Kit, you haven’t 
stopped loving me?” 

She flew to him. “No, Bert!” 

“We’ve been married only five 
weeks,” he complained, “and 
you're lecturing me already!” 

She did not answer except to 
curl herself under his arm. She 
traced the outline of his mouth 
and chin with her forefinger. 
“And you wouldn’t shave tonight 
before dinner,” she murmured. 

“Nobody’s going to get me to shave more 
than once a day,” he declared. “And not 
that when we get home!” Then suddenly 
he seized her in his arms and rubbed his 
~ stubbled chin roughly into her soft throat. 

“You haven’t got a sissy for a husband,” 
he said thickly. “You’ve got a man!” 


| WAS over at last. Across a mass of 
flowers she was waving to the crowd 
upon the platform, and Bert was beside 
her. The train was moving slowly out, 
and now it was gathering speed. The faces 
grew blurred and disappeared. 

Oh, the blessed quiet of nothing but the 
wheels rolling over vacant countryside, 
the lovely impersonality of nothing but a 
machine about them! And after last night, 
Bert had tried hard today. He had gone 
through the hours in a stolid silence of 
endurance. They were growing used to his 
silence; reporters were making much of 
it, building it up into a dignity. Perhaps it 
was best that he was silent. Silence 
seemed strength. Perhaps he was strong. 
She did not know. They had not had time 
yet to know each other. The days had been 
full, and at night they were utterly ex- 
hausted. 

She thought suddenly, “And I haven’t 
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even had time to ask him again how it 
felt to be on top of the mountain!” 
Bert had taken out his pipe and sat 
in his shirt sleeves, smoking quietly, so 
quietly that it was almost as good as being 
alone. She smiled at him and put on her 
robe and curled up on the seat and closed 
her eyes. Instantly against the purplish- 
black of her eyelids she saw their faces, 
the faces of thousands of people, moving, 
milling, straining, all staring at her. She 
opened her eyes and looked at Bert’s one 
face. His eyes were fixed on a point above 
her, and he was puffing steadily and slowly 
on his pipe. Upon his crossed knees were 
his clasped hands. Her eyes fell to them. 
There was always something fascinating 
and repelling about his hands. They were 
rough and direct in their touch, but they 
were strong and not badly shaped. ; 
Suddenly he looked intolerably strange 
to her. She had the momentary illusion 
that she had never seen him before. It was 
so strong that she had to hear his voice. 
“What are you thinking about?” she 
demanded. 
He brought his gaze to bear upon her 
blankly. “I was thinking about my garage,” 
he said. 


* * * 
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DEX VER was long past, and so was Chi- 
cago. This was New York. 

The brusqueness which had bewildered 
the cordial mid-Western crowds pleased 
the people in New York. The reporters 
laughed when Bert refused to talk and ad- 
mired him when he swore at them, and 
at the dinners and luncheons which 
crowded their days, she heard people tell- 
ing each other stories of his rudeness, with 
delight in what they called his unspoiled- 
ness. For he went his way unmoved, strid- 
ing through crowds without a look to the 
right or the left, his blond head always 
hatless and his profile held high. He was 
unconscious, she felt sure, of his pic- 
turesqueness. And it was impossible to 
deny his beauty. She admired him and 
eg him, she told herself; indeed she 

id. 

If sometimes she felt a certain empti- 
ness in her own mind, as though not for 
a long time had she really talked with 
anyone, then it was because of the ab- 
surdity of their life. It could not go on so 
forever. People’s interest turned to other 
things, and then they could go quietly on 
with their own life, and she would find 
the real heart and mind of the man she 
had married. 


At any rate marriage had done this for 
her: she was no longer possessed by Nor- 
man Linlay’s dark eyes. In his own fash- 
ion Bert was freeing her. Being kept too 
busy to think or to remember was a way 
of forgetting, too. She wondered if any- 
where in all the thousands they had seen 
there had been Norman. There had been 
no answer to her letter. And in the list 
of new plays opening on Broadway there 
was none by him. 

But she drove her thought away from 
that. Silly ever to forget Norman had not 
loved her! And Bert did love her, what- 
ever else. But there was nothing else, of 
course, since she loved him, too; though 
once, lying awake in the short night at 
the end of one of their mad days, she 
thought, “It’s almost as though we weren’t 
married yet, and as though I were waiting 
for our wedding day to know him as he 
really is, when he will belong to me.” 

Bert was sound asleep beside her... He 
awoke in the night with that queer feel- 
ing that he had all the time now. It kept 
him from talking, or even from feeling 
anything else. Where was he? What was 
he, Bert Holm, doing here in this fine hotel, 
in all this noise? 

He lifted himself on one elbow 
to look at Kit. She was his wife, 
but he had hardly found it out. 
At this hour ‘she was always 
asleep, so still she was like dead. 
She always lay the same way, flat 
on her back, stretched out, her 
head turned a little to the right. 

“Wonder what it would be if I 
just walked out?” he asked him- 
self, looking at her quiet face. 
“What if I just walked out and 
never showed up?” he thought. 

He lay, listening to the rumbling 
of New York waking up to the 
day. He hated noise, that was what. 
Maybe that was what had started 
him on his mountain climbing, 
wanting quiet. That was why he 
had liked Kit right off. She was 
quiet, and he had not known any 
quiet women. His mother was a 
talker, and so had Lil been a 
talker. Lil would keep on jabber- 
ing all night—nothing sensible— 
but Kit was quiet even in her 
sleep. Now he would stick by Kit. 

Sometimes he wondered if he 
oughtn’t to tell her about Lil. He 
kind of hated to because he had 
told reporters over and over again | 
at first that he wasn’t married. 

That was because it was none of 
their business whether he was or not. 
Besides, he wasn’t married then; a Reno 
divorce had fixed him up. : 

Soon all this noise and fuss would be 
over. Tomorrow they were to be at Misty 
Falls; and when they had seen Bert’s par- 
ents, they were going to Glen Barry to 
stay as long as they liked—at least until 
they knew where they wanted to live. 
Then their marriage would really begin. 

He and Kit would go somewhere, and 
he would build a garage, full of all the 
latest fixings. And of course he would 
build Kit a house to live in. House and 
garage, they would be as good as money 
could buy. And even if he had to take a 
shotgun to them, there would be no more 
reporters hanging around. 

At the station in Misty Falls they were 
met by a lean gray-haired man in a rusty 
black suit and by a fat excited woman in 
a flowered print dress and a brown cloth 
coat too tight for her. These two she saw 
first out of the train window. But behind 
them were scores of other people. 

“Gosh!” Bert shouted joyfully. “The 
whole town’s here!” 

“I thought you said we’d be quiet!” she 
exclaimed. ‘ 

He grinned at her. “I was wrong, I 


guess,” he admitted. “Well, they’re here, 
all right. If there isn’t that old son-of-a- 
gun, Jackie Rexall, even, that I used to 
talk about going into business with when 
I got my garage! Hello, you old son-of-a- 
gun! Hello, Mom! Hello, Pop! This is Kit!” 

She felt herself taken into Mrs. Holm’s 
fat, soft embrace. In her ear she heard 
Mrs. Holm’s babbling excited voice, half- 
weeping. 

‘Dearie, dearie, it’s too good to be true, 
that Bert’s brought home such a lovely 
bride! Jake, isn’t she a nice little bride?” 

She looked up into Mr. Holm’s solemn 
blue eyes and put out her hand, which he 
took into his own hand, at once huge and 
lifeless. 

“Pleased to meet you,” he said. He 
looked about him, dazed, smiling aim- 
lessly, as the crowd yelled at Bert. Bert 
was yelling back, wild with joy. Men were 
roaring at him and clapping him on the 
back. 

“Well, you old tinker, you had to get 
to the top, did yuh?” They were all wor- 
shiping him, the same adoring worship. 

Suddenly he remembered Kit. He swept 
her up into his arms and held her high 
over his head. “Folks, meet my wife, Kit!” 

She shook scores of hands, smiled over 
and over again. Then they moved rather 
soberly toward an old car into which she 
climbed after Bert’s mother. It was as 
though a party which had been merry 
and at its height were suddenly over and 
finished. 


‘es was the quiet about which Bert 
had talked. Yes, she loved it. The 
square white farmhouse stood on a hill- 
side, half-hidden by trees. It had no spe- 
cial beauty except the beauty of fields and 
trees and the immense surrounding si- 
lence. But after the incessant noise of the 
last weeks, after the treadmill of public 
functions, bare silence was enough. 

“Oh, I love it!” she cried. 

But in a very few days she knew 
that she did not love Bert’s mother and 
father. She couldn’t—she never could. At 
first she had listened to Bert’s mother 
talk and had even tried to answer and 
make a conversation. Then she discov- 
ered that this only upset her. And there 
was no use pretending she liked the smell 
of cows in which Mr. Holm walked en- 
veloped. He could not help it, of course, 
on a dairy farm. 

But it was Mr. Holm’s hands that she 
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hated most—those great horrible ham- 
shaped hands, with the black dirt hope- 
lessly and eternally in the creases. “How 
can he help that, when he has to work?” 
she asked herself fiercely, forcing herself 
to eat. “He’s decent and good, and it 
doesn’t matter if he can barely read and 
write.” No, but these were honest, good 
people who adored their only son and 
were proud of him to pathos, and ready 
to love her if she would let them. She 
hated herself because she could not let 
them. 

But the quiet was real. It was in the 
woods where she could wander, and on 
the meadows where she could lie on the 
slope of a hillside, Bert beside her. She 
was too American not to know that many 
a great American had come out of houses 
such as this one where Bert had been 
born. This small wooden structure, cold 
in winter and hot in summer, flimsy in 
storm and wind, and yet somehow inde- 
structible, was essentially American, and 
it was all part of what went to make up 
Bert. 

She lay back in the thick meadow grass 
now, wondering what made people belong 
together or apart. She looked at Bert. 

... He was thinking, complacently, look- 
ing down into Kit’s face, that he needn’t 
have been scared she wouldn’t like it here. 
She liked it, and the folks liked her. Not 


ing tasty and satisfying meals. Gives menus, all tested, tasted 
and approved. Price 15¢. 
Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 57th St. & 8th Ave., N. Y. 


~~ 








Tender throats like Lavoris — 


it’s so soothing and satisfying 





The pleasing mouth wash and gargle 





January 1939 Good Housekeeping 121 


ARE YOU PAYING 


FOR QUALITY DOG FOOD? 


Then Read these Facts: 









all grocers. 
DoyLeE Packine Co. 


MOMENCE, ILL. AND NEWARK, N. J. 


cawanleed bi 
o y ee GOOD ta 
fe \) HOUSEKEEPING 
A ee ; as fldrediied Uercin 


THE QUALITY DOG FOOD 
4 cans for 25c 





Use this time-saver to scour ves- 
sels. Does a better job. Harmless 
to polished surfaces and tender 
hands. Not copper, but a special 
non-corroding bronze alloy. 
All stores, 10c. Metal Sponge 
Sales Corp., Phila., Pa. 


(Gottschalk’s 


METAL SPONGE 















Amazing mild ‘medication helps 
soothe and whiten hands, 
imparting a lovely softness. 





ea we 
SOAP AND OINTME Dae 


KNITTING WOOLS 


Send for 600 Samples FREE 
HOOK RUG YARNS 


Prompt Mail Service 
COLONIAL YARN HOUSE, 1231-L Cherry St., Phila., Pa. 


122 





Strongheart is 
made in four large factories located from 
coast-to-coast ... packing dog food exclu- 
sively. That means quantity buying of car- 
loads of fresh nourishing materials—the finest 
money can buy... and quantity buying means 
money saved—savings we are glad to pass 
on to you. That’s why dog owners every- 
where are demanding Strongheart—the qual- 
ity dog food that’s sold at a 
reasonable price. On sale at 


LOS ANGELES, CAL., KANSAS CITY, MO. 










that it mattered an awful lot because as 
soon as he got around to building his 
garage they wouldn’t be here much any 
more. He didn’t know whether he wanted 
to stay in Misty Falls or not. Something 
had to be done about Lil if they stayed 
here. She was back again, working in the 
soda fountain. Jack had told him that on 
the quiet down at the station. 

Of course he had to tell Kit about her, 
or somebody would, if they stayed in 
Misty Falls. It had been decent of Lil not 
to show up at the station. She could have 
as well as not. He’d half-expected her to 
show up or want alimony or something 
now that he was rich—or going to be rich. 
Maybe they’d better not stay in Misty 
Falls. Kit was saying something. 

“What’s that, Kit?” he asked. . 

“I said,” she repeated dreamily, “that I 
had been looking forward so long to our 
being alone, Bert. Do you know we've 
hardly talked together at all since we were 
married?” 

“That’s right, Kit,” he agreed. 

“How strange it’s all been!” she mused. 

Now, if ever, they should be able to talk, 
to tell each what each had never told. 
Sometimes she had longed to tell him about 
Norman. Perhaps telling Bert would drive 
out the very shadows of memory at last. 
But it was not a thing to be told between 
coming back exhausted from a late lunch- 
eon to hurry into evening clothes for an 
early reception before a dinner. 

“How heavenly this day is!” she said. 


The afternoon air was pure and deli-’ 


cious. This was a beautiful spot, this slop- 
ing meadow, the orchard to the right, and 
the house below, and beyond it the low 
interlacing hills. The earth felt warm be- 
neath her. She put out her hand and took 
Bert’s hand and held it cupping her chin. 

“Darling,” she said, “I like this. I wish 
we could stay here forever, out in the sun. 
Bert, when you were a little boy, did you 
dream of leaving here and going to the 
other side of the world and climbing 
mountains nobody had ever climbed be- 
fore?” 

He chewed the grass thoughtfully, his 
blue gaze concentrated in the effort to 
remember. 

“I don’t think I thought about much of 
anything then,” he said after a while. “I 
can’t remember that I did. Say—” he broke 
off. “What’s going on down at the house?” 

_He pointed, and she sat up and looked 
down the hill. A car had stopped jerkily 
on the stony country road before the 
house. Out of it came three men, carrying 


a large camera and a tripod. She and Bert ’ 


looked at each other in mutual dismay. 
“Let’s run!” he said. 
“All right,” she whispered, “let’s!” 
They took hands and ran into the 
orchard and lost themselves among the 
apple-laden trees. 
“Now they can’t see us,” Bert declared. 


[¢ WAS fun running away like this to- 
: gether in the brilliant sunny afternoon. 
Around them the fragrance of the warm 
ripe apples was like wine. She felt wild 
and free and excited. Surely this was be- 
cause of love! 

“Oh, Bert, I do love you!” she cried. She 
flung herself into his arms, and he seized 
her and held her. 

“I’m crazy about you,” he said tensely. 
“Crazy—crazy—crazy—” 

He lifted her against him until her feet 
were clear of the earth. He was strong; 
she felt his strength now. Here was where 
he belonged. If they never left this place, 
perhaps they could really find each other. 
She’d learn not to mind Mr. Holm’s hands, 
and Mrs. Holm’s— 

“Well, here’s where you are!” Mrs. 
Holm’s surprised voice exclaimed. 

He dropped Kit, and she felt her feet 
hard and suddenly upon the ground. They 
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looked up to meet Mrs. Holm’s embar- 
rassed eyes. She was hot and red and 
panting from her climb. 

“I been looking everywhere for you, 
Bert,” she said sharply. “Didn’t you hear 
me calling you? There’re men here from 
the county newspaper, wantin’ to take 
your picture.” 

“Can’t I—” Bert began. 

“Come on,” Mrs. Holm ordered. 

“Oh, all right,” Bert said angrily. 

They followed her down the hill, soberly 
and in silence. 


te was no quiet. Every day before 
the day was well begun cars drove up 
to the house. Sometimes they were news- 
papermen, sometimes only tourists coming 
to see where Bert was born, and wanting 
autographs. It was always Mrs. Holm who 
went out to see them. She was enjoying 
being Bert Holm’s mother. She kept a 
clean apron on the kitchen shelf ready to 
slip on when she saw a car stop. And it 
was she who went and found Bert, wher- 
ever he was, and made him come out. 

At first Bert quarreled furiously with 
her. “Heck, I can’t go on like this, Mom,” 
he protested. “I gotta have some peace!” 

“Don’t talk like a fool!” she returned. 
“Tt ain’t nothin’ to come and be a little 
civil. The least you can do, Bert Holm, is 
to stand and let ’em see you.” 

They asked for Kit, too. “Aren’t you 
married, Bert?” men drawled. “Where’s 
your wife?” 

“Oh, we'd love to meet her,” women said 
politely. 

But Kit had learned to run out of the 
side door in the cramped little dining 
room, up the hill, and over a bit of swamp 
into the woods. 

The swamp was her salvation. Mrs. 
Holm would never risk getting her feet 
wet. Once she had sent Bert after her 
when she had chanced to see Kit escaping 
toward the swamp. He ran after her and 
caught her midway, and there, balanced 
upon rocks in the midst of the muck, they 
had argued. 

“Kit, Mom says come back.” 

“Bert, I would rather throw myself into 
the swamp. I can’t stand it.” 

“Well, I have to stand it!” 

“But I don’t! ’'m not you.” She turned 
and fled across the swamp without once 
looking back until she reached the trees. 
From among them she watched Bert 
walking dejectedly across the fields. Poor 
Bert! But indeed she could not! 

Later Bert said briefly, “I told Mom to 
leave you alone, Kit.” 

“Thank you, Bert,” she said gratefully. 

It was very good of him to take her side 
against his mother. He did understand her 
—of course he did, because he hated it, 
too. They must go away as soon as they 
could. She had said nearly every day: 
“When do you think we can go to my 
home? Dad and Mother are back, and you 
haven’t even seen Gail and Harvey and 
the children.” She knew now that merely 
being married to Bert could not make this 
place her home. 

And every time Bert said: “Oh pretty 
soon, Kit. Mom’s having such a swell time, 
I kind of hate to spoil her fun.” 

One morning when she was wandering 
through the woods, now at their fullest 
height of late October color, she came un- 
expectedly upon Mr. Holm. He was clear- 
ing out some young trees. She had never 
been alone with’ him before, and at once 
she felt shy. But then so did he. 

“Hello, there,” he said. 

“Hello,” she answered. She hesitated a 
moment, not liking to be rude and go on 
without further speech, and yet longing 
to be gone. 

“Walking?” he asked perfunctorily, 
pausing a moment. 

“Yes,” she answered. Then she smiled. 


. 


“More than that. ’m running away.” 

He seemed about to begin chopping 
again, for he rubbed the edge of his ax 
with his forefinger as though it were a 
leather strop. 

“Say,” he began abruptly. 

“Yes?” she inquired, a little startled. 

“Why don’t you get Bert away from 
here?” 

She stared at him, still inquiring. “Get 
Bert away from his home?” she asked. 

“His mom,” Mr. Holm said curtly. “She’s 
goin’ to make a fool out of him. We’ve 
fought over Bert since he was born, her 
and me. Me wantin’ him to work like a 
real man, and her sayin’ he was too good 
to be a dirt farmer—like his Pop. She 
brought him up thinkin’ he had to have 
a garage or somethin’, I know why, too, 
’*cause she saw herself settin’ there, talkin’ 
with everybody that stopped, that’s what. 
She’s always said as soon as he bought a 
garage wed all sell the farm and move 
down to town. But I wasn’t sellin’. I ain’t 
ever goin’ to sell. You'll see—” Mr. Holm’s 
voice rose to vehemence—“she’ll tell him 
now he don’t even need to work in a 
garage. What does she want a garage for 
now? People comin’ from everywhere, 
like this.” 

He remembered himself, stopped, and 
spat on the edge of his ax, and chopped 
down a sapling with two strokes. 

“You mean—” she faltered. Her brain 
began to cast about and chanced on re- 
membering how Bert dressed every morn- 
ing now as though it were Sunday. When 
he first came, he had delighted in old pants 
and a shirt with no collar. But now each 
day he shaved carefully and put on a tie. 

“What I’m tryin’ to say is, Bert ain’t 
above bein’ made a fool of.” He looked 
at her with a strange glance. 

Why did he look at her like that? Who 
had made a fool of Bert? ‘ 

“Well,” he went on, “that’s not here or 
there, now. My advice is get him workin’ 
somewhere at anything.” 

She rose. “Thank you,” she said ear- 
nestly. “I do appreciate what you've said. 
I see what you mean.” She hesitated. “I 
think myself that perhaps Bert is growing 
to like—all this—better than he did.” 

“That’s it,” Mr. Holm said. “You see it 
for yourself.” 

They looked at each other, and suddenly 
she realized she could like him. She hesi- 
tated a moment longer, but he went on 
chopping, and she turned into the woods 
again, thinking. 


T Mr. Holm had said was now like 
a further light thrown upon Bert. Out- 
wardly the days went on exactly as they 
had, but she saw that what Mr. Holm said 
was true. Bert was being changed by his 
mother. No, it was not so much a change, 
as though what was happening to him was 
developing something in him, some side 
which had not been apparent before. 
When he had been with strange people 
and in strange places, he had had no con- 
fidence in himself. He was shy, and his 
shyness made him seem self-effacing and 
modest. Even his flashes of sullenness had 
seemed part of his shyness. 

But here in his own surroundings he 
was not shy. When people came to him, 
he greeted them boisterously, made fun 
of their cars and of them. He took his 
father’s car and went to the village and 
began hanging about the town. Once she 
went with him, and then she had not liked 
the way he swaggered into the drugstore 
nor the careless lordly way he greeted the 
girl at the soda fountain. 

“Hello, Lil,” he had said loudly. “Meet 
my wife.” 

The girl was a blonde creature with 
heavy features and too much make-up. 
“Pleased, I’m sure,” she had said, and 
stared at Kit out of hard gray eyes. 
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Send for FREE copy—The “Yummy” Book, 
containing many very tempting recipes. 
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© Nothing great 
Was ever achieved 
without enthusiasm 





We're enthusiastic about our Dustinc Paper and 
so will you be! Just think . . . it dusts and polishes 
at the same time! Germ-laden dust is absorbed, not 
scattered, and the duster thrown away. Ask for 
KVP Dusrine Paper at department stores and 
grocers. 

KALAMAZOO VEGETABLE PARCHMENT CO. 
Dept. G-1, Parchment, Kalamazoo, Michigan 
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Send for 600 Free Samples 
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She had kept on staring at her, too. 
Every time Kit had looked up while she 
sipped her orange juice, she met those 
sharp gray eyes. But Bert had paid no 
more attention to her. He was too busy 
shouting greetings at everybody who came 
in. And everybody in the town seemed to 
come to the drugstore as soon as they 
heard Bert was there. They shouted back 
at him and stopped to talk with him. But 
secretly she felt them all staring at her. 
She had not gone with him again to the 
town. 

And all the time the weather held, in 
one beautiful day after another, through 
a long Indian summer, into a November 
of unprecedented warmth. Her mother 
wrote her: “When are you coming, dear 
child? I don’t want to hurry you if you 
are happy, but we long to see you.” And 
Gail wrote, “I don’t believe there is such 
a person as Bert Holm.” 

It was a letter of her father’s which 
made her suddenly decide they must leave. 
Her father seldom wrote letters. All dur- 
ing her college years she had not heard 
from him more than three times. But now 
he said, in his own small cramped script, 
straight to the point and brief: 


“Dear Kit: The publicity now coming 
out about Bert is unfortunate. Your 
mother and I agree it is cheap and un- 
dignified. I advise your employing a sound 
publicity agent and controlling things a 
little more. I recommend Roger Brame, 
my own agent. Be glad to see you home. 

“With love, 
“Dap” 


aes had purposely not been reading the 
papers. What were people saying about 
Bert? It was time to go and see. She folded 
the letters up thoughtfully. Perhaps it was 
in her own home, among her own kind, 
that she and Bert would be really happy. 
Bert was teachable and malleable. If his 
mother could do it, so could she. She knew 
at that moment she could hate Mrs. Holm. 

“I never want to come back here again,” 
she thought with sudden passion. And 
then, as though she had not realized it 
before, she cried out to herself: “Why, 
I’ve been bored to death here! I’ve really 
hated every moment of it except when 
I’ve been alone outdoors. I’ve been fear- 
fully patient—foolishly patient.’ She 
would not, she resolved, be patient any 
more. : 

“Bert,” she said that night in their room. 

He was whistling under his breath, and 
he stopped and cocked an eyebrow at her. 

“Please—I want to go home.” 

She braced herself for his refusal, or 
at least for his unwillingness. But there 
was neither. He sat down on the edge of 
the bed and pulled off his shoes. 

“Okay,” he said cheerfully. “When do 
you want to go?” 

“Tomorrow?” she asked. Would she ever 
know him? 

“Okay,” he agreed calmly, so calmly 
that she stood staring at him. “What’s the 
matter with you?” he demanded. 

“Why—nothing,” she replied. “Only— 
would you have been willing to go be- 
fore?” 

“I don’t know,” he replied lazily. 
“Why?” 

“Why, because I’ve wanted to go for 
weeks, and I thought you didn’t want to 
go! So I’ve made myself stay on for your 
sake, because I thought you liked it here.” 

“Sure, I like it,” he said. Then he 
laughed. “I guess I- have it fixed: now, 
though, so I have fun wherever I go.” 

He fell to whistling again, and she 
thought, “Now what does that mean?” ° 

But his willingness had suddenly made 
everything less severe. He was like a boy, 
that was all. It was she who was foolish— 
too earnest, too intense. They were going 


as advertised—see page 6 


home together, and she would help him. 
Besides, everyone liked him. It was im- 
possible not to like him. What if he had 
such parents? Plenty of Americans did. 
He was vital and strong, and if he was 
crude, that could be changed because he 
was young, and so was she. 

She put away the sudden memory of 
the one time Norman Linlay had taken 
her to his childhood home in an old New 
York house. She had met his mother, a 
gentle old lady in a soft plain black dress. 
She had felt her hand taken between two 
caressing palms when she went away. 

“I hope you will come often into this 
ee my dear,’ Norman’s mother had 
said. 

And she had answered: “I’d like to. I 
love this house.” 

But she had never gone back to it... 


“rINHIS is Bert,” she said. 

Gail, in a new silver-tissue frock, 
put out a slender beautiful hand. “Bert 
Holm, at last!” she cried. 

They were all in the library before din- 
ner, a family party, on this her first night 
home. She was so happy she felt her heart 
like a bubbling spring within her. Every- 
thing was better than she remembered. 
She had been away for months—nearly a 
year, when one counted the trip abroad. 
But it seemed much longer, because 
everything was now so changed. She could 
not but realize how changed when today 
they drove up from the station to Glen 
Barry. Her mother was still there, because 
since the weather had been so wonderful 
her father could play golf. As soon as the 
weather changed, they would move into 
town for the winter. 

She had thought, sitting in the back seat 
of the big limousine, holding Bert’s hand 
under the edge of his topcoat, “How des- 
perate I was when we drove out of this 
gate!” She had been desperate, indeed. 
For that was after Norman had told her... 
Now she was coming back, the wife of 
Bert Holm. 

Mr. Tallant sat now, very stiff, on a 
small seat in front of his wife. He did not, 
he felt, know his son-in-law in the least. 
Now he would make it a point to know 
him. Kit was looking thin in spite of being 
on a farm so long. He stole a sidewise 
glance at his son-in-law. He was robust 
enough, though! 

Mrs, Tallant was talking on and on, 
amiably. “I told Gail to bring the children 
for a day or two so that we can all be to- 
gether after so long. Harvey can drive 
back and forth te town with your father 
for once. Personally, I think Gail indulges 
him by living in a suburb.” Her talk flowed 
on in its pleasant calm discussion of the 
family. 

Bert sat in his usual silence. She could 
not tell what he thought, Kit said to her- 
self. But it did not matter. It was glorious 
to be home. When they drew up at the 
house, she could scarcely wait to show 
him everything—her own rooms, the li- 
brary, the swimming pool, and the garden. 

“When is dinner, Mother?” she asked. 
“Shall we have time to see everything 
first?” 

“Yes, indeed, dear,” her mother said. 
“You don’t have to dress for an hour or 
more. Only, darling, do not run about in 
the dark trying to see things. Remember 
tomorrow is coming, and there is time for 
everything. It will soon be twilight.” 

“Oh, only what’s near the house,” she 
promised. 

So, clasping Bert’s hand tightly, she took 
him to see what she loved. Everything was 
beautiful, lovelier than she remembered. 
The past weeks were swept out of her 
mind. She was home. No, she and Bert 
were home together. 

“Come, let’s go in,” she cried after a few 
minutes. She led him in, calling to Smed- 


ley at ‘the door, “Smedley, this is Mr. 
Holm!” © 

Smedley had been there at the door as 
far back as she could remember. 

“T’'m very glad, ’m sure, Miss,” he re- 
plied, bowing, but she could feel his ex- 
citement. For of course Smedley knew 
everything about Bert Holm! 

She led Bert upstairs to her own rooms. 

* She could scarcely wait to see them again. 
In what misery of solitary grief she had 
Jain awake there, night after night! Must 
there not be, she thought, her hand on the 

- door, some shadow left? But when she 

opened the door, the fire was burning 
brightly on the hearth, and the rose-red 
curtains were drawn, and the soft lights 

_ shining.-She turned to Bert. 
~ “This is my own room,” she said, “where 

I grew up from a little girl, where every- 
thing happened to me. Now you're here!” 

She gazed at him in a sort of pleading. 
Would he understand what she was feel- 
ing? Oh, please, you must understand, 
her heart strained itself to cry at him. 

“Tt kind of looks like you, Kit,” he said 
slowly. 

She could not be sure that he under- 
stood, but there was the chance that he 
did. Then before there was time to won- 
der, the gong rang. 7 

“Oh, we'll have to hurry!” she cried. 
“That’s only ten minutes before dinner.” 


peewee was pretty swell around 
here, Bert thought to himself. He’d 
take his time getting to know her folks. 
They had class, he could see that. A house 
like this cost plenty. He wouldn’t want it— 
well, maybe he would. Anyway, what he 
had to remember was that there was noth- 
ing to be afraid of, not even Lil. Well, 
maybe it was just as well, though, that 
they had left Misty Falls. He hadn’t liked 
the way she looked at Kit. He didn’t like 
what Jack had said she said to him after- 
ward—that a fool born would be a fool 
until he died, or something like that. He’d 
maybe tell Kit all about Lil some day, 
after they’d been here a while. He’d tell 
her he and Lil were divorced and all that, 
and there wasn’t a thing to worry about. 

However long he tried, he could never 
tie these black strings. And besides he 
was out of practice with all those weeks 
at home, though he had dressed up once 
for his mother to see how he looked. 

“Kit!” he shouted, “come and tie this 
damned thing!” 

“Coming!” she answered. 

She had a nice voice, Kit had. There 
were a lot of things he liked about her. 
She came in, looking awfully pretty in a 
blue dress he had never seen. 

“Gosh, you look swell!” he cried. He 
was looking at her uplifted lashes as she 
stood on tiptoe and tied his tie with her 
neat little fingers, and he put his arms 
about her. 

“Gosh, there’s a lot of things about you 
I like!” he exclaimed. “Those eyelashes, 
for one thing. I never saw any like ’em 
before, so long and black!” 

And at that moment the gong clanged 
again. 

“Hurry,” she cried, “we can’t be late 
here.” 

And then they had run down the stairs 
hand in hand, and into a room walled with 
books, and there they all were, her dad 
and mother, and a fattish fellow with a 
long face, and a very pretty woman in a 
silver dress who didn’t look a bit like Kit. 

“This is Bert,” Kit said. 

And Bert felt a firm thin hand take his. 
It was Gail. 

Instantly Kit knew she was afraid of 
Gail. Gail was sitting on the arm of Har- 
vey’s chair, sipping her sherry, and laugh- 
ing and talking. 

“Really, it’s been humiliating not to 
be able to tell anyone what one’s own | 
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New! Grand! Easy! 


Y DESSERT 


ndies, crushed 
or crushed cleat 


CANDY-DAND 


Y cup red cinnamon a 
peppermint sticks, 
fruit-flavored candies 


1 or 2 €g8 whites 

1 teaspoon vanilla 

ll amount of milk in to 
alt, candy, and remainin ea, 
d cook 10 to 12 minutes after Wa’ é 

i ill be we 
frequently. Remove from fire. (Tapioca will ar 
ghout, but mixture will be thin. Do not ov 
> 


j i d shape. Fold hot tapioca 
| just stiff enough to hold shap ote 


1 or 2 €88 yolks 


4 cups m1 : 
1% cup Minute Tapioca* 


14, teaspoon salt . 

€ double boiler. 
Nata ee, =, salle Place over 
Add Minute Tapioca, s 
rapidly boiling water ani 
again, stirring 
distributed throu 


white unti : : : 
nes f gradually into ¢88 white. Cool—mixture thic 


it i “114. chill. Serve in 
i in vanilla; chill. 
When slightly cool, stir 10 +L ta 
i h whipped ctea 
lasses. Garnish wit 7 
nee Bias Serves 8. All measurements are ee 
Soon ane + Use genuine Minute Tapioca 19 


recipe for perfect results. 


mixtu 
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It’s delicious. 
i Tapioca some day soon. 
ee Se ei Tapioca recipe on package. 


And economica 





ae Bee ke oe book of 58 miracle-working inde eae 
Dept. G. .-1-39, Bai es 
FREE Address Gener ada, eaaikes General Foods, Coboure, 
ou 
This offer expires June 30, 1939. 


WHAT TO BUY. ... For Beauty’s Sake 


This booklet is free. It lists the names of cosmetics Tested & 
Approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. All of these products 
were thoroughly tested . . . technically in our own laboratories ; 
practically in actual use by our Beauty Clinic. They are safe and 
effective aids to good looks. Send for a copy of “Cosmetics Tested 
and Approved”. Use it as a buying guide to satisfaction and safety. 
Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 57th St. & 8th Ave., 
New York, N. Y. 
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‘Fred wondered 


how I was able to 
make money stretch so far” 


“Of course I wasn’t the miracle-worker he thought I was. Money simply 
doesn’t stretch. But a few years ago, when Fred’s salary was reduced I 
had decided to do something to help out. I knew there was money to be 


made in handling magazine subscriptions but the amount I was able 
9 


to add to the family income surpassed my most sanguine expectations.’ 


ie Mile the Answer to Your Problem? 


If your personal or family budget doesn’t cover all your expenses... 
if you need extra money for some special purpose . 
plan so many others have found successful? 


You will be delighted to discover how easily you can earn worthwhile 
sums and what a difference that extra money makes. There’s really no 


reason why you can’t have a substantial income of your own... 


wanted but have never felt you could quite afford. 


The coupon below brings you, without the slightest obligation, everything 
you need to start earning extra money at once. Mail it now—you'll be 


glad you did! 


Good Housekeeping, Dept. 138-E 
sith Street at Eighth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Please send me, without obligation, com 


plete details of your money- 
making plan. 
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or 
. . why not try the 


an in- 
dependent income that will help you to enjoy the things. you have always 
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brothor-in-law wes,’ she was saying. 
“With everyone agog and asking me a 
million’ questions, all I could*do was to 
say: ‘My dear, you know as much as I do. 
I believe he is handsome—’ as he is—” she 
flung a little bow at Bert—“ ‘but beyond 
that you must consult your local papers.’ ” 

They all laughed except Harvey, who 
merely smiled. But behind her chatter Kit 
saw Gail’s clear hazel eyes measuring and 
appraising Bert. She rose and went to the 
chair where Bert was sitting and sat upon 
its arm, and shared Gail’s gaze. 

Gail’s look grew ironically good-hu- 
mored. Whatever Kit had done, she 
thought, she had married a handsome 
man. She herself was, as she knew, ir- 
revocably married. to Harvey Crane— 
irrevocably because he ruled her like a 
slave, and she liked it. Nevertheless it 
was pleasant to. maintain that, being a 
mere slave, she could feel free to rebel in 
small secret ways; as, for instance, to won- 
der what it would be like to be married 
to a very handsome young animal like 
Bert Holm. 

“Dinner is served,” Smedley said at the 
door. 

“I shall sit next you, Bert,” Gail said. 
“I won’t be put off any longer.” 

“That’s okay with me,” Bert answered. 

After dinner, while her mother poured 
coffee in the drawing room, Gail drew out 
of a large striped silk bag a sweater she 
.was. knitting for her smaller son, and 
looked, as she meant to look, the picture 
-of what a young matron should be. Kit, 
watching them all, felt her uneasiness al- 
most depart from her. They were going 
to ke kind to Bert. 

But Kit was not quite sure of Gail. 
“BX THE way, Kit,” her father was say- 

ing, “I asked Roger Brame to come 
and see you today. The sooner Bert gets 
his publicity organized, the better.” 

“Yes, Father, thank you,” she mur- 
mured. She had come down to breakfast 
with him early before he went to the 
city. ; 

“You can trust Brame absolutely,” he 
went on. 

“With what?” she asked innocently. 

Mr. Tallant shot a look at her from un- 
der his thick gray eyebrows. He was a 
little alarmed at her tone. Did it mean she 
knew nothing about some of the things 
Brame had been telling him? Maybe there 
was no truth in them, then. It was not 
likely, when she had come straight from 
Misty Falls, that she had heard nothing 
at all. Besides, it was the sort of thing a 
man should tell his wife. Anyway, one 
never knew what was true about these 
national heroes. People told the most ab- 
surd stories. Women, especially, loved to 
say they’d had love affairs. But he had 
appreciated the fact that Brame had come 
to him. 

“Brame will be here at eleven,” he said. 
He hesitated a moment. “Better see him 
alone first,” he added. “It’s very hard for 
a man like Bert to understand the neces- 
sity of proper publicity. He thinks he is 
free to do as he likes, but he is not, of 
course, Only entirely inconspicuous per- 
sons are.” He paused and added, “Brame 
will want to talk to you frankly.” 

“Yes, Father,” she said. ~ 

Only— “Frankly about what?” she 
thought in the library at eleven o’clock, 
looking at Mr. Brame’s gray, smooth- 
shaven face. Outside on the lawn Bert was 
playing with Gail’s two little boys. She 
had-never seen him with small children 
before, and she kept looking out the win- 
dow, a tug of tenderness at her breast. 

“The approach to our problem,” Mr. 
Brame was saying, “is eminently one of 
choice. What is the picture of our hero 
which we wish to present to the public? 

“We have here,” he continued, ruffling 








‘a handful of papers, “a confusion of news- 
paper stories about Bert Holm. They do 
not present anything like a consistent pic- 
ture. The public loves consistency. They 
want to be able to say: ‘We know Bert 
Holm. He is brave, youthful, courageous, 
honorable. Though of fairly humble origin, 
there is no stain on his past. In short, the 
perfect American type.’” He paused. 

“All that would be quite true,” Kit said 
quietly. 

“Of course,” Roger Brame agreed. 

The thing was twice as hard as he 
thought. She knew nothing at all. He had 
better deal with Mr. Tallant on this ugly 
story which was beginning to creep 
around. It had not broken into newspapers 
yet, but he knew newspapermen were toy- 
ing with it. 

“T think you will find that all you need 
to do is to present him exactly as he is,” 
she said proudly. 

“Of course,’ Mr. Brame replied again, 
dryly. 

She was about to ring the bell and tell 
Smedley to ask Bert to come when the 
door opened and he came in to find her, 
his hair tossed and his tie askew. 

“°T.o, Kit,” he said. “I wondered what 
had become of you.” 

“I was just going to send for you.” She 
smiled up at him and put out her hand. 
“Bert, this is Mr. Brame.” 

“Glad to meet you,” Bert said heartily, 
and put out his hand. 

“Thank you,” Mr. Brame said, with- 
drawing his own hand quickly. “I was 
just saying to Mrs. Holm,” he said, “that 
I feel it scarcely necessary to trouble 
either of you. I have a fair idea of what 
the public likes, and with what data I 
have I am sure we can build up the sort 
of publicity you both would approve.” 

He could see bewilderment in the young 
man’s rather empty blue eyes. But Bert 
laughed as he answered: 

“Sure—I’m no publicity hound myself. 
Anything will do so long as it don’t bother 


me. 
“Just so,” Mr. Brame said. 


RS. TALLANT was getting ready for 
bed. She had broken up the family 
party early this second night because she 
saw there was something on Mr. Tallant’s 
mind. 

- “What’s the matter with you, dear?” she 
began immediately after her bath, while 
ane was brushing out her waved gray 
hair. 

“Nothing at all,” Mr. Tallant replied as 
usual. 

“Ts it business?” she inquired, paying 
no attention to his denial. 

“What? No, business is as good as can 
be expected now,” he returned. 

- “The children are all right, aren’t they?” 
she hinted.- tte 

He hesitated a moment before replying, 
as he took off his shirt, “So far as I know.” 

The hesitation betrayed him. 

“Now, Rob, you might just as well tell 
me what is the matter.” 

. “I know it,” he acknowledged. “It’s— 
well, dammit, Letty, Bert has a past, and 
it’s dogging him, as usual. What wouldn’t 
have mattered at all if he hadn’t climbed 
that mountain seems to matter a lot now 
that everybody thinks he is wonderful.” 

Mrs. Tallant looked cold. “Just go on, 
please, Robert.” She folded her hands in 
the lavender silk lap of her dressing robe. 

“Well, he was married before. Some 
fellow went to his home town when he 
first began to get all this publicity, and 
of course they told him. In fact, he claims 
he saw the woman—a waitress or some- 
thing.” 

“Did she acknowledge it?” Mrs. Tallant 
demanded. 

“That's the odd thing about it,” Mr. Tal- 
lant said. “She didn’t. In fact, when he 


asked her, she said it was none of his 
business.” 

Mrs. Tallant looked relieved. “Prob- 
ably the whole thing is a fabrication,” she 
said. “I can’t- imagine a woman who 
wouldn’t make capital out of it. And even 
if it’s true, if there was a divorce—” 

“There was a divorce,” Mr. Tallant said 
gloomily. “But the devil of it. Bert told 
all the reporters he was never married.” 

Mrs. Tallant sat staring at her husband. 
“Does Kit know?” she asked quickly. 

ea says she doesn’t,’ Mr. Tallant 
said. 

Mrs. Tallant thought rapidly for a few 
moments. “After all,’ she said at last, 
“everybody has something to keep silent 
about.” 

They looked at each other in mutual 
understanding and support. 

“Nobody must know,” Mrs. Tallant said. 

“No, of course not,” Mr. Tallant agreed. 


cs BARRY was the place where 
loneliness was the most beautiful oc- 
cupation in the world. The woods, the 
streams, the horses to ride, the trails and 
paths and country roads—no day was long 
enough for all these. And on rainy days 
there was the library, where her grand- 
father’s books were, as well as their own. 
Even years of assiduous reading had not 
been enough to finish all the books. She 
had learned how to dream here, over 
books, and here only had she been able to 
write most easily her secret, closely 
packed verse. 

Only for a while, after all, had she fled 
from loneliness; for a little while after 
Norman Linlay had told her it was over 
—his loving her. Glen Barry had then 
been intolerable—then, when to be soli- 
tary had seemed her doom. So when her 
father had said he was going to go to 
China, she had eagerly wanted to go, too. 
If she had not gone, what then might 
have happened to her? Would Norman 
perhaps have—but no, never. Hope was 
foolish. And besides, now she discovered 
almost as soon as they came to Glen 
Barry that she was impatient for the old 
loneliness. Did it not mean she was cured 
of her wound? 

She awoke in the morning with the im- 
pulse to leap from her bed and go out- 
doors by herself. But a married woman, 
she found, could not so behave. Bert, 
waking to an empty room next his, felt 
aggrieved. 

“Why didn’t you call me?” he demanded 
when she came in fresh with the early 
morning wind. 

“You were asleep,” she said. 

“Tll bet you didn’t look to see,” he ac- 
cused her. ; 

She had not. The truth was she wanted 
to go alone. But she could not possibly 
tell him so. She was beginning to find 
out that if you were married, there were 
a great many things which could not be 
said. She had once told Norman that 
people who loved each other ought to be 
able to be absolutely truthful to each 
other. 

He had agreed to that, and yet some- 
how it had not proved true even with 
him, for he used to be annoyed with her if 
she spoke too honestly, especially about 
something he had written. No, you could 
be honest only with yourself, and with 
no one else. She had determined always 
to be honest with herself if she could not 
be with anyone else. 

And then after days of purple and gold 
the fine weather broke. December began 
in a cold rain. 

“T suppose we must go to town,” Mrs. 
Tallant said briskly. She always put on a 
special briskness when the weather was 
dull. “It’s time we did. Everything has 
begun there. And this rain ends your 
father’s golf for the season. There is no 


January 1939 Good Housekeeping 


BA Ancient rulers of Hawaii received royal 
gifts of fragrant pineapples on feast days. 





Today gracious Tsland hostesses 


* sday sts royal 
their holiday gues 
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reason not to go back to town when that 
happens.” 

“Ts there anything you'd like me to do, 
Mother?” Kit asked. 

“Oh, no,” Mrs. Tallant replied. “The 
house in town has been ready for weeks. 
I’ve just been putting off going. I'll send 
Smedley up Monday, and we can go on 
Tuesday.” 

They were talking as though Bert were 
not there. Unconsciously they had all 
fallen into that habit. He was eating pan- 
cakes with a solid appetite which seemed 
to notice nothing else. Mrs. Tallant, look- 
ing at him, thought, “It’s well he is dec- 
orative—otherwise what would be. his 
use?” 

Ever since she had talked with Mr. Tal- 
lant she found herself full of small acid 
thoughts concerning her son-in-law. Only 
of course Kit must never know about 
them. 

“Pm going into the library,” Kit said 
joyfully, “to read and read—the way I 
used to when I was a little girl and there 
was a rainy day.” 

“What are you doing, Bert?” Mrs. Tal- 
lant asked briskly. 

Bert looked up with a slow 
smile. “I'll get along,’ he an- 
swered. “Maybe I'll work on my 
stamps.” 

He had recently begun col- 
lecting stamps. Mr. Brame had 
told him how valuable stamps 
could be. He had had no idea 
of it before. Now it seemed 
foolish not to collect stamps 
when he had such a lot of mail 
—letters from all over the 
world. Mr. Brame attended to 
the letters, but he sent the 
stamps on to him. 

“Tl be in my sitting room,” 
Mrs. Tallant said, “in case any- 
one wants me.” 

She touched her fingers 
lightly to the water in the bowl 
Smedley set before her and 
went away. 

Kit, left alone with Bert, 
leaned on her elbows and 
smiled at him a little vaguely. 
For a week she had been 
working on a stanza of a poem, 
and she could think of noth- 
ing else. She could not have 
spoken of it because even cas- 
ual words would have crystal- 
lized too soon a state which 
was only nebulously full of 
feeling and waiting to distill it- 
self in its own time. She had 
learned to live at such times in 
a sort of somnambulism, say- 
ing what was necessary from the surface 
of her absorbed mind, asking and answer- 
ing questions from the upper centers of 
her brain, while deep in her subconscious 
being her own processes took place. She 
had grown clever at this. Nobody noticed 
any change in her. 

“Where are you going to work on your 
see she asked now out of this sur- 
ace. 

Bert’s face was almost a blur to her. 
She saw his blond good looks no more, 
for the moment, than if she had opened a 
magazine to a photograph. 

“T don’t know,” he said. 

But her ears were dulled by her own 
inwardness, and she did not catch the 
overtones of restlessness in his voice. 

“I might come in where you are, Kit, if 
you're only going to read.” 

She was alarmed and then ashamed. 
Why should it disturb her if he sat quietly 
at the. table working on his stamps? But 
she had never been able to write or even 
to read happily if she were not alone in 
the library. And Bert, who could beso 
quiet when there were other people, was 
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noisy in a score of small restless ways, 
when he was alone with her, clamoring, 
she perceived, for her attention. She had 
thought it rather touching, and at first 
she had responded instantly to his every 
demand. It was pleasant to be needed 
when she had not been much needed in 
her life as the younger child in a house 
busy with servants. There was something 
dear as we’ as. amusing in having this 
tall boy stoop to have his hair parted or 
his shirt collar buttoned. And she was 
not changed in her affection for him. But 
today she wanted to be alone. 

“Why don’t you go into my sitting 
room?” she asked. “Ill put the stamps 
ready for you there.” 


“All right,” he said docilely, staring out * 


of the window. 

The rain had begun to fall heavily, and 
the last of the color was draining from the 
trees in the downward-fluttering leaves 
. . . He didn’t feel like sitting down. He 
felt like doing something. There could be 
no riding today; he’d go into the gym- 
nasium and bat some balls around. 

“Guess I won’t do stamps,” he said sud- 
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denly. “I'll go to the gym. I need exercise.” 

He rose from the table abruptly. It 
seemed to him all of a sudden that he 
could not sit there another moment. He 
felt as though his body were a horse, 
straining against a bit. He had to work 
himself hard at something—anything. 
The house was so quiet. If he were at 
home, he’d go downtown and play pool. 
But he wasn’t at home. He stooped and 
kissed her cheek. 

“So long,” he said. “Maybe I'll drop in 
on you later.” , 

And in the library she curled into a 
deep window seat with her book—her 
book in which the last poem had been 
written in Peiping, the day she met Bert. 
She read the two verses of that poem 
curiously. It had been written by another 
being than she now was. She turned the 
page quickly to a fresh one, and lay gazing 
out over the rainy hills. She sat in a long 
fruitful daydream, shaping her own mood, 
holding fast her own feeling, and at last 
she began to write slowly, two lines, then 
another and another. And once this proc- 
ess began, it went on to a completion, 


whether final or not she could not tell now. 

But she knew she had written to some 
sort of end when she heard the door 
open and her mother’s voice call to her 
with a sharpness which snatched her in- 
stantly out of herself. 

“Kit,” her mother said, “we’re going 
to town immediately. I’ve changed my 
mind.” 

“Now?” she asked, startled. Her 
mother’s face was disturbed in spite of 
its careful calm, and her neck was spotted 
with red. 

“At once, aS soon as we can have 
luncheon.” 

“Is something wrong?” she asked. 

“No,” her mother said quickly. “No. 
But you had better go and get your things 
ready.” 

The door shut. She knew that her 
mother was telling a lie. Something was 
wrong. She must find Bert. 

She found him on the couch in her 
room, lying with his arms under his head, 
staring out the window. 

“Bert!” she exclaimed. 

He turned morose eyes on her. “I sup- 
pose your mother’s been mak- 
ing out I’m a—” he began. The 
old lady had come. butting in 
on them—only why had he 
gone and made a fool of him- 
self suddenly over that hired 
girl? He hadn’t thought of 
such a thing; it had happened 
all of a sudden. The trouble 
was there wasn’t a damned 
thing for a fellow to do in this 
house. It wasn’t any fun to bat 
a ball around by yourself. And 
when the girl came in to clean 
up and saw him there, she 
started to go away again and 
the’d kidded her into staying a 
little just to talk to. Then he’d 
begun to fool around. She’d run 
away then into the passage, and 
just for fun he’d chased her, 
and then the old lady showed 
up all of a sudden as though 
she’d been hiding there. And 
the way she looked at him was 
as though he’d been really— 
doing something. 

“She didn’t say anything ex- 
cept that we are going to town 
at once,” Kit said. She stood 
looking down at him, aston- 
ished. 

“Not a word?” he demanded. 

“Nothing but that,” she re- 
plied. “What is it, Bert? What’s 
happened?” 

“Nothing,” he said sullenly, 
“except we had a fight, sort of.” 

“Oh, Bert—” 

“['m not saying anything more,” he in- 
sisted. He sat up and pushed back his 
hair. “Gosh, I’m getting tired of doing 
nothing, I guess. Kit, I want my garage.” 

His look drove everything out of her 
mind. Later she would ask her mother 
what had happened. “Bert, darling, how 
can you have a real garage?” 

His jaw dropped. “Why not?” 

“Darling, think of the way people would 
come and stare and hang around you!” 

Mischief leaped into his eyes. “I'd turn 
’em into good business.” 

She laughed. “I believe you would!” 
she exclaimed. 

Why shouldn’t he have the garage if 
he liked? Somewhére in a little country 
town? If it amused him? 

“We could build a house somewhere in 
the country,” she said, “away from every- 
body, and you could have a garage on a 
nice, lonely crossroads, where nobody 
would bother us.” 

But a queer impish light shone in his 
face. “Look,” he said, “I want a garage in 
Parton’s Corners. That’s a good town.” 


oe would make the old lady good and 
mad! . 

*“Parton’s Corners? Why, that’s an ugly 
little village!” she said. She had seen it 
often coming to and fro—a haphazard 
group of wooden houses, standing about 
the general store and a country butchery. 
On the porches women sat and rocked. 

“T’ve heard it’s a nice little town,” he 
said carelessly. 

The sullenness was gone from his eyes, 
and. there. was only the glinting impish 
mischief in his smile. She responded to 
it. playfully. 

“And shall we not go to New York then? 
T’ll tell Mother we’ll stay on here and that 
we want to build a house of our own in 
Parton’s Corners—if we really do?” 

“No,” he said finally, “she'll be sore. 
Don’t tell her anything. Let’s say nothing, 
but go on to the city, and then let’s just 
light out some fine day and never come 
back!” 

“Yes!” she cried. “That would be fun! 
We'll run away from everybody.” 

She would ask her mother what Bert 
had done—no, perhaps she would wait 
and see what her mother told her. At any 
rate, she had finished her poem. That was 
the really important thing. 


MES: TALLANT, in the very formal 
bedroom of the town house, was ex- 
plaining to Mr. Tallant why she had sud- 
denly left Glen Barry. 

“I dismissed the girl at once, of course,” 
she said. The red spots were back on her 
neck. She could see them in the mirror 
before which she sat dressing her hair for 

‘dinner. That meant her blood pressure 
would be up, though her “doctor had 
warned her particularly. “Her home is in 
Parton’s Corners, and I had her driven 
straight to her own door and left there.” 

“He wasn’t really—doing anything, was 
he?” Mr. Tallant inquired after a delicate 
pause. In his secret heart he felt his wife 
made far too much fuss over this sort of 
thing. Privately he believed that even 
though a man were happily married, with 
two beautiful daughters, he could still 
enjoy looking at a pretty woman. “Where 
were they?” he asked. 

“In that little dark passageway leading 
to the gymnasium. He was in his shorts. 
She’d gone down to—to clean, she said. 
And I’d gone down to see what was the 
matter with the outlet to the indoor pool. 
Smedley had reported it wasn’t working. 
They didn’t expect me, of course. And I 
certainly didn’t expect them.” She paused, 
and added thoughtfully, “I wonder if we 
are being fair to Kit to say nothing?” She 
turned to him. “If I thought he were bad, 
Rob, I’d tell her in a moment. But he’s 
just a fool. And she’s such a child. I keep 
feeling if we could only get something 
for him to do, he would be all right.” 

Mrs. Tallant looked at her husband with 
a despairing sigh. “What are we going to 
do with him?” she asked. 

“Keep the publicity right,’ Mr. Tallant 
said grimly. 

“But Kit?” 

“Keep up the publicity with her, too,” 
he repeated. “Don’t tell her anything.” 

“Well,” Mrs. Tallant said, “we'll never 
fool Gail. She’s too much like me.” 


AIL looked across their own breakfast 
table at her husband. Her rather light 
hazel eyes were dancing. There were 
times, Harvey Crane thought to himself, 
when Gail’s eyes were full of splinters of 
light. He admired them, but he knew his 
Gail. 

“Bert’s simply an invitation to any 
woman who looks at him,” she said. 
“Good-looking, ready for anything, the 
perpetual boy.” 

“On guard, Gail,” he said quietly. 


She raised her dark eyebrows and 
looked at him’ with a too perfect surprise. 
“Me?” she inquired too innocently. 

“You,” he replied. 

She looked up at him from under long 
black lashes. “You don’t think—” 

“Of course I don’t,” he replied. “I see 
you sparkling your eyes at any man 
around, don’t I? But they’re used to it. 
Bert isn’t. He begins to melt under the 
warm light.” 

She burst into bright laughter and rose 
and went over to her husband and ruf- 
fled his smooth dun-colored hair. “I like 
you,” she declared. “I don’t know why. 
You're not half so good-looking as Bert 


“I see through you, that’s why,” he 
answered imperturbably. 

He took her hand and kissed it with ap- 
parent calmness. But Gail, used as she 
was, felt a faint quiver of the flesh. He 
could see through her, and he never let 
her see through him. 

Now, perched on the arm of his chair, 
she said mournfully: “It’s a pity Bert is 
married to Kit. It would have been rather 
fun to—to—” 

“Make a fool of a public hero,” he fin- 
ished. He folded his napkin and pushed 
her gently away and rose. “But it would 
be shortsighted of you, my dear, to make 
a fool of your own brother-in-law. Too 
close to home—the Tallant home, not to 
mention your own.” 

She sighed and put up her mouth to be 
kissed. 

“How is the baby’s cold?” he inquired. 

“T haven’t been in,” she confessed. 

“Run up and see before I go—there’s 
a good girl,” he commanded her. 

She obeyed, pausing at the door to 
make a little face at him. He smiled 
slightly. Between Gail and Harvey there 
was a bond of absolutely mutual passion. 
He had made sure of that. He knew, and 
he knew Gail knew, that no man in the 
world could more perfectly fulfill her 
being than he. He understood her to the 
last drop of her blood. 


HE WENT into the hall to get his top- 
coat. 

“The baby’s much better,” Gail told 
him, coming down the stairs. 

He looked at her. She was absolutely 
beautiful to him. Every line of her spare 
graceful body suited him. The atmos- 
phere between them quickened. He was 
aware of it, and so was she, he knew. 
He seized her in his arms and kissed her, 
a long deep kiss, under her left ear. She 
said nothing, but she was limp in his arms. 
He let her go quickly. 

“T don’t know another woman in the 
world who could induce her husband to 
make love to her immediately after break- 
fast,” he remarked. 

She stood, smiling at him. “It’s sicken- 
ing, isn’t it!” she agreed. 

“T must get to the office,” he said; and, 
kissing her lightly on the lips, he went 
away. 

She stood a moment after he was gone. 
Then, rubbing her hand through her hair 
ruefully, she went to the telephone and 
rang up her mother’s house. 

“Mr. Holm, please,” she said to the an- 
swering maid. And when Bert’s eager 
voice shouted in her ear, she said quickly: 
“Bert, I can’t have lunch with you, my 
dear. I forgot. 1 have a bridge date.” She 
listened, smiling and pleased with his 
protestation. How pitifully easy it would 
be.to be first a pretty sister-in-law, and 
then—just a pretty woman—a too pretty 
woman. 

“No, I can’t tomorrow, either. Let’s 
make a foursome—you and Kit and 
Harvey and I—some night next week.” 

She hung up. Poor Kit! 


(To be continued) 
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after being warned he’d not get it, but his 
secretary hardened her heart. Aha! This 
was the man, was it, who less than a year 
ago had arrogantly informed her that his 
business and his social life had separate 
orbits which never crossed; that the firm’s 
employees were expected to be efficient, 
courteous machines and nothing more. At 
New Year’s there’d be a bonus if condi- 
tions warranted it, but at Christmas not 
even a card: Sentiment had no place in 
an office. Miss Hathaway understood, of 
course? 

Miss Hathaway, perched like a child on 
a too high chair, had understood perfectly. 
She had understood so well that a glint 
of malicious satisfaction now lighted her 
eyes. 

“You forget our agreement—an agree- 
ment it was never necessary to put into 
words.” 

“You had had several predecessors, Miss 
H. That agreement was simply burnt- 
child caution. Now please don’t go mater- 
nal on me and say, ‘Well, Junior, I'll see.’ 
If you do, I shall be forced to remind you 
that ‘your time is my time’ until five 
o'clock.” 

“In that case,” snapped Miss Romaine 
_ Hathaway red-pepperishly, “I will be back 
here at three sharp.” 

As she swung along West Tenth Street 
the sky was sullen, a piercing wind made 
whirlpools of the scraps of paper in the 
gutters, and once in a while a stray snow- 
flake melted on her eyelashes. For some 
inexplicable reason she burned with anger. 
Why in heaven’s name had she allowed 
herself to be bullied into this shopping 
expedition? Why hadn’t she come back 
with a sharp retort that her nine-to-five 
hours were office hours alone? That the 
orbits of her business and social lives 
never crossed? What was the loquacious 
Aunt Sophronia to her? What, for ‘that 
matter, was the supercilious Mr. Gregory 
Latham Trent himself? Snob! What if he 
were a big, handsome brute with a white- 
toothed, lazy smile and a voice which did 
things to one’s pulse? What if.a girl were 
fool enough to listen for his step in the 
hall? Snob. Darned snob! 

Her color was high, her eyes sparkling, 
as she opened the door of the old-fash- 
ioned brownstone walk-up apartment 
house and stopped to empty her letter 
box, crammed to overflowing with mail. 

Mrs. O’Shaughnessy, the janitress, im- 
mediately emerged from her lair and 
struck an attitude, broad hands on her 
ample hips. “Just a minute, young leddy! 
I’ve clum thim stairs till I haven’t a fut 
left to me back,” she said belligerently. 
“Tiligrams, to be delivered personal, i 
you please. Wreaths, fulla sharp t’orns. 
Gold trees and silver trees for their din- 
ner tables. Big bundles and little parcels. 
But when ut comes to breakin’ me spine 
cartin’ up that husky young pianny in 
the corner there, Honoria O’Shaughnessy 
drawrs the line.” 

Romaine glanced apprehensively at the 
big square box in a rear corner of the 
lobby and sighed gustily. 

“Lift ut,” advised Mrs. O’Shaughnessy, 
wagging her disheveled red head. “Twinty 
pounds if ut’s an ounce. Sint by plane 
from Vermont, the felly said.” 

Vermont! Great-Uncle Usual doted upon 
doing the most unusual things. Perhaps 
he’d sent twenty pounds of hickory nuts 
or maple sugar! Hastily she riffled through 
the letters and cards in her hands, tore 
open an envelope inscribed in the old 
gentleman’s crabbed scrawl. 


“My DEAR GRANDNIECE: 
“Your grandaunt felt we should send 
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Something Practical 
(Continued from page 35) 


you something practical since you have 
an apartment now, so here is Nathaniel, 
stuffed and roasted. You remember Na- 
thaniel? He was the handsome gobbler 
with the uncertain temper that chased 
you last summer. 

“The cranberry.jell and the grape con- 
serve are your grandaunt’s best. Keep 
the nut cookies and the crullers in the 
tin box they’re packed in. There’s a dozen 
eggs in the stuffing. Your grandaunt made 
it extry rich to let your slick city friends 
see what Vermont cooking is like. 

“Hope you'll spend your vacation with 
us again this year. Wish you'd felt you 
could come up now, but with just the one 
day and the roads blocked with snow, we 
couldn’t rightly expect you. 

“You're a pretty piece of goods, Ro- 
maine. You favor your ma, but you'd be 


WORDS 
By Edgar Daniel Kramer 


ONCE, as I walked 
The noisy mart, 

‘A harsh word came 

And broke my heart. 
But while pain took 
Its cruel toll, 

A kind word made 

My hurt heart whole. 


a pippin with a mite more flesh on your 
bones. Never did admire bones no great. 


“Your aff. granduncle, 
“Usual KNAPP” 


“P_ S. Your grandaunt says be sure to 
put Nathaniel in a cold place till you're 
ready to heat him up. She hopes he'll fit 
your oven. The stone crock is full of giblet 
gravy. Merry Christmas!” 


Romaine put down the letters and her 
handbag. She set her teeth and tried to 
lift the big box. It just escaped her toes 
as it dropped back to the floor. 

Mrs. O’Shaughnessy disappeared into 
her quarters and returned with a hammer 
and a chisel. Romaine wielded the ham- 


mer and hit her thumb, and presently. 


gaping boards disclosed a bushel of ex- 
celsior, with apples like red jewels hidden 
in it. Underneath were four large bricks of 
maple sugar, a fruitcake, a generous-sized 
tin box of cookies and doughnuts, the 
jelly in gay earthen jars, a bag of butter- 
nuts, the gray crock of gravy, and then 
Nathaniel, securely bound in his shining 
roaster. 

“Something practical!” moaned Miss 
Romaine Hathaway, toiling up three flights 
with the savory Nathaniel, a panting jani- 
tress bringing up the rear. “My peewee 
kitchenette! My pint-size oven! My drop- 
leaf pineapple table where even two is a 
crowd! Darn Nathaniel! I’ll be eating him 
for a solid month.” 

Miraculously, Nathaniel was pushed and 
shoved and wedged into the refrigerator, 
and Mrs. O’Shaughnessy, well tipped and 
laden with largesse, went downstairs, 
beaming. 

It was snowing as Romaine cut across 
a triangular park—fine snow which stung 
her cheeks. In the branch post office she 
waited sixty endless minutes in a long 
queue of uncomplaining people, before 
the weary air-mail clerk was ready to take 


the awkward, oblong box bound for a 
Vermont village. A quick glance at her 
wristwatch showed 2:50, and there was a 
ride in the jammed, evil-smelling subway 
still to come. 

She was jabbed back to the realization 
that she was part of a holiday shopping 
crowd by the runners of a sled. Miss 
Hathaway felt a stirring of the Spirit of 
16. Fighting to keep her place on the 
outside of the mob, she gave as good as 
she got with her sharp young elbows, but 
one hundred ten pounds of five-feet-two 
girl hadn’t much chance against the dense 
mass of human sardines which packed the 
pavement. She was borne along like a 
little brown leaf on the current of a noisy 
brook, and presently found herself washed 
up and flattened against a huge plate-glass 


window. 
Wrathfully straightening her pert hat, 
she perceived she was not the only bit of 


‘ flotsam cast up by the Christmas tide. 


Little twin boys stood beside her, hand 
in hand, and gazed raptly at the treasures 
behind the crystal barrier. Their lifted 
profiles were exactly like the idealized 
drawings artists make of choirboys on 
Easter morning. . 

They were a possible six or nearing it. 
Their reefer jackets were shabby and too 
short in the sleeves. Bare knees were 
chapped, and red, curly yellow heads hat- 


less and powdered with snow, but their — 


shining eyes were a deep gentian blue, 
heavily fringed, and their skins petal-soft 
and clear. They were utterly adorable. 
Romaine turned to them and flashed her 
most entrancing smile and dimple. 

“Hi, fellas!” she said. “See something 
in there you’d like? It’s snowing pretty 
hard. How’s for letting me get you a toy 
or so? And then you two young huskies 
ought to run straight home. Can’t be sick 
on Christmas, you know.” 

They turned, inspected her with minute 
attention. One spoke. 

“We're not quite sure of the way home, 
but still we’re not exactly lost,” he said 
courteously. 

“But us don’t give a damn, does us, 
Bertie?” his twin added blandly. 

Bertie flushed hotly and shook his head. 
“You mustn’t mind, really. You see, Cecil 
picks up bad things like that from the 
boys in the alley, and then Mummie makes 
him take peroxide in his mouth. He’s lit- 
tle. ’m almost two whole hours older. 
You—you aren’t a Welfare lady, are you?” 

“Because Mummie said not to let a Wel- 
fare lady find us,” antiphonalled the sin- 
ning angel. “Mummie makes us stay in 
and not open the door until all the children 
get home from school. Then we can go out 
and play with the boys that have fathers. 
But yesterday Mummie had a pain when 
she went to work. She—she didn’t come 
back.” 

“It was right here, you see,” Bertie ex- 
plained earnestly, putting a small cold 
hand against his right side. “We cried all 
night because she didn’t come, and this 
morning the lady across the hall said she’d 
sent for the Welfares. So we just came 
away. Could you tell us where a hospital 
is? We think Mummie must be there. It— 
it was such a very sharp pain, you know.” 

Romaine had experienced that sharp 
pain. She could imagine that other pain, 
that sick fear, which: Mummie must have 
known at leaving her young sons alone 
all day in a tenement room. 

“Where did Mummie work, big boys?” 
she said, biting her lip. “Think hard now. 
We might get news of her there.” 

But they shook their golden heads with 
that strange incuriousness about adult 
matters which is part of childhood. 


“She didn’t tell us. She just tried on 

* pretty dresses for gay ladies to see. Mum- 

mie wasn’t a bit gay. She cried when all 

the money was spent. Daddy didn’t enjoy 
the crying,” Cecil explained gravely. 

“You see, it was Mummie’s money,” 
amended Bertie. “And Daddy couldn’t sell 
his pictures over here, so he went away, 
and he didn’t write us any letters.” 

“Bertie and Cecil,” Romaine said ab- 
ruptly, “my name is Romaine. I work in 
a man’s office, and I must go back. We'll 
telephone all the hospitals from there and 
find Mummie in no time. But first we’re 
going to fill up on hot chocolate and sand- 
wiches. How’s for shaking on it, pals?” 

They held out their scraps of paws un- 
smilingly but promptly. 

“We had cambric tea for breakfast,” 
Cecil confided. “I boiled the water. Im 
very good at it, but I suppose chocolate 
is better.” 

They were gentlemen. They ate daintily, 
trying hard to hide the ravenous hunger 
in their eyes as they sat on high stools at 
the soda fountain in the big store. 

“4T think,” said Miss Hathaway casually, 
trying not to look at the beatific Cecil and 
his second éclair, “that Mummie would 
feel much better about you when you 
see her if you were wearing those nice 
footbally helmets and some woolly gloves, 
so we'll just get them and then take a taxi 
to the office. Hold any more?” 

“No-o,” sighed Cecil. “My eyes want 
more, but not my tummy. No, thank you.” 

Bertie yearned over a most alluring 
wedge of lemon pie but shook his head. 
“It’s odd, you know,” he remarked so- 
berly. “My chew and my swallow have 
always worked together so well until just 
now. I can chew, but I cannot swallow.” 

“All set then,” Romaine said, sliding 
from her stool. “This way, pals, and hang 
on tight to me.” 

It was 4:15 when they made the office. 
Mr. Gregory Latham Trent was pacing the 


rug. 

“Only an hour and a quarter late,” he 
announced bitterly. “It didn’t occur to you 
I might—worry, to put it mildly! And 
what about Aunt Sophronia?” 


Ms ROMAINE HATHAWAY, a twin 

in either hand, went into the office 
and kicked the door shut. She was no 

- longer the coldly deferential secretary of 
the past year. 

“Your dear Aunt Sophronia,” she told 
Mr. Gregory Latham Trent grimly, “can 
go to Jericho and look for her practical 
present! I’ve just had one myself. Its name 
is Nathaniel, and I broke my pet nail 
getting him into the refrigerator. And I’m 

- spending the rest of the afternoon calling 
up hospitals. We’re going to one. What's 
Mummie’s name, Bertie?” 

“Your hair,” hinted Bertie delicately to 
Aunt Sophronia’s flabbergasted nephew, 
“seems to need a brushing. It’s quite 
mussed. Mummie’s name is Mrs. Bertreai 
Clive Charteris like mine and Daddy’s.” 

_ “And mine is Cecil Beauchamp Char- 

_teris like Mummie’s,” added his twin. 
“Only the boys in the alley call us Pete 
and Repeat.” 

“Charteris!” echoed the militant Miss 
Hathaway, seizing the telephone. “That 
makes it easier. Jones or Smith, now— 
Look. I can’t stop to explain, but these 

_ youngsters are mine for the time being. 
Their mother was terribly ill when she 
left them alone yesterday morning. I've 
got to find her, or she'll worry herself mad. 
Pals, you haven’t an auntie or a grandma 
anywhere, have you?” 

“Our. grandfather lives in England,” 
Cecil informed her sedately. “In a great 
big house in a park. He has a white mus- 
tache. Mummie could go home to him, but 
we can't; beccruce Grandfatier doesn’t 
want anything of Daddy’s, you see. He 


said Daddy was a rotter. Grandfather 
hunts foxes in a red coat—only they call 
it pink. Daddy wished he’d break his 
damn old neck so Mummie would have a 
pot of money.” 

Bertie’s distressed flush rose to the yel- 
low curls on his forehead. “Cecil’s being 
a baby again,” he apologized. “That about 
Grandfather is just for the family. He— 
he oughtn’t to tell it, ought he, Romaine?” 

“That’s O.K. We're all family here,” Mr. 
Gregory Trent reassured him after a swift 
glance at Miss Hathaway's eyes. “Didn't 
you hear the bawling out Aunt Sophronia 
and I got? And just to even things with 
Cecil, Ill tell you something I've never | 
dared tell anyone: Once I wished our 
minister would die and go to hell!” 

“Well, that was jolly bad,” Bertie de- ) 
cided upon reflection. “It makes me feel | 
a bit better about Daddy. May—may we . 
take off our new helmets? It’s quite warm | 
in here.” 

Romaine at the phone heard Mr. Greg- 
ory Trent’s smothered gasp of delight as 
the leather caps came off and those gor- | 
geous new-gold heads emerged. 

“Fra Angelico, in the English manner,” | 
he told her .. . “No luck? Try this number | 
next.” 





Tee twins were fast asleep when Ro- 
maine at last found Mrs. Charteris on a 
hospital list. It was some job to get those | 
tired beauties down in the elevator and 
a worse one to drag them out of the taxi 
when it reached the hospital. 

A spray of holly adorned the wall be- | 
hind the supervisor’s desk. The striped 
red and white of spice carnations in a; 
pewter pitcher at her elbow battled vali- | 
antly to overcome the chill austerity of | 
the place; to supplant, with their fragrance | 
of country gardens, the grim, faintly n2u- 
seating ghosts of disinfectants and ether. 

But the supervisor, a not unkindly per- 
son, shook her neatly waved gray head 
at Miss Romaine Hathaway. 

“T'm afraid you can’t see Mrs. Char- 
teris,” she said crisply. “For several days 
after an appendectomy the patient must 
be kept very quiet, and children are never 
allowed to visit. Of course I realize you 
had only the kindest motives in taking the 
little boys, but in reality it amounted to 
kidnaping. You should have phoned a 
police station or one of the various agen- 
cies for child welfare. As it happens, a 
representative of such an organization, 
called by a neighbor, traced the mother 


to get her agreement to a commitment. 
Any further excitement would be most 


unwise. 

“Commitment over my dead body!” 
blazed the kidnaper, stamping a five 
triple-A foot. “I don’t care if it was every 
crime in the calendar! I tell you their 
mother lived in terror of your p=ecious 
commitments. She made them hide all 
day so no one should know they were 
alone, poor babies. Why shouldn’t we be 
responsible for them? I've a home and 
food—tons of it! And Mr. Trent’s a well- 
known architect, a respected citizen. Way 
—oh, Gregory Trent, do something! Don't 
stand there gawping like a low-grade 
moron. Think of somebody— 

“Aunt Sophronia!” blared a suddenly 
galvanized Mr. Trent, reaching for the 
phone. “She’s the original joiner-upper-. 
She’s the Past Grand Whoosis of every 
organization known. Aunt Sophronia! 
She'll vouch for us.” 

Aunt Sophronia, by the grace of God, 
the snowstorm, and a sniffly cold, was at 
home, and presently her booming voice 
came over the wire. Aunt Sophronia was 
a member of the Ladies’ Auxiliary of the | 
Hospital Board. She had endowed a bed. 
Therefore she desired speech with the 
supervisor or the superintendent imme- 





January 1939 Good Housekeeping 






here and is with her now for a moment ‘ . 


RSA ART SN SRSA. 2 


, 


sh Se 
i (ws 

<< 4 
g one™ 4 
x 


A \ \» y° h 


om, Ov 


B 
[oes 
pee 


F \e 
“caus we 





“ 


Hey 
yea 


Delt tascals Once ye le 


ee 
<“o* 


Dy ons 


b essere 
i nner 


SE Ra, 
MS 


Pd 
co 


Be toe eS . 
Guaranteed as advertised in Good Housekeeping © 


snetsinime: 
MiCuCINE: 


At leading stores 
James McCreery & Co...............--_N 
Mandel Brothers... __. 
1; EL. Hindson Co; 455 
Woodward & Lothrop..... 
Burdine’s, Inc._......... 
Sakowitz Bros........... : 
a A. Chapa Be. = 
Korrick’s D. G. Co.__..... 
The White House 
For fashion booklet and store in your City, write to 


Country Club Frocks, Inc, 1350 





RESOLVE NOW to use RITZ 


£ 
John Ritzenthaler, 73 Franklin St., 
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For Less Than Cost of Importations 
French needlewomen in New Orleans fashioned _ 
this sheer batiste dress. Collar and cuffs val # er 
edged. Beautifully embroidered yoke. Front- 
: button. Wears and washes well. Full infant's size. 
Offered for only 59c¢ (postpaid) to show 
our French hand-work. 
FREE! CHILDREN’S FASHION GUIDE 
Pictures specially priced layettes, com- 
plete apparel for baby; new styles for 
girls to 14, boys to 6. Also Modish Mat- 
ernity Dresses. Write today for your 
free copy: 


Dept. J-19 





e Put your eyes in the holiday 
mood—liven them up with Kour- 
LASH’S flattery! Curl your lashes 
up from your eyes, show off their 
size and brilliance—and sing 
carols with the wide-eyed, angelic 
look that only KurtasH gives! 


Learn what shades of eye make- 
up are becoming to you—how to 
apply them skilfully! Send your 
name, address and coloring to 
Jane Heath, Dept. L1; receive— 
free—a personal color-chart and 
full instructions in eye make-up! 


THE KURLASH COMPANY, Inc. 
Rochester, New York, U. S. A. 
Canada: Toronto, 3 
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diately and also with the representative 
of whatever children’s aid society was with 
the mother. Immediately. 

“Mrs, Thaddeus Trent of the Hospital 
Board would like to speak to you,” said 
that matron’s exhausted relative. “Ai, you 
two! No more snoozing! We’re going shop- 
ping when we get through here, you know. 
How’s for an electric train?” 

“Jolly,” Bertram Clive murmured, keep- 
ing a_ stiff upper lip. ‘“Mummie—we 
couldn’t talk to her? She’d like ites 

Romaine went down on one knee. “Lis- 
ten, fellas. Mummie’s in a nice, soft bed 
with all the pain gone for good. But if 
you'll stay here with Mr. Greg for a min- 
ute, I’m going to see her and tell her you're 
O.K. What is she like? Hair like yours?” 

“Daddy said it was like daffodils,” stated 
Cecil Beauchamp. “Tell Mummie about 


the hot chocolate. It stays in your stomach * 
? 


longer than cambric tea. 

An elevator opposite the office door 
came to a muted stop. From it debouched 
a nurse and a most severe-looking lady 
in a strictly tailored outfit. 

“Completely stubborn. Mulish!” pro- 
nounced this individual with annoyance. 
“What does she think will become of 
them? Wait! What good does she imagine 
waiting will do? They’re probably in some 
police station this very minute! Well, Til 
have to come again. Perhaps in the morn- 
ing when she’s less feverish—” 

Miss Romaine Hathaway took one look 
at the supervisor’s back, which was regis- 
tering indignation at the telephone, slipped 
like a shadow past the two in the hall, 
and dashed into the elevator. 

“Wherever they came from,” she di- 
rected the operator. “I must see the pa- 
tient they’ve just left.” 

“QO K. by me,” said the obliging young 
man in the lift. “Women’s Surgical, 
floor. Get a ticket at the desk. It’s after 
hours, though, and they may chase you. 
Some snowstorm we're having. Makes it 
more Christmasy, don’t it?” 


UT there was no one at the desk beside 
the glass partition to give or refuse her 
a ticket; the intruder set her determined 
little teeth and walked into Women’s Sur- 
gical. Past two narrow beds—and there 
she was, for there couldn’t be another 
glinting gold head like that in the whole 
world except its two small replicas down 
in the supervisor’s office. 

“My dear,’ Romaine whispered very 
softly, “don’t open your eyes for a minute. 
Then take a square look at me and just 
smile if it’s all right. I have your boys, 
and I’d like to keep them until you're well 
and strong again. We're grand pals. 
found them looking in a store window and 
fed them sandwiches and hot chocolate. 
In my refrigerator is a whopping big tur- 
key. He came from Vermont, where I 
used to live, and there are cookies and 
crullers and maple sugar. I’m just—folks, 
you see ... Will you open your eyes now?” 

Mrs. Charteris lifted the heavy lashes 
which lay on her cheeks. A girl—a slim, 
sweet slip of a girl. It seemed incredible 
she could be the twin’s mother, and even 
more so when the tears of weakness welled 
and drowned the childlike smile. 

“Half a grin is lots better than none,” 
said her unorthodox visitor cheerfully, but 
swallowing a lump in her throat. “Tm slip- 
ping my card under your pillow. My phone 
number is on it. Now please go to sleep 
and det me do the worrying. I’m swell 
at it!” 

She ran down the flights of stairs and 
burst into the supervisor’s office where 
Mr. Gregory Latham Trent, a twin on 
either knee, sat and glared defiance at 
three violently arguing females. 

“T have Mrs. Charteris’ permission to 
take the children home with me,” Romaine 
panted. “Come on, stout fellas!” 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


‘The Big Town was dressed for evening 
in a snowy robe and a necklace and dia- 
dem of twinkling lights when they got 
back to West Tenth Street. It hadn’t oc- 
curred to anyone to drop Mr. Trent off 
along the line of march. There was a young 
mountain of packages for him to tote up 
all those stairs anyway. He had to make 
two trips, and after that there was a mag- 
nificent streamlined electric train with all 
the latest gadgets to assemble on the liv- 
ing-room rug. 

When that was running nicely under the 
pink-cheeked and excited supervision of 
Bertie as engineer and Cecil as station 
master, an urgent S.O.S. summoned the 
useful Mr. Trent to the kitchenette where 
a grimly determined Miss Hathaway was 
trying to force a stubbornly resisting 
Nathaniel into an oven at least five sizes 
too small for him. E 

“The Gordian knot!” he proclaimed, 
brandishing the carving knife. “Cold sliced 
turkey for them as likes it, and turk 
warmed up in yon skillet in giblet gravy 
for them as likes it. Simple!” 


T WAS most extraordinary how Great- 
grandmother Hathaway’s pineapple ta- 
ble, which had always seemed too small for 
even two people, expanded as if made of 
rubber and accommodated four very nice- 
ly indeed. Romaine had placed it directly 
before the hearth, and Bertram Clive sat 
upon the fat dictionary, while Cecil Beau- 
champ was elevated by means of the 
plumpest cushion on the tallest chair. 

Nathaniel rated several new adjectives. 
So did the twelve-egg dressing. Mr. 
Gregory Trent said feelingly over his sec- 
ond large helping that super-superlatively 
superb was a mighty poor way of ex- 
pressing his appreciation, but it would 
have to go at that, since language had a 
fearful paucity about it in really big mo- 
ments. One positively could emote more 
with the teeth than with the tongue. Didn’t 
Miss Hathaway think so, and would she 
graciously pass the grape conserve just 
once more? Miss Hathaway obliged and 
then firmly and prudently removed the 
dish of maple-sugar squares from Cecil 
Beauchamp’s reach. 

No one even tasted the richly dark fruit- 
cake, but a box left mysteriously at the 
door and addressed to the twins contained 
ices, frozen in the forms of reindeer and 
holly wreaths and Christmas bells. Mr. | 
Gregory Latham Trent, closely questioned, 
said very crossly of course he hadn’t sent 
it. He didn’t approve of youngsters’ eating 
heavy dinners, and anyway it was high 
time they climbed into those flossy new 
pajamas and went to bed. 

So the table was cleared and adorned 
again with its beautiful hawthorn bowl. 
The dishes were stacked, the wreck of 
noble Nathaniel hidden in the refrigerator, 
pine cones added to the fire, and presently 
Miss Hathaway set herself down in a deep 
chair at her end of the hearth with a blink- 
ing Cecil Beauchamp, clad in candy- 
striped pajamas and quilted gown, on her 
lap. On his side of the fireplace sprawled 
Mr. Gregory Trent with Bertram Clive, 
attired like his twin, riding the gentle- 
man’s well-shod foot. 

“You know,” remarked Cecil after owl- 
ish rumination, “we used to have two 
best friends—Mummie and God. But now 
after being with Romaine, I think I'd 
rather have just Mummie and Romaine. 
God forgot to give us turkey breast and 
maple sugar, you see.”. 

Mr. Trent broke the tranquil silence 
which followed this candid readjustment 
of relations. He looked over the nodding 
daffodil head of his twin into the misted 
eyes of the second-best choice. 

“There was a good bit of general con- 
yersation in the bathroom while we were 
showering and pajama-ing,” he informed 


her, a grim line tightening his mouth. 
“By Machiavellian methods I wangled an 
address which I intended to verify when 
I leave here. If it’s correct, a certain old 
goat with a white mustache is going to re- 
ceive a lengthy cablegram which will make 
him jump through hoops.” 

“Oh, don’t!” implored the lady across 
the hearth, looking over the nodding daf- 
fodil head of her twin. “Because then he'll 
never even open the letter ve been com- 
posing. Where can I buy asbestos writing 
paper? I’ve thought of things to say which 
will burn holes through anything else.” 

“Go to it! I hope he turns as red as his 
hunting coat, the old buzzard. Just where 
are we parking our slumbering cherubim? 
Bertram Clive is slowly frying on the 
side next to the fire.” 

Romaine got up a cautious inch at a 
time. Cecil Beauchamp was dead to the 
world. She walked slowly to the little room 
off the kitchenette—a charming nook of 
soft grays and yellows as background for 
the old maple furniture from Vermont— 
where a shaded lamp glowed on the dress- 
ing table and a window was lowered from 
the top. The bed was already turned down, 
and in something less than the proverbial 
two shakes of a lamb’s tail a pair of ex- 
tremely youthful gentlemen were tucked 
snugly under the covers. 

“T could calf-bawl!” said the lady 
tucker-inner, clenching her fists. “I could 
cuss! So sober. So like solemn little old 
men! They haven’t laughed once. I don’t 
believe they’ve smiled. They don’t even 
say ‘choc’lit” And if I hadn’t happened 
along, where would they be now? Let me 
get at that letter. Just let me! Old stuckup! 
Old granite heart! His big house in a big 
park and these adorable kids hungry!” 

“Steady, steady! Stick out your tongue, 
push up your nose, pull down your lower 
eyelids, and you'll feel better,” advised 
Mr. Trent, steering her back to the fire. 
“There! A cushion to the shoulders. A 
stool to the feet. Comfy?” 

“TI didn’t dream you were like this,” said 
the tired lady in the deep chair. 

“Pm even thisser,” boasted her vis-a- 
vis. “I can put a washer on a leaky faucet. 
I can stop windows rattling. Fires burn for 
me without smoking. Naughty carburetors 
stop sulking instantly. Rose bugs take one 
look at me and turn up their toes. Door- 
bells—” 


“But—but good heavens!” Miss Hatha- 
way’s tone was suddenly anguished. Her 
eyes had opened wide. “Why, here I've 
been treating you like a—a second cousin 
at the very least—no respect or anything 
—and I’ve just remembered who you are. 
You’re the boss!” 

Mr. Trent shook his dark head in gentle 
denial and made a tent of his fingertips. 
“Wrong. tense. I was the boss. 'm not any 
more. You're fired.” 


Back in Shape 


(Continued from page 117) 


normal, and they help you te correct the 
habit you may have unconsciously as- 
sumed, in order to balance the weight in 
front, of walking like a duck. 

Then, when you are officially pro- 
nounced ready for vigorous work again, 
practice exercises which concentrate on 
your middle. The four movements on this 
page are good to tighten and strengthen 
the muscles of the abdomen. At the same 
time they help you toward a slim waist 
and diaphragm. 

You may have other problems besides 
your figure. Your hair may be limp and 
hard to arrange. You notice that it is fall- 
ing quite a bit. Your nails break, and your 
skin has lost some of its brightness. Don’t 
let‘ these things depress you. Time and a 


“Fired? But you've always said my work 
was good. Fired? Because I bawled you 
out? Because I said your Aunt Sophronia 
could go to Jericho? Well, I shan’t starve, | 
Mr. Gregory Latham Trent. I have a small | 
income, or I couldn’t live here; but I've | 
got the twins now, and I'll need work. You | 
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—you'll give me a reference?” ) AY WH 00 a er. ae: 
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“Nary reference. [m getting a man as| 
secretary. I consider you a most demoral- |! 
izing influence in a business office. As I} 
explained to you, it is no place for senti- 
ment.” ; 

“Sentiment!” Withering scorn was in the | 
demoralizer’s voice. “Haven’t I been a} 
perfect automaton all year long? Have I| 
even so much as looked at you?” 

“But I have looked at you. There’s a| 
little curl behind your left ear. A prepos- 
terous baby curl I draw it. It was all over 
a client’s blueprints yesterday, and he 
asked—” 

“ll boyish bob!” Miss Hathaway tucked 
away the offending auburn ringlet in a| 
tremendous hurry. “If that’s all. Because 
I really need the job. I'll have to hire Mrs. 
O’Shaughnessy to look after the twins till | 
I get home or put them in a day nursery—” | 

“You can’t have the job, Miss Romaine 
Hathaway. If a man must have a demoral- |} 
izing influence in his life, he should shut 
it up in his home, not his office. Look— | 
We stopped at doorbells. I can fix em. A} 
mouse won't stay in the same house with 
me. I can catch a moth! In short, I'm the 
most practical Christmas gift you're likely 
to get. Exactly the sort of practical hus- 
band a brash, impractical gal who rushes 
around. adopting lost angels ceriainly 
needs.” 

The brash gal’s pretty mouth opened, 
closed. No words came. 

“Floored! I thought you would be. I am 
myself. If anyone had told me at 12:30 
that at 8:00 I'd be proposing— Oh, I know. 
You hate me, and we're not acquainted, 
ei let’s skip me pain = things. Listen.| them. 

’m serious in what I said to you just now.” ¥ ectiv 

“There’s a question I have to ask before Because Mentholatum is so eff S 


I'm serious,” she told him gravely, : in relieving these discomforts, it will 
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4 
E prepared for those rough spots 
of winter: sneezing—stopped- 

up nostrils and nasal irritation 

accompanying head colds—chapped 
skin—aching muscles. Keep sooth- 
ing Mentholatum on hand to combat 


with laughter lurking under lowered lids. — smooth the way for you 


“You forgot one important item in your this winter. It will make 
list of qualifications as a practical husband the going far 


4 
ba 
for a brash gal. Do you, or do you not, eat MENTHOL ATS 2 
cold meat without grouching?” more pleasant. 
—) . 7 


“J do you not!” stated Mr. Trent prompt- 
Gives COMFORT Daily 








ly. “I mean I don’t grouch. Cold meat is 
one of my—er—consuming passions.” 

“TI hope bad puns like that isn’t another 
of your passions!” Miss Hathaway craftily 
put the table between them. “Because I'm 
taking your proposal under consideration. 
I'm terribly afraid it’s going to be favor- 
able consideration, too!” 

But the barrier was mounted on glass 
balls which rolled aside very easily when 
a practical and determined gentleman | 
touched its shining top. 









Hyzeia Nipples and Bottles.New 
patented ridge prevents nipple 


diet that includes plenty of milk, fruit, and 
green things will correct them. 

Brush your hair vigorously to make it 
shine and to give the healthy new crop 
every chance. Try a new purply red lip- 
stick and a rosy powder to give your face | 
a new look. Rub oil into your nails at| 
night, be careful not to file them down} & 
too far at the corners—a practice that | 
makes them more fragile—and wait for | 
the calcium in the milk you are drinking | 
to do its stuff. 

Don’t forget the rites of beauty that 
made you so attractive before this en-| 
thralling little newcomer entered your 
life, for somehow you must manage to be | 
not only a competent mother but your | 
husband’s charming wife. i 
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Help prevent colds... 
soothe irritated nose 
and throat membranes 
where dangerous colds 
and sore throats often 
L get their start. Use 
Glyco-Thymoline, the alkaline, so- 
lution recommended by many 
physicians for over forty years. 


GLYCO- 


THYMOLINE 


at all drug stores 


















Train 
NOW for hotel, 
and institutional 
$1,500 
living often in- 
cluded. Previous experience proved 
unnecessary. Qualify at home, in 
leisure time. National Placement 
Service FREE of extra charge. Write 
name and address in margin and 
mail this ad today for MREE Book. 
Check positions in which you’re in- 
terested. 

( ) Manager ( ) Steward 
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The Peace Amendment 
(Continued from page 19) 


And it is one that will not bear indiffer- 
ence or delay, for the fingers of intrigue 
are busily reaching out toward us from 
the democracies overseas. To quote from 
a recent plea made over the radio by an 
English statesman: 

“We are left in no doubt where Amer- 
ican interests and sympathies lie. But, 
since I have the moment, let me ask you 
this: Will you wait until British freedom 
and independence have succumbed and 
then take up the cause when it is three- 
quarters over, taking it up, as you will 
have to, when it is yours alone? ... We 
have preponderant world forces upon our 
side. They have to be combined to be 
obeyed. France must start. Britain must 
start. America must start.” 

The danger of being drawn into par- 
ticipation does not come from outside 
alone. During the last year or two small 
but powerful groups of our citizens have 
arrayed themselves on one side or the 
other of the situation. Our ambassadors, 
with or without portfolios, have been con- 
ferring with foreign leaders. Even a part 
of our press has advocated that, under 
certain circumstances, we would have to 
rally to the support of the democracies. 
Although our President was tactfully si- 
lent during the days of the crisis, except 
to make a plea for peace, yet ina speech 
delivered in Chicago last spring, he spoke 
openly of “concerted action . . . to uphold 
the ideal of human society which makes 
conscience superior to brute force.” 


HAT is more pertinent is the compul- 

sion being brought to bear on mem- 
bers of Congress to defeat the War Refer- 
endum. Already the propaganda against it 
has been started, both by the Administra- 
tion and by the lobbyists for the interests 
which would profit by war. We are being 
told that its enactment would be a threat 
to representative government; that it will 
tie the hands of the President in his han- 
dling of our foreign relations; that it will 
give comfort and courage to the foreign 
dictators; and that it will prevent us from 
performing our moral duty of coming to 
the defense of democracy. 

These contentions demand refuting. 

In the face of the political changes which 
have taken place in our government dur- 
ing the last forty years—ever since the 
declaration of our war with Spain—we 
can scarcely be said to have representative 
government where the making of war is 
concerned. The events and the incidents 
which provoke it grow out of our foreign 
policies, which are set by the Chief Execu- 
tive and the State Department. While the 
actual declaration of war is still held 
within the power of Congress alone, Con- 
gress has no way of curbing a President 
from creating situations that would force 
its hand and compel it to make such a 
declaration. And there is also the possi- 
bility of a subservient Congress. 

Furthermore, any Chief Executive who 
has the interests of the nation at heart 
and who is doing his best to uphold them 
will not be in danger of restriction merely 
because the decision of whether or not we 
shall engage in foreign war is placed where 
it belongs, in the expressed will of the 
American people. 

As for giving comfort to the dictators, 
if they were so to interpret the Amend- 
ment, that would be their mistake. Turn- 
ing again to the surveys I have mentioned, 
I find that to the question of whether or 
not there are occasions where war is justi- 
fied the answer was 65 percent in the 
affirmative; and a preponderant number 
of both our men and our women expressed 
themselves as wholeheartedly in favor 
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of taking up arms against any invasion by . 
a foreign power of this country or its terri- 
torial possessions. It would be well for all 
aggressors to bear this in mind. For if a 
nation of 130,000,000 peace-loving people, 
supported by such infinite resources as . 
we have at our command, were to be 
aroused to a pitch where the majority 
voted for war, it would constitute a foe 
more formidable than one which had been 
forced into hostilities against its will. 

But there are issues higher than any of 
these. They are moral issues—issues that 
no nation which hopes to, survive can 
afford to evade. One is the issue of life 
and death—something that no man or 
group of men has the right to determine 
for another. Yet that, in its final analysis, 
is what the declaration of war involves. 
Tt means that at the command of one, or 
of a few, the best of our youth are forced 
into the army or navy or the air for the 
purpose of killing as many of the enemy 
forces—the youth of other countries—as 
they can. If they refuse to comply, they 
are deprived of their freedom. If they 
rebel against the use of whatever instru- 
ments of death are placed in their hands, 
they may pay the price of their own lives. 
And there is a high risk that, in any event, 
they will be killed or wounded on the 
battlefront. This is against all rights of 
the civil code, according to which no man 
can be executed until he has been justly 
tried and convicted of a capital crime. 


ones point to be considered, one 
that is lost sight of in the exigencies 
of war, is not whether we are willing to 
fight, but whether we are unwilling to 
take part in mass murder and to inflict 
death and pain and hardship on the inno- 
cent and the unprotected. For in modern 
warfare, at least, it is the noncombatants _ 
behind the lines who bear the brunt of 
the suffering. We have only to turn to our 
newsreels and our Sunday rotogravures to 
know the truth of this. In China, in Spain, 
and in the land called Holy, because it 
was there the Man of Peace went His way, 
the savage holocaust goes on. Thousands 
upon thousands of women and children 
and old men, who have had no part and 
no voice in what is going on, are being 
blown to bits or permanently crippled by 
bombs dropped from the air or by artil- 
lery shells coming from advancing in- 
vaders. Villages and cities and farms are 
being laid waste. Rivers are turned loose 
upon the land. Churches, hospitals, libra- 
ries, and universities are being bombed, 
burned, and gutted. Terror-stricken pop- 
ulations, driven from their homes by guns, 
by fire and flood, or by persecution, wan- 
der helplessly in search of a refuge they 
cannot find. And as the latest reminder 
of what war is we have the pictures that 
came to us from England and France dur- 
ing the last days of September—pictures 
of orphanages being evacuated, and of 
men and women and children marching 
the streets in long rows, their faces hidden 
by strange truncated masks indicating 
the monstrous necessity of defending 
themselves against gas bombs from the 
air. 
We need not flatter ourselves that, if 
we were to enter a foreign war, we would 
not follow the pattern of horror that is 
being set for us. War is a disease of the 
human spirit, and it is impartial in its 
choice of victims. Born of a desire for 
gain on the one side and of fear on the 
other, it begets in its turn hatred and re- 
venge on both sides of the conflict, blunt- 
ing the sensibilities of those who are 
caught up by it until they become a pred- 
atory species thinking only of the kal. 


Those who plan and direct its campaigns 
do-not think im terms of humanity, but in 
technical terms of strategy and objective. 
To the young who do the fighting it is a 


and never have they been more triumph- |, 
ant, more arrogant. And never have we} 
been farther from the end of war, with | 
the vanquished now the victors, because | @ 


high adventure until it turns sick upon 
them; and its instruments are to them as 
the toy armies with which as little boys 
they fought their carpet warfare. To the 
professional warrior about his business, 
any invention and any expedient, no mat- 
ter how barbarous, may become accept- 
able if he thinks the emergency and the 
objective warrant their use. 

I remember how horrified we were on 
this side of the water in 1915 when the 
Central Powers imstituted the use of 
poison gas. Yet it was not long before the 
Allies were using it. By the time we 
jomed them it was a matter of course. 

There are so many things for us to re- 
member from the last war. for by remem- 
bering we shall refuse io take part in their 
repeating. Although I was not overseas 
during hostilities, I was there shortly 
after the armistice. And I have memories 
that will never leave me! Piccadilly Circus 
in Lendon on a bank holiday—the files of 
broken men, blind, crippled, and scarred, 
and the unescapable click of counfless 
wooden legs on the stone pavement! ... 
Again in London in a mental hospital— 
the tragi¢ and hopeless emptiness of the 
face of a mother who had picked up the 
fragments of her little daughter from the 
ruins left by a zeppelin raid . . . An or- 
phans’ home in France—the children with 
the wizened faces of old men and women; 
they had been caught in the war zone and 
had lived like hunted animals, taking 
cover in the debris and coming out only 
at night to pasture on grass and weeds 
. .. Hundreds of square miles of complete 
devastation in France and gium... 
The hundreds of the blind, laughing over 
their despair, in the “Light House” in 
Paris . . . The rickety, underfed, anemic 
babies of Germany whose mothers had 
been unable to feed them (the American 
Quakers found a million of them when 
they went in on their mission of mercy) 
. . . A Vienna stripped of its peas 
shabby and down-at-the-heels, its people 
desperate from unemployment and want 
... And everywhere graves, countless 
acres of them—the graves of the youth of 
France, of England, of Germany, of Can- 
ada, of Austria, of America. These are 
the things that war marks indelibly on the 
mind. If war ever solved anything, it 
might have some justification. To say that 
it has any justification is mocking God. 

Lock at the world today, twenty years 
after the war that was to save democracy, 
the war that was to end war! Never in 
history have there been so many dictators, 


* 


of the injustice of the terms imposed upon 
them. The treaties that mark the close of 
any war, no matter who may be the vic- 


| . 
| , 


tor, are always drawn more in revenge | j 


than in justice; and they react upon all 


the parties alike, creating new hates, new | 


confusions, and new conflicts, with the 
people paying the endless price with their 
blood, their sweat, and their tears. 

The only way to put an end to war is 
for people to refuse to fight in a war of 
aggression. And for us Americans to take 


up arms against an enemy who had not | 


attacked us would be just that—aggres-| | 


sion. 


This does not mean that we should not | 
have a strong national defense. Nor that | 
under attack we should sit quietly by and | 


all 


let the invader march in on us. With 


the world arming as it is, the best pre- | 
ventive measure we can have is an army, | 


a navy, an air service ready for any emer- 


gency, and fortifications so impregnable | 


that no foreign power would dare attack 
us. And, if one should be so foolhardy as 
to. = so, then resistance with all our 
might. 


Tt might be that, in the course of future | 


events, we would think it just and right 
to come to the aid of the democracies, 
that we could not stand by and let freedom 
perish from the world. In that case, let 
our people decide. It could then be said 
of us, as the prophet said of another long 
centuries ago, “Surely this great nation is 
a wise and understanding people.” 

The best means to this desired end is the 
proposed Peace Amendment. It may not 
operate so as to keep us eternally at peace, 


but it will make it impossible for any one | 
privileged man, or one group of men, to | 


plunge us into cold-blooded mass murder 


over a situation which is not of deep im- | 
portance and which might blow over or be | 
settled by arbitration if the proper amount | 


of wisdom and patience were exercised. 

So let us all work together to bring the 
needed legislation to pass. Let us demand 
that our Representatives and Senators 
bring the proposed resolution out of Com- 
mittee and upon the Floor, and put it to 
speedy enactment in both Houses. Write 
to them—not round robins, but personal 
letters. Telegraph to them. Get your 
friends to do the same. By the same 
method prepare your state legislatures for 
quick ratification. Do not put this off. Do it 
NOW. So that, whatever may happen, we 
shall have in our hands the instrument 
that will enable us to declare peace by 
refusing to make war. 
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The Town Cried Murder 


(Continued from page 37) 


my sister can’t come down, John. She's 
not well.” 

For an instant John—as Commonwealth 
Attorney—looked as if he thought possibly 
justice was being obstructed; and then 
immediately—as John Crabtree—his face 
brightened, as at one less ordeal. But they 
were both wrong, for nothing short of 


two broken legs would have kept Melu- 
sina upstairs when Abraham, replying to 
her querulous command, told her who all 
were downstairs. 

I saw the faint ironic gleam in Peyton 
Yardley’s eyes and caught the tightened 
glance his daughter gave me. Sergeant 
Priddy mopped his forehead, and so did 
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John Crabtree, and Marshall did nothing 
but just gaze at Faith as if he’d never seen 
her before and wouldn’t again for a long, 
long time. 

Then Melusina arrived, her astringent 
quality heightened by an_obvious sus- 


picion that we’d all rather she’d not come, " 


and also by her very hasty toilet. She 
looked frightened, too, in an odd sort of 
way, as if something fundamental had 
suddenly collapsed in the foundations. of 
her life. 

John Crabtree cleared. his throat. “Of 
course you all understand that we-don’t 
want to make any more trouble for you 
all than we can help...” = Me ; 

“T think we all understand, John,” Dr. 
Yardley said quietly. “We realize that the 
unfortunate publication of the announce- 
ment of my daughter’s engagement -to 
Mason Seymour involves us in the in- 
vestigation .you’re bound to make. ’'m very 
glad you’ve come like this. We know we 
can trust your and Michael’s discretion as 
gentlemen, as well as your honor as 
officers of the law. You understand, of 
course, that we’re not asking any favor 
noneneieyy consistent with your duty as 
such.” 

John Crabtree mumbled something. 


Dr. Yardley shook his head. “All you~ 


have to do, John, is find out the truth,” 
he said. “We shall be entirely content with 
that.” He passed his hand across his high 
forehead. “The first thing for you to know 
—and this is where I ask your discretion 
as a gentleman—is that my daughter was 
not engaged to Mason Seymour.” 


HE room was like a forest pool with a 

stone dropped abruptly into it. Faith’s 
pale calm rippled and was still again. 
Melusina’s breath came sharply. Her 
brother turned to her. 

“J think it’s only fair to Faith, Melusina, 
to have the onus for this sickening tragedy 
taken off her shoulders.” 

Faith’s eyes were fixed like two rapt 
stars on her father’s face; her red lips were 
parted a little, waiting. It was the first 
time the onus for anything had been taken 
from her, except for Marshall’s clumsy 
childhood attempts. 

“The announcement was made impul- 
sively by my sister, who, I don’t doubt for 
an instant, thought she was doing the best 
thing. When I learned that my daughter 
was not in love with Mason Seymour, I 
went to him and told him frankly that 
there had been a misunderstanding and 
that I would consent to my daughter’s 
marrying only when I was convinced that 
her heart, and not any other considera- 
tion whatsoever, counseled it.” 

Peyton Yardley looked at Faith. He was 
talking to her, not to John Crabtree. He 
was talking about Marshall, not about 
Mason Seymour. His grave understanding 
eyes were as steadfast as the day. The pal- 
lor under Faith’s honey-gold skin deep- 
ened. She closed her eyes. Marshall got 
up abruptly and moved over to the win- 
dow, his dark face drawn, his hand trem- 
bling as he lighted a match and held it 
to his cigarette. 

Melusina seemed to me to have shrunk 
down into herself, completely wretched. 
After all the years since his marriage, her 
brother was entirely out of hand again. 
He was saying to the Commonwealth At- 
torney: 

“You would, I expect, John, like each 
of us to give you an account of his move- 
ments night before last. We would like 
to do it, whether you require it or not.” 

Sergeant Priddy took out his notebook. 
I think he was glad to have a job of any 
kind to do. 

“T left the supper table and went to 
Mason Seymour’s a little before seven,” 
Dr. Yardley said evenly. “I was there, I 
should judge, twenty-five minutes or so. 
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Our interview was entirely amicable. I 
was surprised, therefore, when I got home 
to find that my sister was greatly upset 
and that my: nephew here had followed 
me over. I hadn’t met him on the way 
because I didn’t return directly; I walked 
around to Nicholson Street, to the Palace 
Green, and back to the Hall that way. 
“My nephew came in about half an hour 
after I returned. We went out into the 
garden here.” He pointed to the curving 
stone stairs that lead down to the path. 
“We had a good deal to talk about. Neither 
of us noticed the passage of time until the 
night train went by. We came in shortly 
after that, about eleven, I should judge. I 
had a glass of port, and we went upstairs.” 
It was just before eleven, I thought, 
when the watchman heard the shotgun 
being pitched over the fence into the 
Canal. It was after that—ten minutes or 
so—that I myself stood at the garden gate 
in Scotland Street, afraid to come on into 
Yardley Hall, seeing the shadowy hand 
and hearing the chain on the well house. 
The Commonwealth Attorney looked at 
Marshall Yardley. 
“T went to see Seymour because my aunt 
felt she’d involved Faith more deeply 
than my uncle knew,’ Marshall said 


ays 
shortly. “She felt Seymour wouldn't be 


as reasonable as my uncle found him.” 

“Luton says the two of you quarreled,” 
John Crabtree drawled. 

“We did. I took the opportunity of tell- 
ing him a few truths. Not that I thought 
it would do much good, but I had the sat- 
isfaction of getting a lot of spleen out of 
my system. I went over there about eight. 
I was back here at eight-thirty or quarter 
to nine at the latest.” 

“You didn’t go back after that?” 

“No. I stayed here in the garden, talking 
to my uncle.” 

“And you didn’t go in the back garden 
over there at Seymour’s any time?” 

Marshall shook his head, and John 
Crabtree turned to Faith. 


CHAPTER XX 


HE might have been carved out of old 

ivory, she sat there so motionless. Only 

her eyes were alive, deep black pools, 
liquid and unafraid. 

“You see, the trouble is,” John Crabtree 
said—and I don’t think he knew quite how 
important what he was saying was to her 
—“it happens this is simplified to a certain 
extent because we found the shotgun. The 
Sergeant and Captain Callowhill from 
Newport News—he’s a ballistics expert— 
made some tests after dinner, and there’s 
no two ways about it. Seymour was shot 
at a distance of about twenty feet through 
the open window from the terrace. Now 
we can check pretty well on everybody 
who was in the back garden. Because 
they’ve had a plague of cockroaches and . 
waterbugs over there, and they hed pow- 
der all around the house, along the sills, 
and the drains, and the gutters, so any- 
body goin’ from the front of the house to 
the back, or anybody goin’ out of the 
house onto the terrace, was bound to track 
the stuff. Joe, the gardener, put it down 
just before supper, and they locked the 
doors so’s nobody’d go trackin’ it in.” 

IT heard myself saying, “What if some- 
body who was in the house knew it was 
there, John—couldn’t he have avoided it?” 

He shook his head. “Not the way Joe 
put that powder down,” he drawled. “Not 
’less’n he was an aerial trapeze artist. I 
told you that wouldn’t wash, Miss Lucy.” 
He shook his head at me and went on. 
“We happen to know, now, that three peo- 
ple were in the back garden—two of ’em 
after the powder was put down, one be- 
fore. A lady with flat heels was there. 
There’s powder in the print of her heel 
by the pool. A lady with high heels left 


her mark by the pool, too, only afterward. 
She went up to about fifteen feet of the 
house, and turned and ran. Now, maybe 
she fired that shotgun.” 

I stared at him in horrified amazement. 

“We don’t really think she did, because 
her neighbor across the street says she 
didn’t leave her house till about ten 
minutes past eleven. Of course maybe 
Mason Seymour didn’t get shot till after 
eleven.” 

Everybody in the room was looking at 
me, and I was appalled and speechless. 
And then suddenly I saw through the 
whole thing, but it was too late to do any- 
thing about it. Faith had turned to John 
Crabtree, and she was saying, very quietly, 
to save me. f 

“Mr. Seymour was dead before that, 
Cousin John.” 

She’d fallen into his miserable trans- 
parent trap as innocently as a week-old 


fawn. 
Her father’s shoulders stiffened. Marshall 
Yardley let his head drop on his open 


alms. 

“Tt was I who started to telephone from 
there—a doctor first, then you—and didn’t, 
because I was afraid, all of a sudden.” 


HE kind of innocuous triumph a 

child’s face shows when he’s snaffled 
the largest piece of birthday cake beamed 
in John Crabtree’s face, and I could have 
shaken the life out of him. 

“T went to Mason’s after my father and 
my cousin came back and were out in the 
garden.” Her calm gray eyes touched mine 
as they passed. 

(And I remembered: “But nobody was 
there, Cousin Lucy—just a curl of smoke 
that hadn’t all disappeared yet. The win- 
dow was open. I ran to it and called, but 
no one answered.”) 

Yet Dr. Yardley, not raising his quiet 
voice, calling “Faith! Daughter!” a mo- 
ment before had brought her and Marshall 
in from the garden. I didn’t bat an eye- 
lash. Perhaps all the Yardleys were stand- 
ing together. Heaven only knew. 

“T decided I’d go explain to Mason my- 
self,” Faith went on, just as calmly. “After 
all, it was my problem. I went to his house. 
The door was open.” 

(“You're forgetting the young man 
standing there in Scotland Street,” I said 
to myself. “And the gate that wouldn't 
open, and the young man saying: “Even 
a gatepost knows it’s no good, Faith. Don’t 
go down there.”) 

“I called, but he didn’t answer. The 
study door was closed. It seemed to me 
now that the room was dark—I didn’t see 
a light through the keyhole or under the 
door. I just somehow didn’t make any at- 
tempt to open the door.” 

(“As I stood by that door, something 
touched me on the shoulder and said, 
‘Don’t go in there, Faith, just as plain 
as I’m speaking to you, Cousin Lucy. I 
looked around. Nobody was there, and 
J—I knew nobody had been there.”) 

“T started back, up the garden path. 
Then I must have got scared. I suppose 
I did—it was awfully dark under the 
mimosas, and everything was so terribly 
silent, even the frogs, and I hadn’t noticed 
it before. I suppose it was the contrast 
after the train roared by. Anyway, I went 
back. The door had swung shut, but it 
wasn’t locked. I opened it and went in. 
The library door was open...” 

She stopped for a moment, and went 
on. “I saw Mason sitting there, dead. It 
was long before eleven o'clock.” 

‘Tt was ten-forty-one when you picked 
up the phone, Faith,” John Crabtree said 
gently. “Why didn’t you call Sergeant 
Priddy? That was the thing to do.” 

“Because I was afraid,” Faith said. 

(“And then, all of a sudden, Cousin 
Lucy, I put down the phone. You see, 


Cousin Lucy, all—all the people who hated 
Mason the most live at Yardley Hall. 
That’s why I didn’t call Sergeant Priddy.”) 

“I thought { heard someone on the ter- 
race. That frightened me more—it was so 
light and horrible in there!” 

She hadn’t once looked at her father 
or her cousin or Melusina. After that one 
level glance at me her eyes had rested on 
the Commonwealth Attorney’s and stayed 
there. 

“T should have called. 1 was too—too 
horrified.” 

Dr. Yardley leaned forward and rested 
his head on his hand. Faith got up sud- 
denly and ran to him and put her arms 
around his head, her lips pressing against 
his hair. 

“Oh, forgive me, Father! I should have 
told you, but I—I couldn’t!” 

Dr. Yardley put his arms around her, 
his head close against her young heart. 
“I’ve failed you so often, Faith,” he said 
softly. 

She put her fingers on his lips, shaking 
her head. “Never,” she whispered. She sat 
down on the arm of his chair, her arm 
around his shoulders, his arm around her 
slim waist—closer together than they had 
ever been in their lives. 

Melusina pleated and unpleated the hem 
of her handkerchief. She was like a rag 
that had been wrung out in coffee, Faith 
had said before, and she was like that 
now. I glanced at Marshall. He was sitting 
hunched down in his chair, looking as if 
he’d been an hour-long eternity in hell. 
I’d been blind as a mole not to have seen 
he’d been in love with Faith ever since 
they were children. 

I saw John Crabtree and Sergeant 
ae exchange quick glances, and John 
said, 

“If you don’t mind, Miss Melusina, Td 
like to hear what you’ve got to say.” 

1 THINK a desperate struggle must have 

been going on in Melusina’s soul. For 
the first time it occurred to me that the 
Yardley pride she talked so much about 
was a bitter cloak she’d wrapped herself in 
to cover up the disappointments of her 
own life, her own loneliness and the strug- 
gle with poverty and fear. The fierce 
tenacity with which she clung to Yardley 
Hall, willingly sacrificing Faith to Mason 
Seymour—even Marshall, whom she loved 
certainly more deeply than she loved any- 
thing—was the last desperate stand for 
self-preservation. The rest of us had taken 
the easier way, there was no doubt of that. 
We'd given up a kind of autonomy that 
Melusina had clung onto, and would, I 
thought, looking at her gradually draw- 
ing her wiry, almost gaunt, frame together, 
hang onto till the death. 

“T have nothing to say whatsoever, 
John,” she snapped at last. “Except—” it 
was against reason and Melusina’s nature 
to let it stop her—“that there was none of 
this nonsense ahout Faith’s marriage until! 
certain people began to interfere—” she 
looked directly at me—“in something that 
was definitely no business of theirs, from 
whatever motive. Whether it was plain 
ordinary malicious dislike of a charming 
and eligible gentleman—” that was me 
and Mason Seymour—“or whether, hav- 
ing no experience with the world, her 
head was turned by this young adventurer 
who calls himself Quincy Adams Haines 
—” it was my head she was talking about— 
“T don’t know. It may even be that know- 
ing Mr. Seymour was no fonder of her 
than she was of him, she realized that 
Faith’s marriage would cut her—” 

“Aunt Melusina!” Faith said, her eyes 
black as coals. 

Melusina raised her brows. “You've 
never realized, Faith,’ she said coldly, 
“that Lucy Randolph has stood between 
you and me since you were a baby, so that 
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we could never come to any real under- 
standing.” 

Had I, without being conscious of it? I 
wondered—paying her out for the trouble 
she’d made the other Faith? 

“You shan’t talk that way!” Faith cried 
passionately. 

Peyton Yardley tightened his arm 
around her wrist. His face was stern and 
implacable, his lips hard. “That will do, 
Melusina. John didn’t come here to wit- 
ness a family row.” 

He turned to me, his eyes burning coals 
like his daughter’s. “I know you'll forgive 
this intolerable discourtesy, Lucy—for 
Faith,” 

Which Faith he meant I didn’t know— 
the girl who’d stood with him at the chan- 
cel in Bruton Church, or the one who'd 
stood by Mason Seymour’s murdered 
body, her hand on the telephone. 

John Crabtree and Sergeant Priddy 
were silently watching us. It was too hor- 
rible. I got up. 

“I think I'll go home, Peyton,” I said. 

“You'd better ask her, John, before she 
goes,” Melusina snapped—she was beside 
herself with rage—‘“who this young up- 
start she’s harboring is, and what he’s 
done with the jewels he stole from Mason 
Seymour.” 

“Pm really a very mild woman, but 1 
could have strangled Melusina Yardley 
just then with my bare hands and rejoiced 
at the job. Then John Crabtree’s slow 
voice ambled into the breach: 

“Bill Haines is Summers Baldwin’s ward 
in the Massachusetts courts. His father 


was Mr. Baldwin’s partner. Mr. Baldwin, 


just telephoned the governor from some- 
where out in the Atlantic this evenin’, the 
first he’d heard anything had happened 
down here. And as for the jewels you're 
talkin’ about, Mason Seymour sent ’em 
back to New York two weeks ago by 
registered mail. The post-office receipt 


and the jeweler’s receipt were filed in the 


safe.” He looked at Melusina. “It’s always 
a good plan to know the facts before you 
do so much talkin’, Miss Melusina,” he 
drawled evenly. — 

Melusina’s face had gone the color of 
old putty. I saw the mildewed reflection 
of my own face in the old Chippendale 
mirror by the door. I was grinning like a 
triumphant cat. In the silence I heard 
John Crabtree’s deliberate voice going on. 

“It wouldn’t have been you, would it, 
Miss Melusina, that tore the check out of 
Mason Seymour’s checkbook on the desk 
in front of him—now would it, Miss 
Melusina?” 


CHAPTER XXI 


DIDN’T wait to hear any more. I had 

to get out of Yardley Hall. As Bill had 
said about himself, I’d go crazy if I didn’t. 
But I might as well have stayed, as I was 
practically crazy anyway before I got 
home; and if I hadn’t been, as it turned 
out, my getting home in itself would have 
finished the job. 

I never would have dreamed that the 
familiar streets, silent except for the 
chorus of croaking frogs, dark except for 
the pale circles diffused from the old street 
lamps, and-the fitful glow of a million 
fireflies, could be so full of menace. I ran 
down the stairs and out the drive toward 
Palace Long Wall Street. I. was thinking 
so many things, and trying to keep from 
thinking so many others, that I didn’t 
notice, until I almost fell over it, that the 
white wicket gate into the garden was 
standing open. 

I came to an abrupt halt. In the pale 
glow from the cloudy moon I could see 
the little peaked roof of the well house 
again. My heart went cold. For the first 
time it struck me, with the force of a blow, 
that I’d never honestly tried to think who 
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it was I’'d seen there the night Mason Sey- 
mour was murdered, or what I thought 
he’d been doing there, or why there’d 
been blood on the well at Yardley Hall. 
I’d stopped it all on the threshold of my 
mind. And now that I did think about it, 
I realized that ’d assumed, in some dark 
way, that someone—I hadn't given him a 
name; I swear I hadn’t—had thrown a 
weapon down there. And that’s why my 
mind had been in such a turmoil when 
they’d fished that shotgun out of the Pal- 
ace Canal. Someone had thrown the gun 
into the Canal, then slipped in the garden 
gate where I was now standing, drawn up 
the bucket from the well, and washed his 
hands. That’s why there was blood on 
the whitewashed board. And then... I 
steppes Had he crept on into Yardley 
Hall? 


LL around me the great black clumps 
of box swelled and moved. The mul- 
berry trees reached out their liquid arms. 
“Whom am I talking about?” I thought 
desperately. And I said to myself: “Some- 
one you’ve known all their life. People 
your people have known for three hun- 
dred years, maybe longer.” I crept through 
the gate, along the brick path between the 
eerily fragrant, softly murmuring moun- 
tains of box, toward the peaked well house 
with the long ghostly fingers of wisteria 
moving sinuously in the night air. 

I felt the dry flaking whitewash on my 
hands, and heard it crack against my body 
as I leaned against it, putting out my hand 
to take hold of the chain to draw up the 
bucket. As I touched its cold black links 
I heard a sound near me, along the path 
toward the house. 

My knees dissolved in a cold sickening 
stream, my heart pounded, suffocating me 
in my throat. I steadied myself, clinging 
to the chain, and forced myself to turn, 

Standing in the path, dark against the 
darker box, was a man. His voice came 
quietly but with a controlled undertone 
that I’d never heard in it before. 

“What are you doing, Cousin Lucy?” 

It was Marshall Yardley asking that. 

“Nothing,” I gasped, my hand frozen to 
the well chain, my body pressed against 
the spot on the whitewashed board that 
had been red and moist two nights before. 

“If you want a drink of water, Ill get 
it for you from the house.” 

“No, no!” I cried—frantically, I suppose. 
“I must hurry home, I really must!” 

I ran back to the white wicket gate 
without turning my head, my hand still 
aware of the cold black links of the chain, 
the sound of its thin song in my ears again. 
I was still breathless when I got to the 
corner under the old mulberry tree. Its 
great boles seemed to swell and move. I 
stopped, and the terror in my heart died 
abruptly, and a new terror grew in its 
place—terror and that creeping unholy 
fear I’d known the night before. They say 
a horse senses a rattlesnake in the grass 
beside the road; and I, frozen there, knew 
even before the dark figure disengaged 
itself from the mulberry tree that George 
Luton was there behind it, stepping into 
my path, blocking it. ; 

He said, “Have you got the check for 
me, Miss Randolph?” 

For a moment I couldn’t make my voice 
work, or my lips; and when they did 
finally, I didn’t recognize what they said 
as mine: “No—she hasn’t got the check.” 

I could see his eyes glint in his narrow 
sallow face. I started to move. 

His hand shot out, pinioning my wrist 
with a grip of steel. “Miss Randolph, tell 
them to give me that check, or I'll tell 
all I know.” 

He must have let my wrist go then, but 
I didn’t know it. I could still feel that 
grip—I can still feel it now—the way they 
say a person feels a hand or a limb that’s 


been amputated, as if it were still there, 
still aching. And suddenly I was running 
across the. Court House Green, the grass 
wet with dew around my ankles, more 
frightened than I’'d ever been in all my 
life or ever hope to be again. 

Tt seems as if all I did those days—and 
nights—was fly back from some dreadful 
place or another to sanctuary in my own 
white clapboard house with its bower of 
silver moon roses—except that my house 
wasn’t always sanctuary. And it certainly 
wasn’t now, with Halley Taswell sitting 
in my chair, her head back against the 
carved rosewood frame, looking like death. 

“Oh, Lucy, you must help me,” she 
moaned, rocking back and forth. 

“Tl -berglad to do anything I can if 
yow'll quit yammering and act like a sen- 
sible woman,” I said waspishly. 

She glanced at the door and leaned for- 
ward, gripping the arms of her chair. 
“What am I going to do, Lucy?” she whis- 
pered, almost like a madwoman. “What if 
Hugh finds out that I—I saw so much of— 
Mason?” 

“You should have thought of that a 
week ago—or a year ago, I answered. 


I REALLY didn’t mean to sound as un- 
pleasant as I did, but I haven’t much 
sympathy with the eat-your-cake-and- 
have-it-too school of wives. If Hugh Tas- 
well didn’t know by now what everybody 
else in town had known all winter, he 
probably never would. I said as much, but 
Halley shook her head, still frantic. 

“Oh, you don’t understand, Lucy! It’s 
this man Luton! He doesn’t like me, he 
never did, not when Mason first got—in- 
terested in me. I’m afraid he'll make 
trouble. He was over to the house this 
morning—I didn’t open the door.” 

A crafty little smile flicked the corner 
of her mouth. “He came over to the 
Raleigh Tavern then, when I was on duty, 
and went through with a party I had. 
Honestly, Lucy, I could_hardly go through 
my speech. Every time I'd point to a piece 
of furniture I’d find him looking at me. 
I'm almost out of my mind, Lucy! I made 
Hugh go to a movie tonight so he wouldn’t 
be home if he came, and I waited. I thought 
I’d just have it out with him. But he didn’t 
come, and I just couldn't stand it any 
longer, so I came over here.” 

I looked at her. She was scared green, 
and I’m not sure I blamed her, remember- 
ing Luton sitting in the chair by the door 
looking steadily at me. And yet—she 
wasn’t telling me the whole truth. She was 
holding back as much.as she dared. 

“What does he want, Halley?” I asked 
quietly. ; 

She went pale. “I don’t know, Lucy, 
honestly I don’t!” she said quickly. “You 
mustn’t think I’m not telling you the 
truth!” 

“But you aren’t, are you? I mean, not 
all of it.” 

She gave a little gasp. “What do you 
know, Lucy? You must tell me. You've 
got to, or I'll go crazy!” She almost 


- screamed the words at me, if anyone can 


scream and still remain practically in- 
audible. 

“T don’t know anything,” I said, “except 
that you're acting like a complete fool, 
and that if you don’t stop it and quit 
dramatizing yourself and your affair with 
Mason, you’re going to land in—” 

I stopped, utterly amazed at myself. I 
had almost said, “land in the cooler.” I 
thought wretchedly, “Oh, dear—how have 
I picked up such awful language just in 
the three days Bill Haines has been in 
this house!” 

“_You’re going to have to explain 
yourself to the Commonwealth Attorney,” 
I ended more primly. 

Halley closed her eyes. I don’t think 
she’d heard a word I'd said. 
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“Tf Hugh should divorce me, Lucy, what 
would I do?” she said. 

“Don’t be absurd,” I retorted sharply. 
“Just because you haven't any sense is no 
sign Hugh has lost his. He hasn’t any 
grounds, actually, for divorce. Or has he?” 

“Oh, no, Lucy! But if Luton should go 
to him! I tell you he hates me!” 

“Tf Luton goes to Hugh, hell get 
thrashed within an inch of his life,” I said. 
“You've been associating with Mason 
Seymour so long you've forgotten the sort 
of man your husband is, Halley. If I were 
you, I’'d go home and find out.” 

She dragged out of the chair and moved 


miserably toward the door. Then she hesi- | 
tated, her hand on the knob. “Lucy, have | 
you—heard any more about the jewelry — 


that was stolen?” 


way she asked that question to answer it 


immediately. But I didn’t have to; she’ 


went. on quickly. 


about me, will you come and tell me 


—please? I mean I’d rather go jump in. 


the river or turn on the gas than... 
“Nonsense,” I said. Then I added, not 
looking at her, “By the way, did you take 


Summers Baldwin’s card off my table the 


other afternoon?” . 


She didn’t answer. I glanced up at her... 


She was standing there clinging to the 
doorknob, her face as white and congealed 
as death, her mouth open, her eyes per- 
fectly awful. 

“Halley, what is the matter?” I de- 
manded. 
“Then he did tell you!” she gasped. 
CHAPTER XXII 
it DIDN’T know whether I should run 

after her, when she darted down my 
path, and make her tell me what all this 
insane nonsense was about, or just let her 
go and jump in the river if she wanted to 
—-she was a very capable swimmer, and 
a cold douse would have done her a lot 
of good. Anyway, I was too tired. I closed 
the door and sat down and kicked off my 
shoes, and put my feet up ona chair and 
took the first long deep breath I’'d had 
for hours. 

But I took only one. The gate clicked. 
I heard leaden unhappy feet dragging 
slowly up the path, and by the time Td 
got my feet down and my shoes on, my 
lodger was in the doorway, looking as if 
he’d spent nine days and dewy nights in 
the lowest circle of hell. 

He sat down on the ottoman, his elbows 
on his knees, holding his head in tense 
widespread fingers. All the comical trag- 
edy that had characterized his other de- 
jection was gone. This was nothing but 
misery—stark, utter misery. 

“Oh, dear, Bill,” I begged, “please don’t 
take it like this! Let me phone her, or 
wait and go see her tomorrow.” 

“Tl’ve just seen her.” 

“What did she say?” 

“She’s going to marry Marshall.” 

“But she—she can’t!’ I cried. “She 
doesn’t really care anything for him. Her 
father knows that. He won't give his con- 
sent, and she won’t ever marry without 
that!” 

“Well, I don’t know about that,” Bill 
Haines said heavily. “Maybe there’s more 
to it than we know. I think she’s got it 
into her head she’s destined to make some 
kind of sacrifice for her family, or—or 
something. Marshall’s been in love with 
her for years. She says she never knew 
it till the other night. Says she can’t bear 
to make him unhappier than he is.” 

He got up and stood in front of the 
fireplace, staring down unseeing at the 
andirons. “She admits that she doesn’t 
love him. She’s sorry for him, and fond 
of him, and he’s always been swell to her 
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—standing between her and that old war 
horse Melusina. But it doesn’t make sense, 
Miss Lucy!” He gave my andirons a vio- 
lent kick. 

“Yes, it does, if you know Faith Yard- 
ley,” I said. “It makes too horribly much 
sense.” 

He stood there, then after a minute sat 
down on the ottoman. “She can’t marry 
him, Miss Lucy,” he said doggedly. “She 
can’t do it. You’ve got to stop her before 
it’s too. late”. _. 

I shook my head slowly. I’d much rather 
it had been some other way, but Faith 
knew now what she was doing. I was sure 
of that. There’d been a new gentleness in 
her face, pale as it was, when she came 
in from the garden. The twe men in the 


+ library; her cousin and her father, were 
I looked at her, too disturbed by the 


hers—a part of a deeper life that one had 
to have known the grave, tranquil-eyed 
little: girl with-tightly drawn plaits and 


' stodgy button shoes in another Williams- 
“Lucy, if you hear anything about— 


burg to understand. I shook my head 


gain. 
“Look, Miss Lucy—you won’t think I’m 
just a damned cad, sore because [m licked, 


-will-you, if I tell you something?” 


“No, Bill,” I said. “No one would ever 


think that.” 


oe hunched forward urgently, “Well, 
look. This is the way I’ve had this 
business doped out from the beginning— 
only’ I figured it was the Napier woman 
sent Marshall off his base. I thought, when 
Ruth told me it was Faith he was nuts 
about, she was just making time and ex- 
plaining why she felt perfectly free to go 
after Seymour—pretending to lend 
Marshall a helping hand on the home 
team.” 

I folded my hands in my lap. It would 
have been convenient to have something 
to study so I wouldn’t have to look into 
Bill’s drawn, unhappy face. 

“You see, I figured Ruth was a sort of 
tramp, but the kind that could get a guy 
like Marshall so he didn’t know whether 
he was going or coming. So the night after 
Faith’s engagement was announced when 
he went over to Seymour’s and found Ruth 
there, he simply went off his nut. Because 
she was there, all right. She was still there 
when Faith went down.” He stopped ab- 
ruptly, a shocked unguarded look in his 
eyes. 

“That’s all right, Bill,’ I said wearily. 
“Faith told me all about it—about you 
and the gatepost. She told the Common- 
wealth Attorney all about it tonight, leav- 
ing you and the gatepost out, and Ruth 
Napier, too. So that’s when you went back 
to the terrace and plowed around in the 
cockroach powder?” : 

He was staring at me. “You mean she 
told Crabtree she was at Seymour’s?” he 
blurted out. 

I nodded. He got to his feet instantly. 
on ro I'd better go see Crabtree my- 
self.’ ; 

“Sit down,” I said. “He'll come to see 
you soon enough. Did you tell him—” 

“TI told him I saw Seymour and left the 
place without seeing anybody else or hear- 
ing anything.” 

“Did you hear something?” 

He sat down on the ottoman again and 
began fishing about in his pockets, and 
eventually pulled out a mangled pack 
_ cigarettes. “I don’t know,” he said at 
ast. 

As with Halley ‘Taswell, I knew he 
wasn’t telling me the whole story. And 
yet it was different. It wasn’t himself he 
was trying to shield. 

“Was Marshall down there; Bill?” I 
asked. 

He hesitated. He seemed torn between 
a kind of conviction and a kind of dubious 
sense of honor that made it hard to say 
what he wanted to say. “Look, Miss Lucy 


—somebody got into the back garden and 
shot Mason Seymour and got out and 
tossed that shotgun into the Canal. It 
wasn’t you, because he was dead before 
you got there. It wasn’t me, because he 
was dead before I went barging back, 
having—well, maybe I still had some cock- 
eyed notion that Faith would see the 
light.” 

He gave me a rueful grin. “Maybe I was 
just still fooling myself that it was because 
Seymour was such a bounder that I didn’t 
want her to marry him, not because I was 
crazy about her myself and saw red every 
time I thought of him having her. I don’t 
know. I know Id have been glad to stran- 
gle him myself. I almost did when he was 
telling me in the dining room, with that 
moist superior smile, that he thought Miss 
Faith would make up her own mind by 
morning without advice or assistance from 
me, in that who-the-hell-did-I-think-I- 
was sort of tone that burned me up so it 
was all I could do to keep from sorting 
one out on his chin. He said Dr. Yardley 
had agreed to leave the decision up to his 
daughter, and he thought I could quite 
safely do the same.” 

His’ lips twisted in a mirthless sort of 
grin. “That bucked me up,” he said; and 
after a moment he added without looking 
at me: “That’s why meeting her five min- 
utes later, on her way down there, handed 
me such a wallop. That and knowing Ruth 
Napier was still there, and they’d be sure 
to meet. I guess that’s why I followed her. 
But as soon as she disappeared and the 
train went screaming by, I had a hunch 
something was wrong. I wasn’t just stick- 
ing my nose in. When I got back there 
and looked in, and saw him sitting there 
like a goldfish in a bowl, looking like he’d 
faced a firing squad—well, I’ve been tell- 
ing myself I had a hunch all along that 
something like that was in the cards.” 

“Was Faith there then, Bill?” I asked. 

He nodded. 

“She told John Crabtree she heard 
someone outside.” 

He looked up and grinned. “I guess that 
makes William the guy with the maroon 
eyes,” he said. 

“She thought you'd gone. She looked 
back up at the gate, and you weren't 
there. She didn’t know you'd followed her 


wn. 

He nodded. “But you see what that does. 
Unless somebody else was in the back 
garden: me and the shotgun and the cock- 
roach powder and all the rest of it. I don’t 
have any yen to take the rap for Cousin 
Marshall, Miss Lucy—not and let him get 
Faith, too. I mean, that’s too much.” He 
grinned at me, not too pleasantly. “You 
see, I’ve been looking over that back gar- 
den, where it runs down to the railroad. 
If you’d been brought up around here, 
and played Indians up that ravine, there’s 
a mighty good way you could get up 
there from the back of Yardley Hall with- 
out going through the jungle next door, 
the way you and the Colonial dame did.” 

I looked at him. The shadowy hand on 
the chain, the blood on the whitewashed 
boards, Marshall Yardley saying, “What 
do you want, Cousin Lucy?” . . . I couldn't 
keep them out of my mind now. Nor Faith 
saying, “I went into the library—there 
was only a curl of smoke...” 

“What if she’s marrying him to—to pay 
for something, Miss Lucy?” Bill Haines 
said. “Because of what she knows or be- 
cause of what—he knows?” 

The clock in Bruton Church struck ten. 

“Tt’s funny about Seymour,” Bill said. 
“He was an odd sort of guy. Maybe he was 
going to settle down and cut out the mid- 
dle-aged Casanova stuff. He always paid 
for his fun. More than that, he was as 
generous as they come. I was talking to 
his cousin today. He says Seymour gave 
him five hundred a month, and was al- 


ways good for a touch if the wrong horse 
came in. He’s pretty down in the mouth 
about that second will. He says it leaves 
everything as a sort of endowment to 
Yardley Hall, with enough for him to buy 
a pack of cigarettes twice a week if the 
tax doesn’t go up.” 

“How does he know that?” I demanded. 

Bill shook his head. 

“Has anybody seen that will? John 
Crabtree didn’t mention it tonight at 
Yardley Hall. Maybe Mason wasn’t sign- 
ing it until after the wedding.” 

“No, it was signed all right,” Bill said. 
“Ruth Napier was one of the witnesses, 
some lawyer here in town was the other.” 

He tossed his cigarette toward the fire- 
place. “Well, it works out swell for 
Marshall. Mason bites the dust, I take the 
rap, he gets the girl and Yardley Hall 
plenteously endowed. Neat, I call it.” 

“That’s not like Marshall,’ I said. 

(Blood on the well at Yardley Hall.) 


TO MOTHERS OF SONS 
By Margaret Hall Smith 


WE who have so much at stake 

If wars should never cease, 

Who have fair sons for Mars to take— 
What do we do for peace? 


MINE is young, and six feet tall, 
With promise in his eyes. 

For me the very world will fall 
When my beloved dies. 


MOTHERS of sons, arise and band, 
For mighty is your power! 

The peace of men lies in your hand, 
But now is the hour! 


“And anyway, how would he ever have 
got the gun?” 

Bill looked at me. “He was here the 
day before. He was coming out of the 
house when I came. He said you weren’t 
here. I didn’t know who he was then, of 
course. He had a newspaper in his hand.” 

“That would be the announcement of 
Faith’s engagement,” I said. “But anyway, 
the gun was here after that. Community 
says you were aiming it at my squirrel 
who lives in the pavlovnia tree.” 

He grinned. “I recognize that shotgun 
as my problem, Miss Randolph,” he said. 
“Gosh, maybe I did shoulder it and march 
down the Green—but I sure don’t remem- 
ber doing it. You’re sure it wasn’t you?” 
Or what about your lady in the fancy 
dress? There’s room enough under that 
paniered skirt to carry an arsenal.” 

“Don’t be preposterous,” I told him 
sharply. 

“That’s not so preposterous as it sounds,” 
he replied calmly. “You know about ‘hell 
hath no fury like a woman scorned.’ She’s 
certainly got the wind up about some- 


“She’s scared out of her skin that Luton 
will tell her husband what an idiot she’s 
been, that’s all,” I said. 

Bill nodded. “I think it’s time somebody 
gave that fellow a break, by the way,” 
he said seriously. 

“Who—Luton?” 

“Yeah. Talbot Seymour says Mason 
picked him up when he was down and 
out, in Paris. He’d been a customers’ man 
in a private bank there, doing a little 
bucket shopping on his own, and he got 
caught out. He took hold of Mason’s affairs 
and cut off all the servants’ pipe lines, and 


saved about ten grand a year just in petty 
cash. He knew all the tax dodges and 
never tried to chisel for himself.” 

I thought back, a little ashamed of 
myself after a minute. If I'd ever had a 
check for two thousand five hundred dol- 
lars snatched from my fingers, I wondered 
what I would have done. I glanced at the 
fireplace where Faith’s flaming handker- 
chief had fallen to ashes. Luton could have 
taken it to John Carter Crabtree just as 
well. The check had been his. It had his 
name on it and Mason Seymour’s signa- 
ture at the bottom—like the signatures 
people used to write for the devil, only 
it was Mason’s blood had wet the paper, 
not the pen. “That money means a great 
deal to me, Miss Randolph,” he’d said. 

Then suddenly it occurred to me that 
maybe he hadn’t been so sure Faith had 
taken it, had just guessed that because 
he’d found her handkerchief there, 
spotted brown with blood. Maybe that 
was why he was dogging Halley Tas- 
well’s steps, too, and if... 

“T mean, you’ve got to give the devil 
his due,” Bill Haines was saying earnestly. 
“He had his job to do, and I don’t suppose 
it was his fault that the guy that gave him 
a break when he needed it was a louse.” 

He got up. A sudden alarm gripped my 
heart. 

“Bill,” I said, “what are you planning 
to do?” 

“Me, Miss Lucy? I'll tell you. ’'m going 
over to Yardley Hall, and I’m going to tell 
Marshall Yardley that it’s his cousin or 
his life. If he won't give up the gal, I’m 
going to show his old friend Johnny Crab- 
tree the hole in the back fence. Boy, oh 
boy—am I going to tell him plenty!” 

I got up, too. “Please don’t; Bill. Wait 
till morning anyway!” I cried. “You don’t 
know what you're doing!” 

“Yes, I do, Miss Lucy,” he said, his voice 
suddenly very gentle. “You know the base 
Indian that threw a pearl away richer 
than all his tribe? Well, that’s not me, 
ey Lucy. We Haineses always get our 
gir ay 

“The last of the Haineses will be getting 
a bullet in his head if he doesn’t start 
using it,” I said sharply. 

He grinned and put his head back in 
the door just before he closed it. “Cheerio!” 
he said. 

I leaned my head back against the 
carved rosewood frame of my Victorian 
rocking chair. It was definitely the place 
I belonged in, and I didn’t care just then | 
whether I ever moved out of it or not. 
“Tll get a cat and a parrot,” I thought, 
“and a little darky to wind my wool... 
And Bill Haines’ long legs are crossing 
the Court House Green into England 
Street,” I thought, “and now he’s passing 
the old mulberry tree by the cutting gar- 
den. In a moment he'll be in Scotland 
Street by the white wicket gate. He'll see 
the long dark alleys of box and the peaked 
roof of the little well house with the long 
fingers of wisteria and the brown spot of 
blood on the whitewashed board.” 

I closed my eyes. The carved pear on 
the back of my chair pressing against my 
head made it ache suddenly as it had 
never ached before. But it wasn’t my head 
that was aching, or the carved rosewood 
pear on the Victorian chair back that 
made the ache. It was my heart—over the 
last of the Haineses and the last of the 
Yardleys. 

And just then the phone rang. I don’t 
know why it sounded so urgent and per- 
emptory, except that the house was so 
still and dead. It rang again, sharp and 
long, and I ran out into the hall and took 
down the receiver. “Hello,” I said. 

“Oh, Cousin Lucy!” It was Faith; her 
voice was all agony. “Oh, Cousin Lucy, 
come quickly. It’s Marshall—he’s dead!” 

(To be concluded) 
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* DONALD'S LUCKY DAY - 


Nae Donald rode up gallantly, 
A message to deliver, 

He saw a black cat cross his path— 
Which made him stop and shiver. 


But Donald's duty was to see 
The message was not late. 

He spurned the cat, he laughed at luck, 
And bravely passed the gate. 


But there he met a dog so fierce 
That Donald nearly tled— 

Until he saw the dog preferred 
To chase the cat instead! 


And so bad luck was turned to good. 
For Donald sneaked away 

And left the note in safety, while 
The dog was held at bay. 


So grateful Donald praised the cat 
And treated her to cream. 


It's often true, black cats and things 


Are better than they seem. 





~ 








NEW ENGLAND—GIRLS 


NEW ENGLAND—COEDUCATIONAL 





JUNIOR 
COLLEGE 


Ten miles from Boston’s cultural advantages. Two- 
year courses for high school graduates. Academic, 
Home Economics, Secretarial, Merchandising, Art, 
Music, Expression courses. College Preparatory. 
Winter sports, golf, riding. Gym, swimming pool. 
30-acre campus. Delightful home life. Catalog. 
GUY M. WINSLOW, Ph.D., President 
120 Woodland Road Auburndale, Mass. 


Abbott Academy 


A century of achievement as its heritage. Rich opportuni- 
ties for the modern girl. Thorough preparation for col- 
lege; also general course. Excellent facilities for art and 
music. Beautiful country campus 23 miles from Boston. 
All sports. Marguerite G. Hearsey, Prin., Andover, Mass. 
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Accredited. Lib- 
Larson Junior College Acredites, uh: 
tional Secretarial courses prepare for interesting positions, 
including Medical Secretaryship. Homemaking, Design, 
Journalism, Advertising, Library and Social Service, 
Music, Dramatics, Art. Degrees. Sports. Catalog. 
Miss R. G. Grew, 1452 Whitney Ave., New Haven, Conn. 


Irvin 102nd year. 25 mi. from N. Y. Opportunity 
g for thorough college preparation in small 
classes under experienced understanding faculty. Certifi- 
cate privileges. Regents accredited. Limited to 125. Home- 
like environment. Junior Dept. Athletics. Golf. Catalog. 


C. Walter Olson, Box 922, Tarrytown-en-Hudson, N. Y. 


Peekskill Military Academy 


Century old preparatory school. Modern equipment, sound 
educational methods. Business Courses. Separate Junior 
School. Ages 7-18. School overlooks historic Hudson. 1 hour 
from N. Y. C. Catalog. Address: 

Principals, Box G-1, Peekskill-on-Hudson, New York. 


La Salle Military Academy 


Effective college preparation under Brothers of the Chris- 
tian Schools. Accredited. Small classes. Well-equipped 
buildings on 167-acre estate. Pool and ocean swimming. 
9-hole golf course. Junior Dept. 56th year. Moderate rate. 
Catalogue. Registrar, Box J, Oakdale, L. I., N. Y. 
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Admiral Farragut Academy 
Graduates in 45 colleges. Fully accredited. Special classes 
preparing for U. 8. Government. Academies. Naval, military 
training, All sperts. Band. Moderate rate. No_ extras. 
Separate Junior School. Rear Admiral S. S. Robison, 
U.S.N. (Ret.), Supt., Catalog. Box E, Toms River, N. J. 
e 
Specializes in preparing boys for college. 
Peddie 304 graduates in fast five years have entered 
such colleges as Yalé, Princeton, Dartmouth, Harvard. 150 
acres. 16 modern buildings. Junior school. All_ sports for 
all. School golf course. Summer session. 74th year. 


Catalogue. address. 
Wilbour E. Saunders, Box !-J, Hightstown, N. J. 














TWO YEAR COURSE—College and cultural subjects, with 
thorough secretarial training. 
ONE YEAR COURSE—Intensive secretarial training. 
Also SPECIAL COURSE fer COLLEGE WOMEN. 
Delightful residences in Boston and in New York. 
For catalog address: Assistant Principal 
BOSTON NEW YORK PROVIDENCE 
90 Mariboreugh St. 230 Park Ave. 155 Angell St. 





. ° 
Near Boston. Thorough 
House in the Pines Neat, Boston, ‘Thorauen 
Junior College Course with Study Abroad. Secretarial 
Course. Art Studio. Household Arts. Music. Swimming. 
Golf. Fine Riding Horses. Write for Junior College or 
Preparatory School Catalogue. 
Gertrude E. Cornish, Prin., 60 Pine St., Norton, Mass. 
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Distinguished New 
Marot Junior College 2istinsuishet New 
fers two years preparatory, two years college work. Terminal, 
transfer courses in liberal and fine arts, home economics, 
secretarial science, child education. Beautiful location. All 

sports. Second semester opens Feb. 1. Catalog. 
Mary Louise Marot, Pres., Box G, Thompson, Conn. 
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Excellent Preparation for Col- 
Blair Academy lege. Small Classes. Experi- 
enced Masters, Cultivation of Initiative and Self Reliance. 
Wide Choice of Sports and Student Activities. Golf Course, 
Swimming Pool. Careful Health Supervision. 500-ft. 
elevation. 65 miles from New York. 
Charles H. Breed, Headmaster, Bex 11, Blairstown, N. J. 





The Pennington School 


Prepares select boys effectively for college. Character de- 
velopment a fundamental aim. Modern equipment. Small 
classes. Crafts shop. All sports. Separate lower school. Health- 
ful, historic location, near Princeton. 100th year. Catalog. 
Francis Harvey Green, Litt. D., Box 70, Pennington, Niue 





Bordentown Military Institute 


College Preparatory. Accredited. Business and General 
courses. Experienced, inspiring teachers. Homelike atmos- 
phere. Boys taught how to study. Healthful location. 7 
miles from Trenton. All sports, gymnasium. Junior school. 
Founded 1885. Catalog. Box 271, Bordentown, N. ds 








Carson Long Institute 


Boys’ Military School. Educates the whole boy—physically, 
mentally, morally. How to learn, how to labor, how to live. 
Prepares for college or business. Character building su- 
preme. Rates $500.00. Write for catalog. 

Box C, New Bloomfield, Pa. 





74th yr. College prep. Gen- 
Dean Academy eral Courses and 1 and 2 yr. 
courses for H. S. graduates: Business, Mech, Drawing, 
Public Speaking, Secretarial, Music, Art, Crafts, Home- 
making, Dramatics. Individual attention. All sports, heated 
pool, golf, tennis, riding. Coed. Home-like school. Rate 
$600. Earle A. Wallace, Headmaster, Franklin, Mass. 





Junior College of Connecticut 


Liberal Arts, Sciences, Business Administration, 2-yr. 
pre-Professional training for Dentistry, Medicine, En- 
gineering, Journalism, Law, Teaching, Library, Social 
Service. A.A. degree. Secretarial courses. Mid-term Jan. 
31. E. Everett Cortright, Pres., Bridgeport, Conn. 
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elle 
Unusual educational 
Williston Academy Unusual ,, ,edueational 
at modest cost. Endowment over half a million. Over 150 
graduates in 40 colleges. New recreational center, gym- 
nasium, swimming pool. Experienced, understanding mas- 
ters. Separate Junior School. Address the Headmaster: 
Archibald V. Galbraith, Box D, Easthampten, Mass. 


The school for your boy. A preparatory school where sons 
of selected families are trained for leadership in the 
world of men. Magnificent campus. Splendid equipment. 
Able and friendly instructors, Graduates win respect at 
all colleges. Individual courses for ages 10 to 21. Write 
for the ‘‘Kiski Plan’’ in detail. 

Kiskiminetas Spring School, Box (39, Saltsburg, Pa. 
eS 





Perkiomen 


Convenient to N. Y. and Phila. Highly accredited. Classes 
average 9. Boys really learn how to study. 93% of last year’s 
graduates in 48 colleges. All sports, golf. Excellent Jr. 
School. Accredited Summer School. Moderate rate, no extras, 
Catalog. C. E. Tobias, M.A., Box 219, Pennsburg, Pa. 





Valley Forge Military Academy 


A preparatory school with College Board Examination 
standards of training for all students. Boys carefully se- 
lected for admission. Ages 12 to 20. New, modern build- 
ings and equipment. All sports, golf, arehery, cavalry 
troop. Catalogue. Box F, Wayne, Pa. 















Tome The school for personal preparedness offers 

three courses: 1. Accredited eollege prenara- 
tion. 2. General. 3. Pre-Busin Individual instruction 
in small classes. Enlarged, experienced faculty. Beautiful 
location on Susquehanna. Boating, riding, all sports. 188 


acres. Lower school. Visitors welcome. Catalog. 4 
Charles J. Keppel, Headmaster, Box G, Port Deposit, Md. 
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TWO YEAR CGURSE—College and cultural subjects, with 
thorough secretarial training. 

ONE YEAR COURSE—Intensive secretarial training. 

Also SPECIAL COURSE for COLLEGE WOMEN. 
Delightful residences in Boston and in New York. 
For catalog address: Assistant Principal 


BOSTON W YORK PROVIDENCE 
90 Marlborough St, 
For young women, at Briar- 


N 

230 Park Ave, 155 Angell St. 
Edgewood Park cliff Manor, College 
preparatory, advanced courses in liberal and fine arts, 
secretarial science, medical assistant, home economics, 
dramatics, journalism, costume design, interior decoration, 
merchandising. All sports—riding. Pool, lake, golf. Mod- 
erate rates. Catalog. Box G, Briarcliff Manor, N. Y. 


Miss Beard's School 


Excellent preparation for the leading colleges for women. 
General courses. Metropolitan opportunities in art, music, 
and dramatics. Country life and outdoor sports. 


Lucie C. Beard, Headmistress, Box 51, Orange, N. J. 











Linden Hall Junior College and School for Girls. 


Cultural and Vocational. Music, Home Economics. Secre- 
tarial Studies. Fine and Commercial Art. Interesting 
Activities. All Sports. Preparatory and General Courses. 
Riding, Swimming Pool. Moderate Tuition. Separate 
Junior School. F. W. Stengel, D. D., Box 21, Lititz, Pa. 


Standard 4-year college for 
Beaver College women. Liberal arts, science, 
all teacher training courses; commercial, fine arts, music, 
ete. Teachers’ certificates. Suburb of Philadelphia. Gym- 
nasiums, pool. 84th year. Moderate rates. Ask for catalog. 
Walter B. Greenway, D.D., LL.D., President, Box G, 
Jenkintown, Pa. 


Highland Hall 


School for girls. Founded 1867. College Preparatory and 
Yeneral Courses. Music, art, secretarial. Swimming pool, 
riding, horse show. Mrs. J. King McLanahan, dre5 
President; Elizabeth G. Baldwin, A.B., Principal, Box 41, 
Hollidaysburg, Pa. 
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ert Hi ca il Women 


ACCREDITED 2 yr. College and 4 yr. 
High School. Conservatory of Music. 
Dramatics, Int. Dec., Costume De- 
sign, Art, Secretarial. New buildings. 
Journalism. Sports. Riding, Fencing, 
Dancing. Part of May at Ocean City. 
Catalog: F. S. Magill, LL.D., Box Q, 
Chambersburg, Pa. Hnter now. = 





, Formerly Birmingham. 

The Grier School Beautifully located in 

Central Pa. mountains—Main Line P.R.R. Accredited 

college preparation, general courses. Art, music, secre- 

tarial. Educational trips. 200 acres for skiing, skating, 
hockey, tennis. Riding. Gym, pool. 85th yr. Catalog. 

T. C. Grier, Director, Box 11, Birmingham, Pa. 





Maryland College 


>r>rP FOR WOMEN 444 


Now registering for mid-term 


ec 


9 AN ESTABLISHED COLLEGH of na- 
tional patronage where North and 
South meet. A.B., B.S., degrees. 
Certificates also awarded. Schools of 
Liberal Arts, Home Economies, Music, 
Kindergarten Training, Speech. Sec- 
retarial Course. Fine Arts. Suburban 
to Baltimore. Homelike dormitories. 
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Formerly National 
Park Seminary. 


Pleasant social life. Sports. 
Riding. Established 1853. 
Catalog. 


MARYLAND COLLEGE 
Box G Lutherville, Md. 





National Park College 


Junior college. Preparatory. Terminal, transfer courses. 
Music, art, dramatics, secretarial, home economics. New 
personal finance course. Unusual social activities. All sports 
—riding. 200 acres, suburbs of Nation’s Capital. Catalog. 

Roy Tasco Davis, Pres., Box 119, Forest Glen, Md. 
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A Quaker school, known for 
George School its modern curriculum and _ex- 
cellent college preparatory results. 242-acre campus. Boys 
and girls in the same school under conditions that meet 
with the approval of careful, discriminating parents. 
For catalogue, address: G. A. Walton, A.M., Principal, 
Box 275, George School, Bucks County, Pa. 








Williamsport Dickinson 


Accredited two-year Junior College and four-year prepara- 
tion for College Boards. Co-educational, Liberal Arts, 
Music, Art, Secretarial, Dramatics. Sports for all. Sub- 
stantial endowment, low rates. 90th year. Write 

John W. Long, D. D., Pres., Box G, Williamsport, Pa. 











SOUTHERN—GIRLS 





Irani Endowed Junior College 
Virginia Intermon and 4-year High School. 
Accredited. General, vocational courses in Music, Art, 
Speech, Dramatics, Home Ec., Physical Ed., Secretarial, 
Library Science. Beautiful location. Sports, riding, swim- 
ming. Founded 1884. Moderate rates. Summer Camp V. I 
Ranch. Catalog. H. G. Noffsinger, Pres., Box 122, Bristol, Va. 





Southern Seminary 


Accredited Junior College—High School. A _ School of 
Character for Girls.. Blue Ridge Mts. of Va. Music, Art, 
Expression. Home Economics. Phys. Ed. Commercial. Social 
training. Sports. 71st year. Write for catalog. 

Robert Lee Durham, Pres., Box 929, Buena Vista, Va. 





. 
For women. Ac- 
Mary Baldwin College 22,2949 
The college with a background of culture and scholarship. 
A.B. degree. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial, Teacher 
Training courses. Educationally efficient, socially selective, 
spiritually sincere. Riding, other sports. Catalog. 
L. Wilson Jarman, Pres., Box G, Staunton, Va. 





F Two yrs. College, 4 
Blackstone College 2° yrs, Lolere 4 
plomas in Liberal Arts, Music, Dramatics, Secretarial, 
Merchandising, Home Ee. and Physical Ed. Near Rich- 
mond. Modern, fireproof buildings. Swimming pool, golf, 
riding, other sports. Total cost $515. For catalogue address 
J. Paul Glick, President, Box G-!, Blackstone, Va. 


Bethel Woman's College 


Fully aceredited Junior College and Conservatory of Music. 
jraduates are leaders in their communities, successful in 
careers. Home ec., business, teacher training courses. Art, 
dramatics. Gym, golf. Riding at no extra charge. Moderate 
rate. J. W. Gaines, Pres., Box G, Hopkinsville, Ky. 


Ward-Belmont 


Accredited Junior College and High School. Conservatory 

of Music. Art, Literature, Home Economics, Expression, 

Secretarial. Dancing. Gymnasium, pool, all sports. For 

“Club Village’ and catalog, address: 

Henriette R. Bryan, Registrar, Box 103, Nashville, Tenn. 
1 Standard accredited work. Two 

Fairfax Hal years college. Four years high 


school. Secretarial. Fine Arts. In Shenandoah Valley near 
Skyline Drive. Attractive buildings on large campus. All 











sports. Private stable. Indoor and outdoor pools. 
Wm. B. Gates, President, Box G-!i, Park Station, 
Waynesboro, Virginia. 
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Stuart Hall 


95th year. Episcopal. Effective preparation for College 
Boards and for colleges admitting on certificate. General 
course for non-college girl. Lower school—grades 4 to 8. 
Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Riding. Pool. Sports. 

Ophelia S. T. Carr, Prin., Box J-B, Staunton, Va. 





1 Junior College and High 
Sullins College School. Both accredited. 100 
acre Campus in beautiful Virginia Park. Riding, Swim- 
ming, Boating. Music, Art, Dramatics, Home Ec., Secre- 
tarial, Physical Ed. Modern Buildings, every room has 
bath. Summer Camp. Catalogue and Views. 

W. E. Martin, Ph.D., Pres., Box G, Bristol, Virginia. 





Greenbrier Coll For young women. 

ege Junior College and 
College Preparatory. Founded 1812. In the Alleghenies 
near White Sulphur Springs. Art, Music, Dramatic Art, 
Secretarial. Recreational and Social Activities. Modern 
fireproof dormitory. Flat rate $750. For catalog, address 
French W. Thompson, D.D., Pres., Dept. G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 





“| School for girls—college preparatory and 
Fassifern grades. In ‘‘the Land of the Sky’’ near 
Asheville. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Happy 


homelike atmosphere, Riding. Camp Greystone nearby used 
for year-’round sports. For catalog address 


‘Jos. R. Sevier, D.D., Pres., Box B, Hendersonville, N. C. 





Brenau College for Women 


Located Foothills Blue Ridge Mts. near Atlanta. Standard 
A.B. Degree. Also 2 year Jr. College. Unusual advan- 
tages in music, oratory, dramatic art, phys. ed ‘ampus of 
350 acres. All indoor and outdoor sports. Attractive social 
life. Bulletins address: Brenau, Box G-!, Gainesville, Ga. 


Gulf Park 


COLLEGE BY-THE-SEA 


AOCOREDITED 2-year Junior College. Also 
3-year college preparatory course. Music, 
art, speech and theater arts, home eco- 
nomics, secretaryship. Park-like campus 
of semi-tropical beauty, Riding, salt water 
sports. New fresh water pool. Dancing. Catalog. 
Richard G. Cox, Pres., Box L, Gulfport, Miss. 
















EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


For Young Arlington Hall 





Junior College and 4-year high 
school. Strong Academie work. 
Excellent Music and other Departments. In the Virginia 
hills, 15 minutes from White House. Modern sunny build- 
ings, 100-acre wooded campus, Gymnasium, swimming, 
indoor riding arena, Carrie G. Sutherlin, M.A., President, 


Ben. Franklin St., Washington, D. C. 
Accredited Junior College and 


Chevy Chase Senior High School for youn’ 


women. Art, Interior Decoration, Music, Secretarial, Journ .1- 
ism, Home Economics, Dramatics. Washington advantages. 
Individual development. Outdoor life and sports. Catalogue. 
Mrs. F. E. Farrington, Regent, Philip Milo Bail, Ph.D., 
President. Chevy Chase School, Box G, Washington, D. C. 








for Young Women 
and 2 year high school. 
Credits transferable. 
Cultural and Social ad- 
vantages of the capital. 
Liberal Arts. Secretarial, 
Home Ec., Merchandis- 
ing, Music, Int. Decor. 
Costume Design, Radio 
Broadeasting. All sports. 
Catalog: Maud van Woy, 
Pres.,1715 Massachusetts 
Ave., Washington, D. C. 


















Junior College 
Secretarial Science 
We Hy t Physical Education 

§ er Dramatic Art & Dancing 
Prepare for exciting career Fine & Applied Art 
and purposeful living, in the delightful atmosphere of this 
exclusive Washington school. Personalized instruction. Mod- 
ern residences on 10-acre wooded campus. Social, cultural 
advantages of the Capital. Placement service. Gymnasium, 


Swimming Pool, excellent sports equipment. Catalog. 
Rock Creek Park Estates, Box G, Washington, D. C. 








MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 
Culver Military Academy 


College preparatory, Junior College, 8th grade. Educates the 
whole boy. 433 graduates in 131 colleges. Extensive modern 
equipment. 1000-acre campus. All sports, polo, golf, boxing, 
swimming. Carefully selected cadet corps. Limited enroll- 
ment. Catalog. 14 Pershing Avenue, Culver, Ind. 








An Episcopal school dedicated to 
Howe Schoo the development of alert, clean 
minds and sound bodies. Successful college preparation. 
Individual guidance program. Understanding faculty. Mili- 
tary training. Sports for all. Junior school. 55th year. Mod- 
erate rate. Mid-term January 30. Catalog. Burrett B. 


Bouton, M.A., Supt., 219 Academy Place, Howe, Ind. 





Morgan Park Military Academy 


Thorough preparation for college. Personal guidance to- 
ward all-round development, initiative stimulated. Bx- 
perienced teachers. Sports for every boy, including riding. 
Near Chicago. 66th year. Lower school. Catalog 

Col. H. D. Abells, Box 319, Morgan Park, Ill. 


Western Military Academy 


Junior-Senior High School. Accredited. 60th year. Group 
plan of instruction according to scholastic ability. Competi- 
tive athletics for all under unique plan. Modern fireproof 
barracks. Cadets may enroll for 2nd term_Jan. or Feb. For 
catalog, address: Col. R. L. Jackson, Pres., Box G-1, Alton, III. 





MILITARY 


ACADEMY 


A STURDY BoDy, an alert mind, and a depend- 
able character reward the boy who puts himself 
in harmony with St. John’s training. He will 
be under supervision of men who are devoting 
their lives to the work. They are familiar with 
all the problems that face the thoughtful parent. _ 
Catalog. 419 De Koven Hall, Delafield, Wis. 





Kemper Military School 


Junior College and High School. Small classes. A limited 
number of vacancies available for the term opening January 
2nd and January 23rd, 1939. Catalog and view book. Col. A. 
M. Hitch, Superintendent, 719 Third St., Boonville, Mo. 





Missouri Military Academy 


50th year. Inspires boy to best efforts by teaching How to 
Study. Fully accredited. R. O. T. C. Small classes. Pre- 
pares for college or business. Separate Junior school. 
Sports, Gymnasium, Write for catalog to: 

Col. C. R. Stribling, M.M.A., 419 Main St., Mexico, Mo. 


Wentworth Military Academy 


and Junior College, 59th year. 41 miles from Kansas City. 
High school and 2 years’ regular college work. Accredited. 
All Sports. Gym, stadium, swimming. Music, debating, 
dramaties. Write for book. Non-military Summer School. 

Col. S. Sellers, 319 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo. 














with emphasis on 
the individual needs 
of each boy and girl 








MIDDLE WESTERN—GIRLS 


Ferry Halll For girls. Thorough High School and 


i Junior College training amid beautiful 
surroundings. Accredited. On Lake Michigan. 28 miles 
from Chicago’s advantages. General courses. Music, art, 
dramatics. Riding, swimming, tennis. Not for profit. 
71st year. Mid-term, Jan. 30. Catalog. 

Eloise R. Tremain, Principal, Box 1, Lake Forest, Ill. 


e 
Lindenwood College #ex women. Accred- 
B.M. degrees. Also 2-year Junior College. (A.A. degree.) 
Modernized curriculum prepares students for civic aad 
social leadership. Secretarial training. Special work in 
Music and Art. Modern buildings. Sports. Near St. Louis. 
Catalog. J. L. Roemer, D.D., Box 838, St. Charles, Mo. 





Frances Shimer 


Accredited Junior College and Preparatory School. Music, 
Art, Speech, the Dance, Home Ecenomics, Secretarial. 12 
modern buildings on 27-acre campus. Gym, pool, golf 
course. 86th year.. No extras. Bulletin. A. Beth Hostetter, 
Acting President, Box 419, Mt. Carroll, Ill. 





Monticello College Accredited Junior Col- 


lege with preparatory 

school. Sound liberal academic and secial training. Music, 

art, the dance, riding, swimming. Distinguished faculty. 

Limited enrollment. National reputation. 100 years old. 
Beautiful buildings. 300-acre campus near St. Louis. 

George |. Rohrbough, Pres., Box G, Godfrey, III. 








SOUTHERN—BOYS 








: 
, 
= 


One of America’s most distinguished mili- 
tary schools, located in historic Shenandoah 
Valley of Virginia. High elevation, excel- 
lent health record. For 79 years graduates 
have made excellent records at best colleges, 
universities, Annapolis and West Point. 
R.O.T.C. unit. 40-piece band. Liberal course 
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MILITARY 
ACADEMY 


for cadets not entering college. Modern, 
fire-proof equipment including Library, 
Industrial Artsbuilding,two gymnasiums, 
and one of best swimming pools. Sepa- 
rate Junior School. For Catalogue, 
address Colonel EmoryJ. Middour, Super- 

intendent, Box G-1, Staunton, Virginia. 


AAAAAAAA 





FORK UNION 


CADEMW 


Fully accredited. Prepares for college or business. Able 
faculty. Small classes. Supervised study. Lower School 
for small boys in new separate building. Housemother. 
R. O. T. C. Fireproof buildings. Inside swimming pool. 
All athletics. Best health record. Students from 27 states 
and other countries. Catalog. 41st year. 

Dr. J. J. Wicker, Pres., Box G-H, Fork Union, Virginia. 


Greenbrier Military School 


128th Year. Accredited. Preparation for College. Lower 
School. Near White Sulphur Springs. Altitude 2300 feet. 
Modern fireproof building houses all activities. All sports. 
Summer Camp. For illustrated Catalog, write 

Col. H. B. Moore, Box G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 


Gulf Coast Military Academy 


Skilled Instructors; personal supervision. Graduates _ac- 
credited eastern colleges. Two departments—Junior 5 to 
14; Senior 14 and over. On Beach. Open-air quarters. 
Open year ‘round. Write for Catalog: . 

R-4, Gulfport, Mississippi. 











Georgia Military Academy 


Splendidly equipped college prep school, Highest military 
rating. Highest academic standards. Individual house-plan 
whereby boys live with teachers under tutorial system. 
Junior school, boys 8 to 13. For catalog address 
Commander, G. M. A., Box B, College Park, Georgia. 


Columbia Military Academy 


11 buildings, 9 built by U. S. Govt. Fully accredited. 
Special Department preparing for Government Academies. 
R. O. T. C. Post-Graduate and Junior Schools. Athletics, 
including gym, swimming, golf, horsemanship. 50 piece band. 
For catalog, address Department G, Columbia, Tennessee. 


SOUTHWESTERN—BOYS 
New Mexico Military Institute 


Balanced program of academic, military and physical train- 
ing; High School and Junior College. Outdoor life the 
year round; dry climate—3700 ft. altitude. All sports. 
Cavalry R.O.T.C. Every boy rides. Catalog upon request. 

Col. D. C. Pearson, Supt., Box G, Roswell, N. M. 


SOUTHWESTERN— GIRLS 


i For girls. Accredited college 
Radford School preparation in ideal year- 
’yound climate. Open air classes in patio. Special work 
in music, art, dramatics, secretaryship. Character and 
personality developed. Sports, riding. Limited enrollment. 
Not for profit. Catalog. Lucinda de L. Templin, Ph.D., 
Principal, 4100 Austin Terrace, El Paso, Texas. 


PACIFIC COAST—BOYS 
Black-Foxe Military Institute 


Accredited college preparation in healthful climate. Care- 
fully selected faculty. Individual progress in small classes. 
Modern buildings, fully equipped. Gym., tiled plunge. All 
sports under expert coaches, tennis, riding, polo. Comfort- 
able living. Catalog. 610 No. Wilcox, Los Angeles, Calif. 





























SUMMER CAMPS 





MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 
Culver Summer Schools 


On Lake Maxinkuckee. Naval or Cavalry, 14-19 years. 
Woodcraft Camp, 9-14 years. A Boy’s Ideal Vacation—All 
sports. Complete facilities. Regular Academy personnel. 
Moderate cost. Specify catalog desired. 

148 Lake Shore Avenue, Culver, Ind. 














Fishburne Military School 


Accredited. Preparation for colleges and universities, West 
Point, Annapolis. Supervised study. Experienced instructors. 
Business courses, R.O.T.C. Sports for all ages. Cadet band. 
Visitors welcome. 60th yr. Catalog. 

Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box G-2, Waynesboro, Va. 





Tennessee Military Institute 


Recognized as one of America’s really geed schools. Estab. 
1874. Standards high. Prepares for best colleges. Enrol- 
ment limit 200. Capacity attendance last two years. All 
sports, including golf. Beautiful campus. 100 acres. Catalog. 
Col. C. R. Endsley, Supt., Box 78, Sweetwater, Tenn. 





Castle Heights Military Academy 


R.0.T.C. Preparatory. Post Graduate. Separate Jr. School 
—spacious mansion on adjacent campus; special instructors, 
house mothers. New $50,000 gymnasium. Endowed. Rates 
$575 and $675. Capacity 400. Early application advisable. 
Col. H. G. Armstrong, Pres., Lebanon (near Nashville), Tenn. 





Kentucky Military Institute 


A school with a winter home in Florida. Preparation 
for college under ideal climatic conditions all year. Fully 
accredited. Oldest Private Military School in America. 
For fully illustrated catalog, address: 

Col. Chas. B. Richmond, President, Box G, Lyndon, Ky. 





Riverside Military Academy 


Nation’s largest military preparatory school. Boys 10-20. 
Six months in Blue Ridge Mountains with winter session 
Hollywood, Florida. Golf course, swimming, tennis, ocean 
sports, aviation. Catalog: 

General Sandy Beaver, Box G, Gainesville, Ga. 





SPECIAL SCHOOLS 
The Training School at Vineland 


For those whose minds have not developed normally. 
Between Philadelphia and Atlantic City. Child study 
laboratory. Schools, shops, farms, ample playgrounds. Open 
all year. E. R. Johnstone, Director; C. E. Nash, Superin- 
tendent, Box 406, Vineland, N. J. 








The Woods School 


For Exceptional Children, Three Separate Schools—Girls, 
Boys, Little Folks. Near Philadelphia. Booklet. 


Mollie Woods Hare, Principal, Box 170, Langhorne, Pa. 


‘ 

Separate buildings, boys, 
Devereux Schools girls. Individual programs, 
social training stressed. Kindergarten unit for young chil- 
dren. Devereux Hedges, offering vocational training for 
young women; music, cultural lectures, athletics. Summer 
camps in Maine. Helena Bevereux Fentress, Director, or 
John M. Barclay, Registrar, Box 60, Berwyn, Pa. 





Stewart Home School 


For Retarded Children. 46th year. Private home and 
school on beautiful 500 acre estate in Blue Grass Section. 
Cottage plan. Individual mental and manual training. For 
illustrated catalogue address: 

Dr. John P. Stewart, Director, Box H, Frankfort, Ky. 





The Mary E. Pogue School 


Established 1903. Individual care and training for ex- 
ceptional or handicapped children. Academic, manual train 
ing, occupational therapy, physical education, medical 
supervision. Separate building for boys. 

56 Geneva Road, Wheaton, Illinois. 
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BUSINESS AND SECRETARIAL 


Gibbs. BURDETT 


ne 
Kathatine 
SECRETARIAL 
TWO YEAR COURSE—College and cultural subjects, with 
thorough secretarial training. 
ONE YEAR COURSE—lIntensive secretarial training. 
Also SPECIAL COURSE for COLLEGE WOMEN. 


Delightful residences in Boston and in New York. 
For catalog address: Assistant Principal 
NE PROVIDENCE 


BOSTON w YORK 
90 Marlborough St. 155 Angell St. 


PACKARD SCHOOL 


Winter Term—8Ist Year——Begins January 30 
Diploma Courses: For high school graduates 
One-year Complete Secretarial or General 
Business ; also Two-year Executive Secretarial 
or Business Administration. Intensive course 
for college graduates & undergraduates. Co-ed. 
Placement Service. For catalog, write Recorder. 


Registered by New York State Regents 
253 Lexington Ave. (35th St.) New York City 
Secretarial, executive 


The Scudder Schoo training for high 


school graduates, college women. 2-year college credit_course 
with French, Business Psychology, Finance and Invest- 
ments. 1-year intensive. Model office. Social Welfare, 2- 
year college credit course. Field Work. Placement. Resi- 
dence. Miss G. H. Scudder, 66 Fifth Ave., New York City. 








BUSINESS EDUCATION 
OF COLLEGE GRADE 


One and two year courses 

for men and women—Busi- 

ness Administration-Accounting and Secretarial, 
Special program for executive-minded men. Suc- 
cessful placement in accounting, sales, advertis- 
ing, banking, and other fields. Write for Catalog. 
Registrar, 156 Stuart St., Boston, Mass, 





Beautifully located on campus. 
Bryant College Courses (degree in 2_ yrs.) 
combining cultural and secretarial training. 1-yr. B.S.S. 
course for college graduates. Also 1-yr. course for H. 8. 
graduates. Approved 4-yr. Comm’l Teacher Training Course 
(A.B. in Ed.). Effective placement. Gym, dorms. 77th yr. 
Write for Catalog. Secretary, Providence, R. 1. 





° 

Specialization brings results; Wevlis- 
Weylister ter specializes in secretarial-executive 
training for busines§ skill and management of personal 
affairs. Also cultural subjects. Large suburban estate near 
New Haven. Delightful social life. Resident and day. 
1 or 2 years. Placement service. Cata og. 
Mrs. Marian W. S. Beach, M. A., Box G, Milford, Conn. 





Berkeley-Llewellyn 


2 yr. and 1 yr. secretarial courses preparing High School 
graduates and College women for business. Individualized 
instruction. Distinguished University faculty. Restricted 
enrollment. Effective placement. Bulletin, Director, Gray- 








bar Building, 420 Lexington Avenue, New York, N. Y. 





FINE AND APPLIED ART 





Frmous Concer School ot He Cnrtrall West 


STUDENTS PREPARED FOR PROFESSIONAL CONTACTS 
Dress Design, French Cutting, Pattern Making, Line, Color and 
Fabric Analysis, Merchandising, Styling, Buying, Millinery, 


Style Reporting, Fashion IlJustration, Interior Decoration, 
poorer ey indow Display, Advertising, Writing, Layout. 









t 
RSONAL TRAINING plus INDIVIDUAL ADVANCEMENT 
Mid - Year Entrance — Mondays of January and Februacy 


d 
116 South Michigan Bivd., CHICAGO, Dept. C 








Art Institute of Pittsburgh 


18 years of successful graduates in Commercial Art, 


Tilustration, Fashion Drawing, Costume Design, Pattern 
Drafting, Interior Decoration. 9 and 18 month courses. 
Start Now! Get annual ‘‘actbook.’’ Willis Shook, Dir., 
232 Stanwix Street, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 





N. Y. School of Fine & Applied 


Art (Parsons Mid-Year Classes Begin January 23. 


Interior Architecture & Decoration; 
Costume Design & Illustration; Advertising Design ; Teacher 
Training. Send for General Catalogue and full details. 
Box K, 2239 Broadway, New York. 





Fashion Academy The Accepted ee 


. Famous Graduates. 
tume Design—Styling—Fashion Art—Textile Design—for 
Trade, Screen and Stage. Under personal direction of 
Emil Alvin Hartman, America’s Recognized Design In- 
structor and Fashion Consultant. Write for School Book 9. 
30 Rockefeller Plaza, 5th Ave. at 50th St., New York, N. Y. 





N. Y. School of Interior Decora- 


° 

tion Four and eight months’ Practical Training Courses. 
Also Vocational. Design and College Courses. 

Faculty of leading N. Y. Decoraters. Day and _ evening 

classes. Spring Term commences February 1st. Send for 

Catalog 3R. 515 Madison Avenue, New York City. 





Grand Central School of Art : 


Drawing, Painting, Sculpture, Mlustration, Human and 
Animal Anatomy, Advertising, Pesign, Fashions, Interior 
Decoration, Cartooning. Individual Instruction. Certificate 
Courses. Day and Eve. Catalog on request. 

7006 Grand Central Terminal, New York City. 








MUSIC AND DRAMATIC ART 
Alviene School of the Theatre 


45th Year—Drama, Dance, Vocal for Acting, Teaching, 
Directing. 3 in 1 course—Radio, Stage, Screen. Graduates: 
Lee Tracy, Fred Astaire, Una Merkel, etc. Student Stock 
Theatre Appearances while learfiing. Apply 

Sec’y Gale, 66 W. 85th St., N. Y. 


146 





EVERY product guaranteed as 


The Art Institute of Chicago 


Fine Arts—Industrial Art. A Professional School offering 
degrees and diplomas in all branches. Not operated for 
profit. 60th yr. Low tuition. Winter term begins January 3. 
Tilustrated bulletins on request. 

Dept. G. A., The Art Institute, Chicago, III. 


Chicago Academy of Fine Arts 


Mid-winter enrollment dates Jan. 9 and Feb. 6—Com- 
mercial art, Dress Design, Interior Decorating, Fashion 
Illustration, Cartooning, Industrial Design, Mlustration, 
Drawing and Painting, Stage Arts, Photography. 

{8 S. Michigan Avenue, Suite B-1, Chicago 


American Academy of Art 


Practical instruction in all branches of Commercial and 
Fine Art. Dress Design. Pattern Making, Cartooning. Fac- 
ulty of international reputation. Individual instruction. 
Winter term January 2nd. Catalog. Frank H. Young, Dir., 
Dept. 419, 25 E. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, III. 


Frederic Mizen Academy of Art 


For students with a purpose. Individual tutoring under pro- 
fessional artists in Advertising, Fashion, and Story Illustra- 
tion. Layout, Dress Design, Lettering. Studios overlooking 
lake and city. Second Semester begins Feb 











HOUSEHOLD ARTS, FOODS, DIETETICS 


Bs a Distitiam! 
Ea Lam! 
IN ONE YEAR prepare for a fascinating career in 
this uncrowded profession. Qualify for well-paid 
positions in hotels, restaurants, schools, hospitals, 
laboratories, steamships, institutions, etc. Placement 


service. Many jobs available. Age no obstacle. 
Licensed by N. Y. State. Write for catalog 9-14. 


NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF DIETETICS 
660 Madison Avenue New York City 





The Iridor Scheel 


will send you upon request a free book ‘‘Food Opportunities” 
which tells you how you can make money at home or in an 
attractive position. There are excellent openings for Iridor 
trained Tea Room Managers, Hostesses, Caterers, Cake and 
Candy Makers. 831-C Lexington Avenue, New York. 





Ballard School of the Y. W. C. A. 


66th Year. Professional Food Service Training. Kitchen 
and Dining-room Mgt. Modern Housekeeping. Cookery. 
Dressmaking. Home Nursing. Secretarial, etc. Placement 
service. Gym, pool, cafeteria. Six residences. Complete 
catalog D. 610 Lexington Ave. at 53rd St., N. Y. C. 








Miss Farmer's School of Cookery 


This long-established school prepares for  qsitions requir- 
ing cookery and dietetics and for efficient home management. 
One Year, Eight Weeks, shorter courses. Individual instruc- 
tion in small groups. Residences. Catalog H. 

Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 











KINDERGARTEN TRAINING 
Mills School 


Yor Kindergarten and Primary Teachers. Accredited by 
N. Y. and N. J. Departments of education for state certifi- 
cate. 3-year and 4-year courses. College credit toward degree 
in leading universities. Residence facilities. 30th yr. New 
term Feb. 1. G. H. Lough, 66 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 





Complete education for teaching 
in elementary grades, kinder- 
garten and nursery school. Chil- 
dren’s demonstration school and 
observation center. Special summer classes. 
: Beautiful resident hall. Located Chicago’s 
? “4 1ovely North Shorenear lake. Cultural edu- 
cation plus vocational training. B.E. degree conferred 
¥. yrs Joao 3-year diploma and 2-year certificate. 
rite for list of successful alumnae. x 
National College of Education 
EDNA DEAN BAKER, Pres. Box 96-A__— EVANSTON, ILL. 


Sirad 


year 








a6. 
Dept. 99-A, 75 E. Wacker Drive, Chicago, Illinois. 





advertised—see 





LABORATORY TECHNIQUE 
Gradwohl Schoo So a laboratory technician. 


months’ intensive in- 

struction, plus 4 to 6 months’ interneship in hospital or 
lab. New, important course in parasitology and tropical 
medicine. Micro-photography, bacteriology, blood chemistry, 
X-ray. Placement service. Enter any month. Catalog. 
3510 Lucas Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 





° 

Northwest Institute of Technology 
offers thorough, comprehensive courses in Clinical, Labora- 
tory Technique, including Basal Metabolism, in 9 months. 
Also X-Ray technique with correlated Physical Therapy in 
3 months. Men, women. Graduate employment unusually 
high. Catalog. 3409 East Lake St., Minneapolis, Minn. 


Franklin School of Medical Tech- 


nology Dept. of Franklin School of Science & Arts. 
9 





Offers unusually strong, complete, well bal- 
anced mos. training course in Medical Laboratory 
Technology. X-Ray Technology in 6 mos. Free placement. 
Coed. Write for Catalog G. 1906 Spruce St., Phila., Pa. 





DENTAL NURSING 





e e e ° 
Dental Assistants Training Insti- 
tute Short practical course qualifies women for positions 

in Dental Nursing as Assistants or Receptionists 
to Dentists and Dental Specialists. Free Placement. For 


catalog ‘‘4’’ write { West 34th Street, New York City, 
or 12! North Broad Street, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 








PHYSICIANS’ AIDES 





Eastern School for Physicians’ 


Aides Faculty of Physicians. Prepares Qualified 
| Students for Physicians’ Aides. Physiotherapy, 
X-Ray & Laboratory Technique. Medical Secretarial 
Courses. Placement Bureau. Booklet GH. 

667 Madison Ave. at 6Ist, New York City. 








NURSING 


MOUNT SINAT HOSPITAL 


SCHOOL OF NURSING * NEW YORK CITY 


XCEPTIONAL educational advantages for 

high school and college graduates. Three- 
year nursing course. Fine, residential building 
overlooking Central Park. Instruction and 
clinical facilities unsurpassed. Over 800-Bed 
hospital. Non-sectarian. Classes enter Sep- 
tember and February. Catalog G on request. 


Superintendent of Nurses 1 East 100th Street, New York, N. Y. 
(corer a PRS 








Yonkers General Hospital School 


° . : - = 

Accredited with New York Board of Re- 
of Nursing gents. Offers to High School and College 
graduates, a 3 yr. nursing course, modern nurses’ residence, 


allowance, hospital—179 beds. Classes enter September and , 


February. Apply Principal ef the School, Yonkers, oe 


New Rochelle Hospital School of 
Nursing 


Offers accredited 3 year course 
School graduates. Apply 
Principal, Box 551, New Rochelle, N. Y. 





in Nursing to High 





Burlington County Hospital 


School of Nursing. Accredited, non-sectarian, three year 
course for High School graduates. Maintenance, allowance. 
Classes enter September and February. Eighteen miles from 
Philadelphia. Apply—Directress of Nurses, Burlington 
County Hospital, Mt. Holly, New Jersey. 








PHYSICAL EDUCATION 
American College of Physical 


. i : ee 
Education Accreaited. Coeducational. 30th yr. 1 yr. 


Recreation Course, 2 yr. Diploma and 
3 yr. B.P.E. Degree. 1 yr. Physiotherapy. Dept. of Athletic 
Coaching. Placement Bureau. New Term Feb. 1. Free Cata- 
log. Views. Dept. G.H., 1019 Diversey Parkway, Chicago, III. 








HOTEL MANAGEMENT 







“T have never worked before and to find, 
thru your Placement Bureau, such a 
beautiful place to work, with hearty co- 
operation from the Management and all 
employees, makes every day a pleasure. 
Of course I never could have gotten here 
had I not taken your course of training, 
thus becoming a Lewis Certified Em- 
ployee,” writes Nina Allen Anderson. 
Will YOU accept a well-paid position 





Im Horet Hostess Now 
with a Splendid Salary 
-thanks to this amazing 
LEWIS CERTIFIED JOB PLAN” 


in one of America’s greatest industries 
—the hotel and institutional field? The 
new Lewis Certified Employees Plan is 
placing hundreds of trained men and 
women in touch with better positions at 
more pay. Nationwide calls from hotels, 
clubs, restaurants, schools, colleges, hos- 
pitals and institutions. Positions paying 
up to $1,500 to $5,000 a year, with liv- 
ing often included. YOU can qualify! 





Opportunities everywhere for those past 40 as 
well as younger men and women of 18 and over. 
Hither business, home, professional, or grade 
school background, plus Lewis Training, quali- 
fies you. When you are qualified, our new ““CHR- 
TIFIED” Employees Plan means that as soon 
as our Hmployment Department places you in a 
position, we will CERTIFY to your employer 
that you'll ‘make good.” If you don’t live up to 
his expectations the first month, we will agree 
to refund to him one-half the salary he has paid 
you. Since we introduced this new, unique Cer- 
tified Employees Plan, hundreds of Lewis- 
trained men and women have been put in touch 
with positions—proof positive of the value of 
our training to YOU! 


FREE BOOK GIVES 
FULL DETAILS 


Our FREE Book, “YOUR 
BIG OPPORTUNITY,” tells 
how to train for a well-paid 
position in a business where 
you are not dropped after 40. 
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Sargent College 


of Physical Education, of Boston University. 4-year B.S. 
course in Physical Ed., includes thorough instruction in 
land and water sports at Peterborough, N. H. camp. 
Cultural opportunities. In university city. 58th yr. Catalog. 
Ernst Hermann, Dean, 34 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass. 





TECHNICAL 
Indiana Technical College 


Two-Year B. S. Degree courses in engineering: Electrical, 
Civil, Chem., Mechanical, Radio and Television, Aeronautical. 
l-yr. Mech. Drafting. Prep. eourses without extra charge. 
Farn board, Low rate. Enter March, June, Sept., Dec. Catalog. 

249 East Washington Boulevard, Fort Wayne, Indiana. 














Registration FREE of extra cost, as a Certi- 
fied Employee, in the Lewis National Place- 
ment Service. You have the opportunity to 
make the story of scores of successful Lewis 
“Certified Employees’ YOUR story—by de- 
ciding to do TODAY what they did a few 
months ago. Fill in the coupon and MAIL 
IT IMMEDIATELY ! 


MEN AND WOMEN OF ALL 
AGES WINNING SUCCESS 


“Now Assistant Manager of 
one of the best known hotels 
in this country. My success 
in the hotel field is due to 
the fine training I received 
from the Lewis Schools. I 
heartily recommend it to 
any ambitious person either 
entering or seeking advance- 
ment in the hotel profes- 
sion.” 
George D. Negley, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 





Hotels Call for Trained Men and Women 


l (J Manager (0 Apt. Hotel Manager CLIFFORD LEWIS, PRES., I 

I (Asst. Manager [Banquet Manager 4 LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS | 

C Hostess F] Matron Hall TA-2453, Washington, D. C. 
St d . , Please send me FREE of charge and without 

| beperewer CX) Maitre d’Hotel obligation, details as to how to qualify for | 
L] Housekeeper (0 Linen Room Super- the hotel, club, restaurant and institutional 

C] Cashier Cae field. I am careers interested in the posi- ; 

tions I have checked. 

| (1 Purchasing Agent [J Supt. of Service l 

] ( Chief or Floor Clerk [ Publicity Director NANI ie uve dons cae essiccas seis orev dutcesancctd . ! 

O ot Aaah ge () Club Manager AGAVEES) 5 ccc dancvcesnisgs <ceacnaccescsesetuens ! 

1 (Auditor (J Restaurant or Cof- 

Lo Sports Director fee Shop Manager Cty sakes tech akiamemencsats Stated. sacizke nes 
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HE Kids came out to tell the owl 
To sing more like the thrush, 
To learn a song without a hoot, 
Or else he'll have to hush! 


CANYON KIDDIES 


By James Swinnerton 





HE kingfisher boasts about the fish 
He just let get away; 
And though we don't think it's the truth, 
We let. him have his say. 


NCLE is painting the eagle's head— 
He thinks it is not right 
That a bird so young should look so: old 
Because his head is white. 
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Same Old Skyline 


(Continued from page 40) 


wrong, Cissy?” Barney’s voice was close 
and warm. His arms tightened a little, and 
their shelter was so safe and strong that 
she gave him a wavering smile. Where else 
in all New York, Cissy wondered, could 
a girl creep so unquestioned to ease a 
hurt? Not that that was good enough for 
either Barney or herself, measured against 
her feeling for Bob. She followed his lead, 
and they talked of inconsequential things. 
The evening wore on, and she set up a 
lively interchange between them, forming 
a guard. 


“Nee YORK will be a lonely place 
without you, Cissy,” he said in the 
cab, going home. “Who is this Kate person 
you're taking off with this time?” 

“Kate Ames. She has the apartment 
above mine. She’s just back from Reno 
and in a mood for going places. We were 
loafing around Sunday morning with the 
papers, and there was the travel news. 
Before we knew it we had one foot in 
the Canal.” : 

“I suppose I can be thankful it wasn’t 
the China Sea.” He made no move to touch 
her now, and she was grateful for that. 

“Kate’s lots of fun. You'll have to meet 
her.” 

“You have a lot of roving friends. No 
doubt they make a busy lawyer whose 
most recent trip was to Jersey City seem 
a little—well, stuffy.” 

“You know better than that.” Cissy bit 
her lip at the sincerity that had crept into 
her voice. She talked desperately, inanely, 
about Kate Ames again. 

“T'll come in for just a moment,” Barney 
said. “One more brandy for one more 
farewell toast for Cecily Peters.” He was 
looking down at her at her door. 

“Cissy,” he said slowly, “if you’re look- 
ing for something—someone—on these 
trips, may I hope you find it this time?” 

“Barney! What in the world? I—” She 
had her key out, and she thrust it hur- 
riedly into the door. 

“And if youre running away from 
something—” his voice was lower—‘‘may 
I wish you luck there, too? Cissy—darling, 
darling.” He had caught her close then. 
His lips were closing over hers, and she 
was lost, lost. 

But the door swung open, bathing them 
in fresh light. Kate Ames was blinking 
at them sleepily from a sofa. 

“Oh, I am sorry.” Kate stumbled to her 
feet. 

“Come on in, Barney. This is Kate—” 

“Some other time.” Barney recovered 
his composure immediately. He smiled an 
acknowledgment at Kate. “Good-bye, 
Cissy. Be my sweet girl.” He was pressing 
her hand. He was gone. 

“So sorry,’ Kate repeated. “I'd have 
run in another moment. As soon as I'd 
collected my wits, you know.” 

“T’'m glad you were here. You—did me 
a favor, I think.” Cissy stood very still and 
confused for a moment, Barney’s kiss 
burning on her lips and the feeling of his 
arms still sweet about her. “You probably 
forestalled a proposal.” 

She raised her head as though to throw 
off a weight, and there was sudden inde- 
finable pain about her heart. It would be 
hard, in a way, not to come back to 
Barney. And tonight had proved to her 
that she couldn’t come back. 

“How did you get in, Kate?” Not that 
she cared, particularly. “Oh, the key—” 
She had given Kate a key to let the 
steamer men in for her trunk. 

“You see,’ Kate confided in the bed- 
room, “this is the first night it’s got me 
completely down. I mean being up there 
alone and knowing no one was coming in, 


even after the latest kind of a poker party. 
So I decided Pd sleep with you.” 

“Certainly,” Cissy said automatically. 
“You poor child.” 

“T sat up there tonight and started won- 
dering, for instance, why I'm going on 
this trip. Because if I’m trying to forget 
Garth, that’s completely balmy. I know 
so much more about him than any other 
man I'll meet. How he had to have onion 
soup, how the smell of nail polish made 
him ill; and he had that one tooth he had 
to take out at night or he might have swal- 
lowed it. He lost it boxing in college. 
Then—” 

Cissy, peeling off her chalk lace, made 
a defiant game of marshaling the things a 
girl would remember about Bob Cushing, 
if she dared remember him. The things 
that clung in one’s memory about Bob— 
his face, his shoulders, his hands. The 
chain-lightning way his mind flashed, and 


_ the lovable twist of his mouth. His eyes. 


His eyes were too near, and he was look- 
ing at Cissy in one of those moments when 
their incessant banter had inexplicably 
failed. Sweet and frightening moments 
they’d seemed, and both Cissy and Bob 
had scrambled out of them in a hurry, 
breathless, hedging. Bob’s eyes didn’t 
often come that close, not any more. She 
didn’t dare let them, and she was stifled 
for a moment, suffering, holding the dress 
as a shield. 

“You must take that one,” Kate said. 

“Which one?” Cissy looked at her stu- 
pidly. 
“That dress. It’s a honey. Oh—” Kate 
remembered suddenly—‘why did you say 
you were glad I was here tonight? I mean, 
breaking up that nice clinch, and all. It 
was magnificent.” 

“T don’t know.” Cissy’s voice was slow. 

“Oh, but come—you must know. That 
is, he looked so gorgeous, so sort of taking 
command of the situation.” 

“Tm afraid that’s just what he was about 


to do. 

“Afraid? Well, I do give up.” Kate 
looked a little puzzled for a moment. 
“What do you think would be the things 
a girl would remember about him?” 

Cissy tried, but she couldn’t see. Bob’s 
laughing face was too close. “I don't 
know,” she repeated tonelessly. “Kate—” 
her voice strengthened in sudden decision 
—“I expect to get off the boat at Havana 
coming back and—” : 

“But, darling, we'll all get off.” Kate’s 
eyes brightened. “We'll have fun!” 

“So we will.” Cissy shrugged helplessly. 
Some other time would do to tell Kate she 
wasn’t coming back to New York, not this 
winter. “Why don’t you tell me more about 
Garth?” Her voice was tired. “That is, if 
you feel like it—” 

“Tt’s strange, but I do.” Kate took a fresh 
breath. 

Cissy crawled into bed. Kate’s freshet 
of talk ran on; and now, with her mantle 
of gaiety finally discarded for the day, 
Cissy felt the morning’s sailing hanging 
over her, heavy, aimless. The hurt she was 
going to deal Barney was an added weight 
on her chest, making breathing difficult. 
He had been a good friend, and she should 
have broken cleanly, finally, some time 
ago. 

She was hovering on the edge of sleep 
then. Perhaps, this trip, she would find 
Bob. Her smoky blue eyes were closed, 
and her lips curved softly. 


je WAS the second day out. Cissy was 
huddled close to the rail and grateful 
for the sharp wind which blew her hair 
and stung her face and numbed her heart. 
The wind might blow some of the heavi- 









€ Soda is Pre 
acidosis, com 
Soda (pure 





i te oO 
n Bicarbonate, 
Wrmed forindigestion, 
sf colds, ovr Baking 
dium Bicarbonate) giv 






ER, 


Ce ce “ a i 
Cut glassware, tumblers and bever- 
age services gleam and sparkle when 
washed in a warm Baking Soda solu- 
tion. Good, too, for the baby’s bottle. 


BAKING SODA IS 
BICARBONATE 
OF SODA 


January 1939 Good Housekeeping 149 


ness and futility away from this voyage. 
She was here, as she had been on boats, 
trains, and planes for too large a portion 
of the past three years. What was it 
Barney had said? “If you are looking for 
something—if you are running away from 
something—” Luck, Barney had wished 
her. She needed luck. She needed more 
than luck on any boat which held a man 
whose likeness to Bob Cushing had 
brought her heart up into her throat last 
night at dinner. It was queer about that. 
Tt was in his looks, his manner, in his in- 
fectious spirit of fun. Murray Somers, his 
name was; and when he’d joined Cissy’s 
party later, she’d fled early to her state- 
room, pleading a headache. How could she 
have possibly imagined! “I was fooled,” 
she decided listlessly. 

“Are you having fun?” Kate kept put- 
ting that meaningless question to her 
every time their paths crossed; but Kate, 
fortunately, neither waited for nor ex- 
pected an answer. 

Of course she was having fun, Cissy 
thought stubbornly on the evening of the 
third day. She was, at least, going through 
the contortions. Dancing, deck games, ses- 
sions in a corner of the bar. The 
new sports clothes, the new evening 
things. All the trappings of a cruise, 
and a familiar emptiness creep- 
ing up in her—and the necessity 
for avoiding Murray Somers. She 
laughed a lot; and when she was 
trapped in a group with him and 
their eyes met, her laughter caught. 
Soon after that she’d get away. It 
was easier to dam that flood of 
memories alone. 

It was fantastic that he should 
even dance like Bob and that he 
should seem now to be singling her 
out. She had to escape from danc- 
_ ing, too, then. Her laughter was a 
little choked, trying to make some 
sense out of the situation after Mur- 
ray’s third consecutive cut-in in one eve- 
ning. She’d escaped to the rail again. It was 
warm, but she shivered a little, burying 
her chin in the froth of her light wrap. 

“So this is where you disappeared to!” 
He was at her elbow almost immediately, 
his cigarette gleaming. He lounged as Bob 
would have lounged, and his likeness to 
Bob in the darkness set Cissy’s heart to 
pounding again. “When I find a girl moon- 
ing alone in tropical waters, I always ask 
her what his name is.” There was some 
timbre in his voice that was Bob, too 

“And I always say his name is Barney.” 
It was barely audible. She had to call up 
some image for protection against a famil- 
jar charm that was closing down. 

“Barney,” Murray Somers repeated. 

He was easy and careless, leaning to- 
ward her, his gaiety a swashbuckling sort 
of armor about him. If his eyes had been 
blue, instead of gray; if he had been an 
inch or two taller; if his hair had waved 
a little more crisply— But why was she 
going on this way, inviting anguish to set- 
tle like a weight about her heart? She 
turned to Murray Somers with the best 
she could manage in the way of a laugh. 
She wouldn’t struggle any longer against 
this familiar spell. She’d accept him on his 
own terms, for his own sake. She’d let him 
slip the halter of his charm about her. 

“That’s better.” 

The man whom she barely knew—and 
yet seemed to know so well—offered her 
a cigarette. That invitation to laughter 
had always lurked in the back of Bob’s 
eyes, too, she remembered. She let her- 
self slip more securely under its spell. 
They were laughing together then, and 
it seemed to be laughter that carried 
them through the evening like a gay wind 
blowing. It deposited Cissy at her state- 
room door at one o’clock. It carried her 
through the next day, and the next. 
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Dressing was a new excitement now. 
Deck games were hilarious. Dancing was 
a waiting, a knowing that Murray would 
cut in. 

“No need to ask if youre having fun.” 
Kate varied her greeting. 

“What, dear?” Cissy applied make-up 
feverishly. “I’m off.” 

Murray Somers was God’s gift to a 
cruise, and he threw the trip back into 
focus. He erased the past and the future 
and left one hanging deliriously in an ex- 
citing present. 

“You know, this is more like,” Kate ap- 
proved. “The first day or so I had a feel- 
ing you weren’t going to enjoy this trip. 
But now—darling, is that a new shade?” 

“Yes.” Cissy smoothed lip rouge hur- 
riedly. “I'll be in the lounge, Kate. I’m 
meeting Murray there.” 


They were well into sun country. . 


“Cissy,” Kate said languidly one morn- 
ing from a deck chair. 
“What now?” Cissy, 
weariness, didn’t stir. 
‘Does it mean anything? I mean the 
rush and the way you’re eating it up?” 
“Not a thing.” Cissy opened her eyes. 


numbed with 


MASTERPIECE 


By Deane Settoon Mernagh 


I NEVER see a masterpiece of art 
By woman’s hand but thoughts of mine revert 
To some sweet humble creature who has done 
No more perhaps than give the world a son 
Who, through maternal artistry and plan, 
Steps from the canvas of her life—a man! 


“It’s just—turning the clock back a little. 
He’s so much like someone I knew.” 

Her weariness closed in again, and her 
lashes dropped. But it wasn’t long before 
she could feel someone looking down at 
her, and it was an impelling look. 

Murray pulled her to her feet. 

She was off again, drugged with that 
careless abandonment to the moment that 
had been Bob Cushing and that was now 
Murray Somers. Their laughter-spattered 
duels of wits went on. Their talk crackled 
over all the globe. Murray, like Bob Cush- 
ing, like Cecily Peters, had been every- 
where. He was an itinerant newspaper- 
man. 

Cissy had only vague and disconnected 
impressions of Panama. It was a hazy 
backdrop for parties. There was heat on 
a street of shops in Colon, and shopkeep- 
ers who followed one out into the street 
and through molten sun, bargaining in 
broken English. There was the smooth, 
miraculous pattern of the canal unfold- 
ing, Murray’s hand over hers on the rail. 
The whole boat was astir, and the dawn 
was creeping after them from the Atlan- 
tic side. 

“The trip’s half over,” Murray said with 
comic melancholy. “I start in on the New 
York Banner the first of the month. 
Again.” 

“Again?” Cissy asked it idly. : 

“Oh, I’ve worked under Harvey before. 
He wanted me to start right in, soon as I 
landed back from Canada, but I snaffled 
time for this boatride. Well, have to get 
back into harness again.” He added this 
last absently. 

It was inevitable that he should be mak- 
ing love to her then. They were in a se- 
cluded part of the deck; people had trailed 
away to bed, and there was an eerie mist. 
“You’re my sort of woman, Cissy,” Mur- 
ray said, and his lovemaking was curiously 


like Bob’s, too. “Am I glad you are going 
to be in New York! You'll be water in the 
desert. Youll be manna. A familiar voice 
ringing in the wilderness.” It was love- 
making made up of casual words and 
flashes of humor and snatches of laughter. 
It changed then, and they were plunged 
into a long kiss which left Cissy trembling. 

“We must see a lot of each other this 
winter, Cissy.” Murray was staring at her, 


-and his voice was suddenly serious. 


“Right?” 

“Right,” Cissy said faintly. 

What was the matter with her that she 
wasn’t completely happy? She stared into 
the graying light of her stateroom for a 
long time, wondering about that. Here 
was the solution, right at hand—a man 
so like Bob that he could erase Bob from 
her life. She tried to smile, turning rest- 
lessly. 

Murray was at the table when she went 
in to a late breakfast, and he reached for 
her hand. He was still serious, and in his 
eyes there was the memory of their kiss. 
It took things up where they had left 
them a few hours before. Cissy’s eyes 
never left his face, but she sat quiet, let- 
ting the others talk. 

“Can’t see why you're al! hopping 
off.” Rolf Ainslee, who had been 
paired off with Kate for days now, 
was looking from one to the other 
of them in sudden discéntent. “Why 
not go on down to Chile with us? 
We're having too good a time to 
break up now.” 

Cissy was still quiet. She was 
quiet, seeing Kate’s eyes light up, 
seeing Murray Somers’ head come 
up like that of an old cavalry 
horse to the smell of powder. 

“Come on,” Rolf Ainslee chal- 
lenged, “What about you, Kate?” 

“Tt’s up to Cissy.” 

But Cissy was watching Murray 
Somers. She saw struggle going on 
in his eyes and saw its briefness. She 
saw hesitation and its quick defeat. “What 
an idea!” He hailed it. He was pushing 
his chair back, shrugging his shoulders 
to free them of something. “I’m for it. 
Come on, Cissy. On to South America!” 

“But your editor—what’s his name— 
Harvey?” Her words came slowly. 

“Let him wait, the old slave driver!” 
Something had taken Murray in a flood 
now. “Let him cool his heels; and if they 
grow too cold, there are always other jobs. 
Kate? Cissy! We’ll join hands on it.” They 
joined hands around the table—Rolf, Kate, 
and Murray—laughing, excited. But Cis- 
sy’s hands were locked in her lap. 

“I have to get home.” She was startled 
at her own words. They had been so 
quietly spoken, and yet they seemed to 
be echoing and re-echoing about the boat. 
It seemed they must cross the isthmus, 
and cross all the waters, and strike home 
somewhere in New York. Where Barney 
was they must strike home. 

But she hadn’t time to look at that now, - 
though it was singing in her blood. Just 
now she was busy looking at something - 
else. That wasn’t Murray Somers who had 
just shrugged his harness aside and was 
exultant as a boy released from school. 
No, it was Bob Cushing. That hadn’t been 
Murray Somers who had kissed her late 
last night and now, at breakfast, had his 
face set for Chile. That had been, sadly 
enough, Bob Cushing. It was so exactly 
what Bob would have-done. 

“Come on, Cissy. Don’t let us down 
now.” Bob had always known how to coax, 
and it turned out that Murray did, too. - 
He had kissed her last night and “You’re 
my sort of woman,” he’d said, his voice 
shaken, but—he was going to Chile. 

“T have to go home.” The three of them, 
working on Cissy singly and in a group, 
couldn’t move her from that decision. 


HE dressed for shore slowly. Was it 
possible to grow up all in one moment, 
or* overnight? She could see so many 
things so clearly now. Insurance, she 
thought, shivering slightly. There was no 
insurance. for any girl in the Murray 
Somers’ and the Bob Cushings of the 
world. And it hadn’t been physical weari- 
ness she’d been fighting down—she saw 
that now, too. It had been an acute mental 
boredom. She’d been tired to her bones 
of the familiar merry-go-round, but she 
hadn’t known what was the matter with 
her. It had taken Murray to push her off. 
Hadn’t he, at the same time, pushed Bob 
Cushing finally out of her life? 

It was Murray waving from an upper 
deck when she and Kate drove away from 
the boat, but it was Bob also. 

“T still don’t see why you weren’t game 
for it.” Kate watched the boat move out 
with some wistfulness. “The way you're 
looking back you were surely tempted.” 

“Not I,” Cissy said. “But I'm leaving 
something behind on that boat, and I have 
to say good-bye to it.” 

“You look both happy and sad,” Kate 
discovered. “It’s all beyond me. I'd have 
said you liked the creature.” 

“I did.” Cissy’s voice was thoughtful. “I 
liked the old Cecily Peters, too, but I’m 
going to like the new one better.” 

“Don’t talk riddles.’ Kate yawned. 
“Why in the world are you riding along 
with your fingers crossed?” 

“Just another riddle. I’m so anxious to 
go home, Kate. Suppose we fly back?” 

“Suits me.” Kate’s eyes were glinting 
again. 

“Or no, we won’t fly. We'll go ahead 
just as we had planned and—and see. I 
have an appointment of a sort on the dock. 
I think I have.” 

“Just make up your mind.” 

Grotesquely colored birds peered at 
Cissy from nameless bushes next day. Sun 
shone on old Panama, and on the jungle. 
Rain beat, and sun shone again, and none 
of it meant anything to Cissy. She was 
waiting for the homebound boat. 

“Are you coming down with a tropical 
disease or something?” Kate was ag- 
grieved. “You’ve gone definitely moony.” 

“It’s my new perspective,” Cissy said. 


GHE walked very carefully with her new 
perspective. She walked for the first 
time in three long years with the shadow 
of Bob Cushing gone from her side. It was 
queer, with Bob gone—gone on the boat 
to Chile with the man who was so like 
him—how swiftly and finally Barney had 
taken possession of her heart. Barney, 
who had waited so quietly and so long 
at the threshold, was in now. He was in 
to the beating of drums and the blaring 
of trumpets, and he bore happiness like 
a shining garment to fling over Cecily 
Peters. She wanted nothing in the world 
but to get home to him, to have him wait- 
ing. It would prove something. 

Not that a new perspective was a com- 
pletely comfortable thing to walk with, 
no matter how carefully. For the new per- 
_ spective showed Barney in a new light, 
too. Why had she gone on for weeks feel- 
ing sure that she was the one who was 
holding off, for instance? Cissy’s thoughts 
were slow and not too happy. All the 
while hadn’t it perhaps been Barney who 
was doing the fending? Wanting to love 
her completely, but distrusting something 
in her, afraid of it? If she could recon- 
struct that last evening, analyze it— 

Cissy, off the merry-go-round, was a 
spectator too clear-eyed for her own com- 
fort. 

It sometimes seemed that by pacing 
faster and yet faster around the deck she 
could catch up with Barney and save him 
from that girl who had held him and all 
he stood for too lightly. This was a race 


between the new Cecily and the old. 
Would Barney be waiting for the out- 
come? He had to be waiting. 

It was odd to be listening to one nonde- 
script man tell her how lovely she was 
in this or that key, and all the while to be 
hearing Barney’s voice. “You have a lot 
of roving friends, Cissy”—his voice a little 
tired. “If you’re running away from some- 
thing— One more farewell toast—” Per- 
haps Barney had been as relieved as she 
to find Kate in possession of the apart- 
ment that night. 

“Youre a thousand miles away,” one 
of the nondescript men complained, danc- 
ing. It was Barney’s arms she was feeling. 
They’d been ready to hold and to shield 


‘and to cherish—but hadn’t they been try- 


ing to give her another message, too? 

‘You're so much quicksilver, Cissy.” Had 
they been trying to say that? “Lovely, but 
nothing a man could tie to.” 

That message was coming through now, 
weeks too late and hundreds of miles too 
far away. “And Taos?” She could hear the 
note of defeat in Barney’s voice. “Wasn’t 
there a trip to Hollywood one time, too?” 


“PENT one o'clock a stupid time to be 
docking?” Kate wanted to know their 
last morning at breakfast. 

_ Yes, but it’s lunch hour.” 

Cissy’s hand trembled a little, raising a 
napkin to her lips. It was lunch hour, and 
a man could take a cab from his down- 
town office and come to meet the boat. If 
he cared enough, he could do that. If the 
gods were kind and the fabric of living 
was to hold strong and true— Too much 
depended on it. The voyage home had been 
too long. She’d had too much time to 
think, and her hand trembled. 

“T must rush.” She swallowed hot coffee 
hastily, and tears came to her eyes. “I have 
aD appointment in the beauty salon 
and— 

_ “And we dock at lunch hour,” Kate fin- 
ished sweetly. “Well, run along.” 

Too much depended on it. Too much. 
Cissy stood at the rail, and she was trem- 
bling inwardly now. She had dressed 
three different times for the landing, and 
with shaking fingers that were in her way. 
There’d be no hot coffee to account for 
the rush of tears to her eyes if Barney 
weren’t waiting below. 

“There he is, Cissy.” Kate said it calmly, 
going down the gangplank. “Well, I’m off. 
Never let it be said that I was in the way 
a second time.” 

Kate was gone, and Cissy was walking 
slowly to meet Barney. She had been 
prepared for the rush of tears that would 
greet his nonappearance, but not for the 
rush that came now. 

His arms were close. They were strong 
and secure. He didn’t in the least care that 
she was threatening to cry on a pier or 
that several interested spectators were 
watching him kiss her. “You did come 
back this time,” he said. 

“In—a big way.’ Her head was tight 
against his tweed shoulder for a moment, 
and she blinked furiously. She must 
steady her voice. “It’s the same old sky- 
line, Barney.” That. was the best she 
could do. 

He had to hold her off and look at her. 
A question died out of his eyes, and he 
was dabbing at her eyes with a huge white 
handkerchief, laughing at her. “Did you 
find it, darling?” He waited, but his eyes 
were serene. 

“T found it. I—tossed it overboard.” 

“_And speaking of skylines—’ It was 
Barney, during lunch. “I’ve been looking 
at houses, Cissy. Time we got down to 
bedrock. There’s a skyline up in West- 
chester I want to show you. We'll drive 
up after lunch, shall we?” 

“T want a stone fireplace,” Cissy said, 
her voice barely audible. 
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s v June Arden has cap- 

ww tured Spring’s gayest mood 

in frocks that you can wear today. 

Brilliant simplicities and immaculate 

prints to wear under coats or under the 

sun. In detail as well as design, these 

famous frocks have mastered the art of 

looking expensive at prices remarkably 

low. It will pay you to insist on the 
JUNE ARDEN label. 


Left. No. 4508. Trapunto embroidered pock- 
ets add to the rich appearance of this frock in 
crepe Ardenella of DuPont Rayon. Zipper 
placket and zipper back opening. Navy, copen, 
rose, beige. Sizes 12 to 20, 40, 42. $6.50 


Right. No. 3266. Junella print of DuPont 
Rayon, A beautifully tailored frock with shir- 
ring and pleats in back as well as front. Copen, 
wine, aqua, black. Sizes 12 to 20. $4.00 


Guaranteed as advertised in Good Housekeeping. 
Sold by leading stores throughout the country. 


e@ For FREE fashion folder and store in your 
city featuring JUNE ARDEN dresses, write 


| H.BOMZE & BRO., 3111 W. Allegheny Ave., Phila., Pa. 
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Do You Know Your Hams? 


look for these directions, follow them, and 
hold onto them, so that your ham may 
always be cooked to a turn. For in check- 
ing these directions in our Institute kitch- 
ens—with small, medium, and large whole 
hams, as well as half hams—we found 
they produced results tender, juicy, and 
flavorsome for the most part. 

However, if your family prefers to have 
the ham baked longer, as some of our 
tasters did, you can easily increase the 
baking-time period by a minute or two 
per lb. for the large hams, and three or 
four minutes for the smaller hams. 


A Meat Thermometer Helps. And if you 
are the fortunate owner of one of those 
meat thermometers that registers the in- 
terior temperature of the meat while bak- 
ing, you will find that to bake these hams 
to an interior temperature of about 150° F. 
will insure a nicely baked ham. Be sure 
that you insert the thermometer in the 
thickest part of the hata down to the cen- 
ter, but not touching the bone. 

Another suggestion! If your ham has 
been in your own refrigerator or the gro- 
cer’s for any length of time, or feels cold, 
let it stand in the kitchen or pantry over- 
night or for several hours to remove the 
chill. Otherwise you may have to bake 
the hams longer—from 5 to 10 min. per Ib. 


If You Cook Ham In Water. A word now 
about cooking these new tender hams in 
water. I hope you will prefer them baked! 
But if you decide to cook them in water, 
then ke sure to simmer, not boil, them. 
Boiling may toughen the meat. Remember, 
too, to simmer them about the same length 
of time that you would bake them in the 
oven, for these hams cannot be cooked as 
long as the old-style hams without falling 
apart. 


Shoulder Cuts A Good Buy. The smoked 
hams I have just been discussing are a 
wise choice for baking and easy carving. 
However, I hope you will not forget two 
economical cuts from the pork shoulder 
—the picnics and the boneless butts— 
which come cured, smoked, wrapped, and 
branded by our national meat packers. In 
testing these in our kitchens we found 
both these cuts delicious. 

The picnic shoulder weighs about 4 to 
7 Ibs. and is a thrifty choice, even though 


it has more bone and does not carve so. 


neatly as a ham. Directions for simmering 
these shoulders usually accompany those 
put out by national meat packers, and 
they allow about 25 to 30 min. simmering 
per lb. 

Boneless shoulder butts weighing about 
114 to 3 Ibs. are nice for a family of two 
or three, or when you wish only enough 
ham for one meal for a larger family. 
These butts are identified by several brand 
names; but if you ask for a cured boneless 
shoulder butt, you'll get what you want. 
Directions for cooking usually accompany 
those butts; they allow about 35 to 45 min. 
simmering per lb. Or you might prefer 
Bertha Baldwin’s recipe for “Baked Ham 
Rounds” appearing in “Dovetailed Menus” 
in the November, 1938, Goop Hovuss- 
KEEPING. 


Packaged Cooked Hams. To prove fur- 
ther that they have the busy house- 
keeper’s meal-planning problem always in 
mind, national meat packers also market 
wrapped and branded cooked whole hams, 
all ready to eat, and delightfully tender 
and mild-flavored. Such hams may be 
sliced and served cold. Or if you prefer 
ham hot, follow the manufacturer’s direc- 
tions for baking it. Or slice and pan-fry or 
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(Continued from page 76) 


bake. Naturally, since they are already 
cooked, these hams take much less time 
to heat than do the regular smoked hams 
described in the first part of this article. 

After a ham dinner, you usually have 


some meat left over. In revising these - 


remnants, you will find the following 
tested and approved recipes from our In- 
stitute kitchens just the right answer. Try 
them and see! 


HAM CROQUETTES 
(Trestep BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


4 tbsp. fat Dash cayenne 

8 tbsp. flour 2 tbsp. minced onion 

2 c. bottled milk or 1c. 1 tsp. lemon juice 
evaporated milk and Finely sifted bread 
1 c. water erumbs or cracker 

4 ec. ground cooked ham crumbs 

Salt 

Pepper 


egg 
1 tbsp. water 

Melt the fat in the top of a double boiler. 
Add the flour; stir smooth; then add the 
milk and cook while stirring, until smooth 
and thickened. Add the ham and salt and 
pepper to vaste, depending on the season- 
ing of the meat, the cayenne, onion, and 
the lemon juice. Chill for several hours. 
Shape the mixture into cylinders about 3” 
x 1”. Coat the croquettes on all sides with 
the crumbs. Next roll them in the egg and 
water beaten together, and then again in 
crumbs. If possible, chill well before fry- 
ing. Fry a few croquettes at a time, ar- 
ranged in a deep frying basket, in deep 
hot fat heated to 390° F., or untila 1” cube 
of day-old bread browns in 20 sec. Drain 
on absorbent paper. Makes 12 croquettes. 
Serve with canned mushroom soup as a 
sauce. 


SCALLOPED HAM AND POTATOES 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


5 c. thinly sliced pared 1 c. thinly sliced peeled 
potatoes onion 


8 c. cooked ham strips 3 c. well-seasoned thin 


about 1144” x 14” white sauce 

Combine the potatoes, ham, and onion 
in alternate layers in a 2-qt. covered cas- 
serole. Pour the white sauce over all; 
cover and bake in a moderately hot oven 
of 400° F. for 1 hr. Remove the cover and 
bake about 30 min. longer, or until the 
potatoes are tender. Serves 6. To serve 2 
or 3 make half this recipe. 


BAKED HAM, MACARONI, AND 
MUSHROOM CASSEROLE 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


% 8-oz. or 9-0z. pkg. % ec. water 
macaroni 1 tbsp. minced onion 
2 ce. cooked ham, cut in % ec. grated American 
small pieces cheese 
1 1014-0z. can condensed 
cream of mushroom 
soup 


Cook the macaroni in boiling salted 
water until tender; drain. Combine with 
ham, the mushroom soup, water, and 
onion. Arrange in a greased 11-qt. cas- 
serole. Sprinkle top with cheese and bake 
in a moderately hot oven of 400° F. for 30 
min. Serves 6. 


BAKED HAM AND TOMATOES 
(TrstEep BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
1 No. 2 can (2% c.) 1 tsp. granulated sugar 


tomatoes 14 tsp. pepper 
1 bay leaf 1 c. sliced peeled onions 
2 cloves 2-lb. slice ham, about 1” 


2 peppercorns thick 

Combine tomatoes, bay leaf, cloves, pep- 
percorns, sugar, and pepper, and cook 
over low heat for 10 min. Cover the bot- 
tom of a 114-qt. casserole with the onions. 
Top with the slice of ham. Pour tomato 
sauce over ham and bake covered in a 
moderate oven of 350° F. for 1% hrs., or 
until ham is tender. Serves 6. 


HAM SHANK WITH VEGETABLES 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
2 to 3 lb. ham shank 6 medium-sized onions 
6 medium-sized 
potatoes 
6 carrots 


a 
1 small head of cabbage 


Wash shank and place in a large kettle. 
Cover with cold water and boil gently for 
about 2 hrs. Add the peeled whole pota- 
toes, the scraped carrots, the peeled onions, 
and cook covered for 10 min. Taste the 
cooking broth and add enough salt to suit 
individual taste. Then add the washed 
cabbage which has been cut into 6 wedge- 
shaped pieces, and continue cooking for 
20 min., or until the vegetables are tender. 
Serves 6 


HAM SOUFFLE 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


4 tbsp. fat 8 eggs, separated 

4 tbsp. flour 1 tbsp. minced onion 

2 ec. bottled milk or 2 c. ground cooked ham 
1 ce. evaporated milk 
and 1 ec. water 


t 

Melt the fat in the top of a double boiler. 
Add the flour and stir smooth. Then add 
the milk gradually, while stirring, and 
cook until smooth and thickened. Pour 
this hot white sauce over the beaten egg 
yolks, while stirring. Add the onion and 
cool. Add the ham; then carefully fold in 
the stiffly beaten egg whites. Turn into a 
greased 2-qt. casserole. Set casserole in 
a pan of warm water, and bake in a mod- 
erately hot oven of 375° F. for about 1 hr., 
15 min., or until a silver knife inserted in 
the center comes out clean. Serves 6. 


GREEN PEPPERS STUFFED 

: WITH HAM 

(TESTED BY Goop HoUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
6 medium-sized green 134 ec. eanned whole- 


peppers grain corn 
1 tbsp. butter or 2 ec. ground cooked ham 
margarine 1 tbsp. Worcestershire- 
1 tbsp. flour type sauce ‘ 


¥% e. bottled milk or 
Y% ce. evaporated milk 
and 4 ec. water 


% ec. buttered bread 
crumbs 


Wash peppers, cut a thin slice from stem 
end, and remove the seeds. Cover with 
boiling salted water and simmer for 5 min. 
Drain. Meanwhile melt butter in top of 
double boiler, add flour, and blend. Add 
the milk and stir until smooth and thick. 
Add the drained corn, ham, and Worces- 
tershire-type sauce, and stir gently until 
thoroughly mixed. Stuff peppers with this 
mixture—this amount stuffs 6 peppers— 
and top with the buttered bread crumbs. 
Arrange standing up in a greased baking 
dish and bake in a moderately hot oven 
of 375° F. for 40 min., or until the peppers 
are tender. 


HAM AND EGG SALAD 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


8 ce. diced cooked ham Dash cayenne 

2 ce. diced celery \% ec. well-seasoned 

4 shelled hard-cooked French dressing 
eggs, sliced % e. mayonnaise 

4 tbsp. minced onion Lettuce 

2 tsp. prepared mustard 


Combine all the ingredients but the let- 
tuce and mix thoroughly. Arrange in a 
salad bowl lined with lettuce. Serves 6. 
To serve 3 make half this recipe. 

And here is a perfect sauce accompani- 
ment to your baked ham: 


CURRANT AND MUSTARD SAUCE 
(TESTED BY Goop HoUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


2 8-oz. jars currant % to % ec. prepared 
jelly mustard 


Beat jelly with spoon or fork until 
smooth. Add prepared mustard, the 
amount depending upon individual taste. 
Blend together thoroughly. Serves 12. 


Delayed Voyage 


(Continued from page 29) 


eyes were as big as the buttons on his coat. 
“Gee!” he said. “Gee!” That’s all he could 
say. 
Clem’s eyes glowed. “I agree with you,” 
he said. “I think it’s a mighty fine boat, 
even if I did build her myself. Yes, sir, 
I'm mighty proud of that boat. I made 
every bit of her myself, and I know what's 
in her. Every piece of wood, I planed and 
finished. Just right, too. I say if you're 
going to build a house, it doesn’t matter 
much, but when you build a boat, you’ve 
got to put the best into her. Yes, sir. She’s 
got to be perfect.” 

“Gee!” said Lennie. “What kind of a 
boat is it, Mr. Johnson?” 

“A schooner, they call it. Thirty-four 
feet from prow to stern.” 

“When’ll she be finished?” asked Dan. 

Clem stroked the keel again. “She’s fin- 
ished right now. Yes, sir, she’s ready to 
have her sails run up right now.” 

“It—” Lennie began. “It sails?” . 

“You bet it'll sail,” smiled Clem. 

“Where’s the masts?” asked Dan. 

“Outside, in the yard. They’re too high 
for the shed. But they’re ready, all right. 
I’ve got pulleys in the trees, and I could 
put those masts on in a jiffy. Yes, sir, in 
a jiffy. 
“You'll need sails,” Dan persisted. 

Clem pointed to a corner. A pile of 
canvas lay there in neat folds. “There they 
are, boys,” he said. “Every sail that’s 
needed. Best quality canvas, too.” 

“How about a crew?” asked Dan. 

“That’s settled,” said Clem. “I settled 
that before I built her. That boat is just 
big enough for the sea, but no bigger, and 
I can handle her myself. All by myself. 
Come on. I'll show you the rest of her.” 


HE SPRANG up the short ladder lean- 
ing against the keel, and we followed. 
On the deck he paused and drew his shoe 
softly across its polished surface. 

“Solid white oak—best quality,” he ex- 
plained. “She’ll never warp. Now we'll go 
below, boys.” 

The cabin was so beautiful that all you 
could do was wonder that wood could 
ever be made so smooth and shiny. “Ma- 
hogany,” said Clem as we fingered it. But 
there was more to look at. There were 
two bunks along one wall, with plush 
cushions on them, and a little built-in 
washroom with shining fixtures, and an 
efficient enclosed kitchen with a kerosene 
stove. 

“Gee!” said Lennie. “Gee!” 

Clem smiled. “Not so bad, boys, eh? 
Well, I put the best of everything in her. 
It was mighty expensive, but it’s worth 
it. Guess I never could have done it if it 
wasn’t for getting my lumber at the fac- 
tory at cost. But she’s made. Yes, sir, she’s 
made, and she’s worth everything that’s 
put into her.” 

When we came up on deck again, we 
knew we were standing on a real boat. 
All you had to do was look at that sweep 
of deck and the wave-eager prow, and 
shut your eyes, and you could hear the 
sails fluttering and feel the toss of the 
sea under you. 

“Mr. Johnson,” Lennie began. 

“Speak up, lad,” said Clem. 

“Where’ll you sail her, Mr. Johnson? 
On Wheeler’s Pond?” 

Clem laughed. Wheeler’s pond was just 
a muddy little bowl on the edge of town 
where people went in the summertime 
to hold picnics or rent rowboats or dangle 
a fishing line and pretend there was some- 
thing to catch. 

“Wheeler’s Pond?” asked Clem, still 
laughing. “Why, this boat would fill up 
that pond. This is a seagoing boat, lad.” 


“The sea!” Lennie exclaimed. “How’ll 
you get it to the sea?” 

“Thought you had me there, eh?” Clem 
chuckled. “Well, you haven't. I’ve got 
that all worked out, my boy. When the 
time comes, I’ll just knock down this shed 
and have the railroad haul the boat to 
the Mississippi. Yes, sir. Right to the Mis- 
sissippi. I’ve got that all worked out.” 

“Gee!” said Lennie. 

“The Mississippi!” murmured Dan. 

Clem’s voice was as low as a prayer. 
“Yes, I’m going to sail it right down the 
Mississippi, and right into the Gulf, and 
then I’m going to see the world.” 

“What part of the world?” asked Dan. 

“All parts,” said Clem. “Look! All I’ve 
got to do is study that map and make a 
choice.” 

He pointed to a map that was tacked on 
the wall, a map of the world like the ones 
we had in our geographies, only bigger, 
with a different color for each country, 
and a mysterious blue for the seas. We 
jumped down from the deck and stood 
under it. Clem put his finger on a long 
winding thread of black and said, “That’s 
the Mississippi. Ill sail right down her, 
just like this,” and his finger followed 
the black thread down, “and then I'll be 
in the Gulf.” 

Lennie was breathless. “Then where, 
Mr. Johnson?” 

“Everywhere,” said Clem. “Every- 
where!” His finger went from city to city 
on the map, glamorous points that- were 
ringed with pencil marks. “All the places 
I always wanted to go to. Cairo... Naples 


... Shanghai... Buenos Aires... Ma- 
nalaee, Calcitiaseyce 

Cairo ... Naples... . Shanghai... 
Buenos Aires ... Manila... Calcutta! 


Names that made your heart beat faster 
and gave you a hungry feeling. 

“Ever since I was a boy like you, I 
wanted to see the world,” Clem was say- 
ing. “I wanted to see it in my own boat, 
and see it the way I wanted to see it. I 
wanted to get up when I wanted to get up 
and go to sleep when I got sleepy and eat 
when I got hungry and sail when I wanted 
to sail or just lie in the boat when I didn’t 
want to sail. It’s been a long time since I 
was young like you boys, but I’ve got 
the same feeling I had then, only worse. 
I guess it kind of grows on you.” 


HE STOPPED and took a long breath, 
like a man coming out of a stuffy 
place into clear air. 

“Clem! Clem!” 

It was the voice of a woman, a sharp 
voice from the house that cut through 
walls and Clem’s words and our thoughts. 
“Clem!” it came again. 

Clem stiffened into action. “Got to leave 
for a minute, boys,” he said, and hurried 
out of the shed. 

While he was gone we walked around 
the boat, looking at her from every angle 
and boasting about the ones we would 
build some day and the places we would 
sail to. 

When Clem came back, there was a 
dreary droop at his eyes. “My sister,” he 
explained, nodding toward the house. 
“She’s an invalid. In bed most of the time. 
Poor girl. She gets worrying about things. 
Wanted to know if I’d paid the gas bill. 
I paid it a week ago.” 

He shook his head as if he didn’t know 
what to do next, then walked to the 
bench and took up the plane. 

“Well, boys, guess I might as well be 
working while you’re looking around. I 
don’t have much time in the evenings. 
But don’t run away. Stay and look her 
over as long as you want to.” 
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His plane bit into the piece of wood in 
the vise and sent up a long wooden curl. 

“This piece of mahogany now,” he said 
as he worked, “is going to go where that 
cracked piece is in the cabin door. It’s 
not much of a crack, and it wouldn’t do 
any harm, but I got time to fix it, and 
that’s what I’m doing. I always say a ship’s 
got to be perfect.” 

“Clem! Clem!” It was the same sharp 
voice from the house. 

Clem looked up like a man harassed by 
a hornet. “Excuse me, boys,” he said, and 
put down his plane and went out. 

We waited awhile, but he didn’t come 
back. Then we remembered we'd been 
there a long time and that we’d better be 
getting home. As we went out the walk we 
saw a light in an upstairs room of the 
house and we could make out Clem, 
standing beside a bed and holding out a 
glass to someone. 

“He never will get his boat finished, 
this way,” said Lennie. 

“It’s finished,” said Dan. “He said it 
was ready.” 

“That's right,” said Lennie. “I forgot.” 

At the street we separated, and Lennie 
and I started home, walking fast so that 
we wouldn’t be late. All the way Lennie 
kept saying, “Gee!” That’s all he said, 
over and over again. 


Nee we got home, Mother hurried 
‘into the hall to be sure we hung up 
our coats. Lennie was so excited he could 
hardly get his coat off. 

“Mother—” he began. 

“Yes, Lennie.” 

“We saw a boat.” 

“Now, Lennie,” said Mother, “what did 
I tell you about making up stories?” 

“Honest we did, Mother. Honest. It was 
Mr. Johnson’s boat.” 

“Oh,” said Mother. Just like that. 

And then Father, who was reading, put 
down his paper and asked, “What’s all this 
about a boat?” 

“Mr. Johnson’s boat,” 
Sr ees 

Father smiled. “Oh! 
boat?” he asked. 

Lennie ran to him eagerly. “You know, 
Father?” 

“We should know about it,” said Father. 
“He’s been building it for fifteen years.” 

Lennie’s voice was a reproach. “You 
knew, Father? You knew all along and 
didn’t tell us?” 

Father’s eyes twinkled. “I guess [m 
guilty, son. But now that the recrimina- 
tions are made, let’s forget it. It isn’t im- 
portant.” 

Lennie sat down as if somebody had 
pushed him. “Father!” he said. “You 
don’t know all there is about this boat. 
Why, Mr. Johnson’s going to sail it 
around the world.” 

“I know, son,” said Father. “I know all 
about that, too.” 

“But, Father—” Lennie protested. 

“Boys,” said Mother sternly, “get ready 
for supper.” When Mother used that 
tone, we knew better than to argue. 

After supper we got out our school- 
books and plopped down on the floor 
with them. We should have been study- 
ing arithmetic, but the books we opened 
were our geographies. Lying there, look- 
ing at the tinted maps, the cities of 
the world stood out differently than they 
ever had before. They seemed real, and 
nearer. 

Father was talking to Mother. “It’s too 
bad,” he said, shaking his head. 

“Yes.” Mother nodded, knitting very 
slowly. “It’s a shame. But hasn’t it been a 
waste of money?” 

“Yes and no,” Father answered. “He 
just spent what other men spend on 
drinking and gambling, I suppose. At 
least he’s got something to show for it. 
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said Lennie. 


Clem Johnson’s 


And nobody can say he hasn’t been good 
to her ... waiting on her hand and foot.” 

Mother nodded. “Yes, he’s good to her. 
Too good to her.” 

“Of course he is,” said Father. “Doctor 
Sloan has said for years there’s nothing 
wrong. Nothing at all. Nothing but frus- 
tration.” 

“What’s frustration?” asked Lennie. 

“Lennie!” said Father. 

Mother knitted thoughtfully. “There 
never was anything wrong,” she said. 
“Remember, the whole thing started after 
that affair she had with the salesman. The 
way she chased him was scandalous. He’d 
have married her if she hadn’t been so 
jealous and carried on so. Guess she 
scared him away. It was right afterward 
that she went to bed and for most of the 
time has stayed there.” 

“Who stayed in bed?” asked Lennie. 

“Tennie!” said Mother. 

“Sometimes I think he ought to pull 
out,” Mother said then. “I mean it.” 

Father shook his head. “A man can’t 
do that very well,” he replied slowly. “A 
real man couldn’t, and he’s that kind. He 
plays the game. No, at this late date 
there’s no way out for him. He’s caught 
—anchored. That’s the word. Anchored. 
It’s a good thing he has his hobby. If he 
didn’t, he’d probably go crazy.” 

“Who’s anchored?” asked Lennie. 
“Who'd go crazy?” 

Mother gave us a look then, and we 
didn’t ask any more questions. We were 
still looking at maps when Father sent us 
to bed. 

After the discovery of Clem and his 
boat we boys went to the shed whenever 
we could, sitting for hours at a time just 
watching the boat or looking at the map 
or listening to Clem’s plans for his voy- 
age. As he talked he became another man. 
His clothes turned to spotless white, and 
his face shone as if it were in a tropic sun, 
and the perspiration on his face became 
the spray of sea water, and you could hear 
the pounding of the waves and feel the 
roll of a deck and something warm and 
strong stirring within you. But always it 
seemed that when Clem was at the most 
interesting part of his plans there would 
come that sharp insistent cry from the 
house: “Clem! Clem!” and he would have 
to hurry away. It happened every time 
we were there. Some nights he didn’t even 
come to the shed, and when we would 
stand outside the house and look up at 
the same lighted room, we would see him 
moving about. 


TS boat was all ready, Clem kept say= 
ing, but he went on working on it, put- 
ting in a new screw here or tightening one 
there, or polishing the brass fittings that 
already had such a polish you couldn’t 
imagine their having any more. We 
thought he was wasting a lot of time get- 
ting started. 

“Mr. Johnson,” Lennie said one night. 

“Speak up, lad,” said Clem. 

“Aren’t you ever going to sail?” asked 
Lennie. 

Clem raised his hand slowly and 
brushed his hat to one side and scratched 
his head. “Why, sure I’m going to sail.” 

“When, then?” asked Lennie. 

“Well, boys,” said Clem, “I wouldn’t 
say tomorrow. No—not tomorrow. A fel- 
low can’t be in a hurry. You can’t rush 
things. You got to be patient and have 
everything just right when you're making 
an important trip like this.’ 

“If it was my boat,” Lennie persisted, 
“T wouldn’t wait. I’d get her on the river 


_ right now and sail away.” 


Clem nodded as if Lennie were exactly 
right. 

“I guess you would,” he said. “Yes, sir, 
I guess you would. Things are different 
with you. But for me... Well, things are 


different for me. I’ve got to kind of figure 
out things.” 

“What things?” Lennie asked. 

“All kinds of things. Now, boys, let’s do 
a little less talking and more work. Let’s 
see. I guess I'll look over that rudder to- 
night.” 

He’d never tell us what the things were 
he had to figure out, but he must have 
been having a lot of trouble with them, 
because weeks passed and still he didn’t 
sail. Fall slipped away, and a chill sharp- 
ened the air. That was the time to go to 
some warm place far south, and we ex- 
pected him to sail any day. But winter 
came, and he set up a coal stove in the 
shed and went on working on his boat 
night after night, even when it was so 
cold he had to come to the stove every 
few minutes to warm his fingers. 

“Mr. Johnson,” said Lennie one night. 

“Speak up, lad.” 

“TI guess you won’t be able to go for a 
while now, huh? Because of the winter, l 
mean. You’ve got to wait till spring, huh?” 

Clem looked at Lennie gratefully as if 
that was the very word he had been grop- 
ing for. 

“Spring,” he said slowly, his eyes bright- 
ening. “Spring. Sure, that’s it. Spring.” 


pus winter, long and biting, held the 
earth as tenaciously as the cold jaws of 
a steel trap. Then, one afternoon late in 
March, a warm wind blew from the south, 
bringing with it a violent rain. For days 
the ugly clouds dripped. After breakfast 
one morning Father put on his raincoat 
and as usual told Mother to be sure that 
we boys wore ours when we went to 
school; then he kissed her and left for 
work. Only a few minutes later he re- 
appeared in the doorway. It was such a 
surprise that we all ran to him, a little 
scared, thinking he had taken sick. 

“Come on, all of you,” he said. “I want 
you to see something.” 

We rushed out after him onto the porch 
and peered in various directions. We saw 
nothing but rain, until Father pointed. 

“The creek,” he explained. “It’s up to 
the top of its banks.” 

We saw it plainly across the vacant 
lots; we even heard the noise of the water. 
It was a transformed thing, and startling 
in its transformation. What had been a 
trickle was a rushing, raging stream that 
pounded its banks like a prisoner sud- 
denly gone mad and throwing himself 
against the walls of his cell. 

“William!” Mother said. “Bringing us 
out here into the cold to look at that old 
creek. We’ve seen it a million times.” 

“But, Mary,” Father protested, “it’s 
never been that high before. It—” 

We didn’t hear what else Father had to 
say because Mother had taken us by the 
arms and led us back into the house. 

It rained all that day, too. And all day 
the creek rose. By night it was spilling 
over its banks. When Father came home, 
his eyes were puckered with worry. 

“T wish we’d built on higher ground,” 
he said. 

“Why?” asked Mother. “What’s wrong 
with our house?” 

“Well, it would be safer on higher land. 
The thaw and the rain have piled up water 
upstream, and it’s rushing this way.” 

“You're getting excited about nothing,” 
said Mother. “Now forget about it.” 

But Father had trouble forgetting. All 
evening he kept looking at his paper as if 
he weren’t seeing it, and every once in a 
while he would get up and walk to the 
window and look out at the rain and shake 
his head. 

The next morning as we lay in bed we 
heard Mother in the kitchen, rattling pans 
as she got breakfast, and then we heard 
Se short, anguished cry: “William! Wil- 

iam!” 


* 


We boys jumped out of bed and raced 
into the hall, and there was Father throw- 
ing on his bathrobe, and we all ran down- 
stairs. 

Mother stood at the front door, hold- 
ing it open and looking out. We crowded 
around her and stared in amazement. The 
street was no longer an expanse of bricks, 
but a moving yellow carpet of water as 
high as the curb. As far as you looked, 
the same yellow carpet. stretched. 

“That’s what I was afraid of,’ said 
Father. “This looks bad.” 

“It will go down,” Mother said. “It’s got 
to go down.” 

“T hope you're right,” said Father. 

He went to work in his hip boots. We 
boys didn’t have to go to school because 
the water was higher than the tops of our 
rubbers. We sat in the window and 
watched people wading through the 
water. An hour or so after Father left, 
he came splashing back to the house. 

“The store is flooded,” he explained, 
“We had to shut down.” 


S° ALL of us stayed in the house that 
day and looked out at the water. Inch 
by inch it rose; almost perceptibly, as we 
watched, the level became higher. By noon 
our basement was flooded, drowning the 
fire in the furnace, so we had to wear our 
overcoats in the cold. Still it rained. That 
night, as we huddled in the living room, 
an ominous yellow trickle crept in under 
the front door and lapped at the edge of 
the rug. Mother sprang up. 

“The furniture,” she said. “Upstairs.” 

All of us sprang into action. We carried 


_almost everything up to the bedrooms. 


It was eerie, sleeping that night. In the 
darkness the water slapped against the 
sides of the house like a burglar fumbling 
for an entrance, and all the while the rain 
tinkled on the roof. Next morning the 
water was halfway up the stairway be- 
tween the two floors. Mother stood on the 
landing and looked down in dismay. 

“What will we do, William?” she asked. 

“Don’t worry,” said Father. “Everything 
will be all right. There’ll be rescue boats 
out. 

Father was right. In a few hours we saw 
two rowboats bobbing along the street, 
one stopping at Mr. Miller’s house and the 
other at the Timmonses’. 

“They’re using the boats from Wheel- 
er’s Pond,” said Father. “It’s a good thing 
they’re available.” 

The boats stopped at the upstairs win- 
dows of the houses, and one after another 
the members of the families climbed over 
the sills into them. The boats pulled away, 
and in a few minutes another came to take 
the Hendersons. From then on there was a 
steady procession of boats as they ap- 
peared and reappeared, taking away fam- 
jlies, leaving, returning for more. 

“Where can they be taking them?” 
asked Mother. 

“To Emmit’s Hill, I suppose,” said 
Father. “That’s the only place they can 
take them. It’s high, and everybody will 
be safe there.” 

Toward the middle of the afternoon a 
boat in which a stranger was rowing an 
elderly couple pulled up outside the win- 
dow. Father raised the sash and leaned 
out. 

“How many there?” asked the man in 
the boat. 

“Four,” answered Father. 

“Only room for two now,” the man 
said. “Take two now and come back for 
the others.” 

Father turned from the window. 
“Mary,” he said, “you and Lennie.” Look- 
ing at me, he added, “We'll wait.” 

: “Bring bedclothes,” said the man in the 
oat. 

Mother did not move. “The boys, Wil- 
liam,” she said to Father. 


“You and Lennie,” Father repeated. 
Striding to the bed, he seized some 
blankets and thrust them out to the man 
in the boat. Then he lifted Lennie out the 
window and turned to Mother. “You're 
next,” he said. 

He kissed her, then helped her climb 
over the sill. 

As the man in the boat took up his oars, 
Father asked: “Is it safe? The boat, I 
mean.” 

“Safer here than in that house,” said the 
man, and began to row. 

As they moved away Mother and Len- 
nie waved to us, and we waved back, lean- 
ing out of the window, watching, until the 
boat turned off the street and vanished. 
Then we closed the window and sat down. 
Suddenly I thought of something. 

“Father,” I said. “This is Mr. Johnson’s 
chance.” 

“What do you mean, his chance?” asked 
Father. 

“Why, to float his boat.” 

Father thought for a while before he 
answered. “So it is. Never thought of it.” 
Then he shook his head. “Yes, it’s his 
chance in a way, but in another way it 
isn’t. He needs more than a flood to get 
away, son. Clem is anchored. He’s an- 
chored as tight as any man ever was 
anchored.” 

“No, he’s not, Father,” I told him. “I’ve 
seen his anchor, and it’s not down at all. 
Even if it was, Father, he could pull it up, 
couldn’t he?” 

“No,” said Father. “No, he couldn’t.” 

“Why?” 

“His sister,” said Father. 

Everything was confusing. “How could 
his sister anchor it, Father?” I asked. 
“She’s sick, and she couldn’t anchor it. 
And even if she could—” 

Father didn’t seem interested. “It’s too 
long to explain, son,” he said. “Think 
about your mother and Lennie.” 

“Yes, Father.” 


T WASN’T long before the rescue boat 

returned. Father grabbed some more 
bedclothes, and we crawled through the 
window. As the man took up the oars he 
said: “Ought to pick up two more on this 
trip. Any ideas?” 

I spoke before I knew I was doing it. 
“Mr. Johnson and his sister,” I said. 

“Where do they live?” 

“Down there,” I pointed. 

“Good,” the man said, pulling at the 
oars. “It’s on our way.” 

There was a queer feeling in riding 
through a street of houses where the 
water was up to the second floor. None 
of the people standing at windows looked 
seared; most of them waved to us in 
greeting. 

I saw Clem as soon as we came in sight 
of his house. He was looking out at the 
water as if it were something interesting 
to study. And almost as soon as I saw hi 
I saw the shed where he kept his boat. 
The boards of the roof were loose and 
upthrust, and I thought I could see the 


deck of his boat bobbing along the top of |- 


the side wall. 

Our boat drew up to Clem’s window. 

“Two people here?” asked our rescuer. 

Clem nodded. “It won’t be so easy with 
my sister. She’s an invalid. Doesn’t walk 
much.” 

Our rescuer arose determinedly. “We'll 
get her out somehow,” he said. He tied 
the boat to the shutter hinge, and we could 
look straight into the room. It contained 
only a faded carpet and a brass bed and 
a chest of drawers and a chair and a pic- 
ture of a schooner on the wall. 

“Wait a minute,” said Clem, raising his 
hand as the man moved to climb into the 
window. “I want to break the news gently. 
She doesn’t know about the flood. I kept 
her blinds down and didn’t tell her be- 
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cause she would worry until she was 
rescued.” 

He turned from the window, but even 
as he moved to go he stopped suddenly 
and the muscles in the back of his neck 
tightened. A woman in a flannel night- 
gown appeared in the doorway, staring at 
us out of cold gray eyes. She was a tall, 
thin woman, younger than Clem, with 
deep, fixed lines about her eyes and 
mouth. 

“What is this?” she cried. She actually 
ran to the window and gave one quick 
look outside. 

“A flood!” she screamed. “Get me out 
of here! Get me out at once! Do you hear?” 

Her cold eyes glared accusingly at Clem. 
“You never told me. You’d let me lie here 
and drown. I might have known you were 
lying when you said you were home be- 
cause the factory ran out of orders.” 

Clem did not answer. He stood like a 
stunned man, never taking his eyes from 
her. Somehow in that instant the truth 
must have dawned on him that she never 
had been really sick at all. 

“Better put on some clothes, lady,” the 
man said. “Be quick.” 

Gasping with fright, she wheeled and 
stulked out of the room. Clem’s glance 
followed her, and even after she 
had gone he kept staring at the 
door through which she had dis- 
appeared. 

“Better get your things, too,” 
the man said to Clem, but Clem 
didn’t seem to hear him. In a 
minute his sister was back, 
throwing clothes around her. 
Without waiting for assistance, 
she stepped through the win- 
dow into the boat. 

“All right,” the man said to 
Clem. ; 

“lP’m not going,” Clem said. 

“Don’t be crazy,” the man said. 
“Come on.” 

‘Tet’s get out of here,” Clem’s 
sister cried. “Get me to a safer 
place.” 

“Get in,” the man said to Clem. 
“We can’t waste time arguing.” 

Clem’s voice was quiet and 
firm. “I’m not going.” 

“If the fool wants to stay, let 
him,” his sister muttered. “He’ll 
change his mind later.” 

“This is your last chance,” the man in 
the boat warned Clem. 

Clem shook his head. He didn’t take his 
eyes from his sister. He looked at her 
with that puzzled pain of a pet dog whose 
supper you've taken away. 

The man unhitched the boat and took 
up the oars. “Well, it’s your own funeral.” 

“Yes,” said Clem. “It’s my own funeral.” 

Our boat moved away. Where the other 
houses cut him from view he was still 
standing at the window, motionless, with 
oe same expression on his small round 
ace. 

The voice of Clem’s sister cut through 
the rain. “Give me another blanket,” she 
shouted. “Do you want me to catch pneu- 
monia?” 

The man rested on his oars and looked 
at her. For a minute he seemed to be going 
to say, “Yes.” Without a word, he tossed 
her a blanket. 

Our boat passed the last of the house- 
tops, and we saw Emmitt’s Hill before us, 
jutting out of the water like an island in 
a yellow sea. Above the water’s edge hun- 
dreds of people were gathered in groups. 
Our boat scraped land, and everyone 
came rushing up to us. Mother kissed 
Father and me. 

“Thank God,” she said. 

We gathered some branches and laid 
them against a tree and stretched blankets 
over them, then huddled under the shelter. 
All the while rescue boats were arriving, 
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bringing more and more people. As each 
party arrived we all rushed forward to 
meet them. I kept looking for Clem, but 
the hours passed, and there was no sign 
of him. 

“Where’s Mr. Johnson?” Lennie asked. 

“He’ll be coming,” said Father. 

Dusk came and thickened. The boats 
no longer set out again after they arrived, 
but were tied to stakes. Mr. Edgar, who 
was giving orders, talked to the men who 
had been rowing them. 

“Everybody out?” he asked. 

“All but one,” a voice replied. “Clem 
Johnson.” 

“Clem’s crazy,” another said. “He just 
stands there at the window and waves us 
away.’ 

“He asked me if there was anything he 
could do, and when I said no, he waved me 
away,” reported a third. 


“Fe’s crazy,’ someone else said. “Let’s 


go back and drag him out. He'll drown 
if we don’t.” 

Mr. Edgar shook his head. “No, boys. 
We can’t risk your lives. Clem made his 
choice.” 

Lennie, at my side, began to cry. A sick 
feeling came inside me. I took his arm, 
and we walked away from the others. 


LESSON 
By Violet Alleyn Storey 


“WHATEVER thy creed and whosoever thou art, 
Enter in reverence this opened door 

That might be shut to you, though ’tis preferred 
You should come in and share this hallowed place.” 
Thus, in a Buddhist temple in Japan, 

A notice read in English and Japanese. 
Shamefaced, I tucked the message in my mind. 
Out in the world, I must remember it, 

I who had thoughtlessly, not long before, 
Heard the avowal of another’s faith 

And mocked because it differed from my own. 


As darkness settled, big bonfires were 
built, and we huddled around them, listen- 
ing to the hiss of the raindrops and trying 
to dry our soaked clothing. At last we 
were exhausted and fell into miserable 
sleep. The last picture in my mind was 
that of Clem standing there at the win- 
dow with that unforgettable expression 
in his eyes. 

Shouts awakened us. We rubbed our 
eyes with numbed fingers and stared up 
into the morning. The rain had ceased, 
and the sun was shining in a sky that was 
a hopeful blue. The shouts became louder, 
more excited, and we saw a crowd at the 
water’s edge, staring down toward the 
town. 

The sight was so unexpected, so un- 
real, that at first it seemed a trickery of 
vision. But there it was, distinctly, indis- 
putedly—a long white boat, its sails 
pushed by a crisp breeze, winding through 
the maze of housetops in the town. 

Everyone was talking at once. 

“It’s Clem’s boat!” ° 

“It is! Yes, it is!” 

Lennie grabbed my arm. “The masts are 
up!” he cried. “The masts and the sails!” 

The boat, following the course of swal- 
lowed Little Creek, swung toward the 
hill; and as it came nearer we could dis- 
tinguish the short figure of a man at the 
rudder. It was Clem. He stood bareheaded, 
his shirt open at the neck, his gray head 
hatless. 


At the water’s edge Clem’s sister raised 
her voice in a sharp angry cry. “Clem! 
Clem!” 

It was the same sharp cry that had al- 
ways brought Clem running to her. It 
was so piercing that it must have carried 
even to Clem. For a moment the sails hung 
limp and the boat almost stood still. Len- 
nie, at my side, quivered and stared out 
of frightened eyes. 

The boat tossed as if in indecision. 
Clem’s sister turned to the crowd, re- 
sentment and appeal in her cold eyes, as 
if she expected others to take up her cry. 
But they merely looked at her, looked 
at her fixedly and silently, as if she were 
a stranger. \ 

Suddenly Clem raised a hand and 
waved, and in the gesture there was a 
finality. Abruptly the boat veered, and the 
wind struck her sails, and her prow leaped 
forward along the course of the creek. 

“He’s going!” Lennie cried joyously, 
squeezing my arm till it hurt. “He’s go- 
ing!” And something within me sang. 

The boat sailed on toward the Missis- 
sippi, cutting the water with the sureness 
of an unshakable purpose, its sails full 
like the chest of a strong man running a 
race. Straight toward the Mississippi it 
went, and with the passing of 
minutes its sails became smaller 
and smaller and smaller till they 
vanished in the mysterious fire 
of the sun. 

In the days that followed the 
water retreated slowly, unwil- 
lingly, and all of us on the hill 
followed its yellow edge down, 
foot by foot, into the town. 
Everything was coated with the 
muddy residue of the flood, but 
discouragement gave way to the 
general activity. Houses were 
swept out, furniture was brought 
down from upstairs refuges and 
restored to accustomed places, 
and the streets were cleared of 
debris. Soon the town regained 
its old, familiar face. With the 
coming of warm days dust blew 
where once water had swirled, 
and sometimes it seemed that the 
flood had been only a dream, and 
Clem and his boat a part of it. 
But in the yard in back of his 
house still lay the tumbled 
planks of the shed and the platform that 
had supported the keel. 

No one in town ever saw him again; no 
word of him ever found its way back. 
Some said he must have drowned; that 
an adventure so mad could have no other 
ending. 

But we boys knew better. We knew 
that the others did not understand Clem 
and his boat and his adventure: In our 
knowledge silence and distance were no 
mysteries. We saw him across the in- 
tervening breadths of land and sea as 
clearly as we had that day when the prow 
of his boat turned resolutely to the Mis- 
sissippi. 

We saw him sailing calmly across bright 
seas, his sturdy, small figure stretched 
out lazily on the warm deck and his 
eager eyes staring up at the intimate 
scroll of blue skies, and we saw him fight- 
ing frothy waves, courage in his face and 
his strong arms steady on the rudder and 
spray dripping from his gray hair and 
cheeks, and we saw him sailing into exotic 
cities, and we saw him anchored for a 
while in some port that gleamed in a trop- 
ical sun, his ship tossing like a conductor’s 
baton in the symphony of sea rhythms and 
the fascinating sounds of bazaars. And 
wherever he was that we saw him, the 
place was wonderful and his round face 
smiled contentment and triumph, for to 
us that was the way of his glorious, long- 
delayed voyage. 
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and -Smartly served). <2). ston eenca- n0s-- 25¢ 
Etiquette of Serving Breakfast, Luncheon 
ginal! Dare eeeteee ee os tne ee. 2S nae tse 15¢ 


Training Your Maid to Be a Waitress.... 3¢ 
Hors d’Oeuvres and Cocktails—Fish, 


Fruit and Vegetable...................:1-+ 15¢ 
Entertaining Made Easy.....................-.++++. 15¢ 
Birthday Parties for Children From 

PU EAE Pep SEE serene owes ccee wesc 10¢ 
Children’s Parties and Games.................. 10¢ 
Four Novel Bridge Parties..................++- 10¢ 
Money Making Entertainment for 

Churches, Schools, Clubs............... .... .10¢ 

TO ORDER: 


Reducing? 


House Planning? 


Decorating? 


Budgeting? 


Three-Meals-a-Day? 


Where there’s a special homemaking problem there’s usually a 


special Good Housekeeping bulletin all ready to help you solve it. 
“Help for harassed homemakers” is the slogan of our Bulletin 
Service Department. It means what it says! Seriously, there are few 
places where you will find more complete, useful information on 
any of the wide range of subjects discussed in our bulletins. All 
of the information offered is as carefully developed, and then 
checked for its authoritativeness, as any of the articles which appear 
in our magazine pages. Directions are clear and easy to follow. 
Cookery bulletins all have many tested recipes and menus. The list 
below is only a partial one. Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service 
Department will send the complete list on request. 


New School Parties, Banquets, Dances, 


3G = PCAS SS. os pacesck ae ccocts ee 10¢ 
BUDGETING 
Managing the Family Income.................. 10¢ 


This will help you to plan a really 
workable spending and saving pro- 
gram. 


Reducing with Pleasure—Using Our Ap- 
petizing Menus 2 orsc...5.-0 esc 15¢ 
A way to lose pounds safely and sanely 
while continuing to eat like a human 
being. 


LAUNDERING, CARING FOR CLOTHES 


Doing Your Washing at Home..............« 15¢ 
Long Live Your Stockiogs......:.s.saueerss 3¢ 
Defeating the )Moth...........0..ssce-snesenscrectess 10¢ 


WHEN YOU GO SHOPPING 


Household Products Tested and 
Approved—A Buying Guide............ FREE 


ARCHITECTURE 


Are you planning to build a new house in 
the Spring? or remodel your old one? Start 
your planning now. 

How Your House is Put Together........ 15¢ 
Practical Planning Points.............:cceseee 15¢ 


BULLETINS BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 


How, Why, and When to Reroof...... ..... 15¢ 
Remodeling and How It Is Done............ 15¢ 
Let’s Talk About Your House (A Study 
Program for Women’s Clubs)............ 25¢ 
Plans for 11 Houses Built For Less 
MGA SOU ae eetl ok. cc Hotta ee ee A 15¢ 
DECORATION 


Or have decorating problems got you wor- 
ried? Don’t let them bother you. Just send 
for the following: 

Styles, Directions for Curtains................ 15¢ 
Slipcovers, How to Make Them.............. L5¢ 
Bedspreads, Dressing Tables.................... 
Comfortable, Charming Living Rooms....15¢ 
Informal Rooms for Country House........ 15¢ 


FASHIONS 


Do you want to know how to dress becom- 
ingly to bring out your best points? 
Lines and the Figure: figures can lie, 
and these lines prove-it...........s..:..... 15¢ 
Dressima) Trne £0) Mypeie. 2. -.gccs---0----0: 15¢ 
How would you like to learn to sew like 
a professional? You can do it. 
Sewing Lessons 1 to 10: everything 
you need to know to turn out a 
really professional looking job........ $1.45 
Is there a wedding in the offing? 
Bride’s Portfolio; Wedding Etiquette....15¢ 
Modern Bride Budgets Her Wedding....15¢ 
Formal and Informal Weddings (what 
is correct for meN tO WeAL).........000-0 3¢ 


Send stamps, check or money order (not cash) to Good House- 


keeping Bulletin Service, 57th Street & 8th Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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YOUR CLOTHES 


BY GRACE P. SMITH 










If you are a_ pocket stuffer, 
Rest assured your coat will suffer. 


- 


If you let it sweep the floor, 
You won’t make the cleaner sore. 





If you treat your clothes so bad, 
When you die they'll all be glad. 





If you cram your pocketbook, 
You can’t have that bandbox look! 


If this is your closet frame, 
JT am sure you look the-same. 


Verses by KAY RILEY 
Next Month: THE STRIFE OF THE PARTY 


— 
THE CUNEO PRESS, INC., U.S. A. 


WHAT A DAY... what an hour... 
when the new car comes home! 
The children whoop . . . the dogs 
wag ... the cat purrs . . . and 
Papa gets a big 8-cylinder kiss! 

Well, these two beautiful new 
Fords are surely worth a family 
demonstration! 

Each car is distinct . . . indi- 
vidual in style. Yet each has some 
of the streamlined grace of the 
Lincoln-Zephyr. The glowing new 
colors . . . the wide, roomy wel- 
come of the interiors. . . the 
smart pattern of the instrument 


Whats the big excitement 2 
TWO NEW FORD V:8 CARS for 1939 ! 


panels, make both cars sparkling- 
new. Engineers have contributed, 
too, with more restful seat construc- 
tion, flexible springs, complete 
soundproofing. And when you drive 
a Ford V-8, what satin-smoothness 
from those eight cylinders! What 
guardian safety, too, in the all-steel 
body and new hydraulic brakes. 
Both 1939 cars are newly priced 
and “Ford-built means top value” 
...as well as top vogue! 


FORD MOTOR COMPANY 
Makers of Ford, Mercury, Lincoln- 
Zephyr and Lincoln motor cars 


DE LUXE 


FORD V-8 TUDOR SEDAN 











FORD V-8 FORDOR SEDAN 






FORD FEATURES FOR 1939 





ADVANCED STREAMLINING 





NEWLY STYLED INTERIORS 





V-TYPE 8-CYLINDER ENGINES* 





HYDRAULIC BRAKES 





SCIENTIFIC SOUNDPROOFING 





TRIPLE-CUSHIONED COMFORT 





ALL-STEEL BODIES 





LOWER PRICES 


*60 or 85 hp. in Ford, 85 hp. in 
De Luxe Ford 






FORD-BUILT MEANS TOP VALUE 
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—Kiso aly Swosth Cheoe— 


and you'll discover why doctors advise 



























her gentle soap for your skin, too an Oe 


Put your lips against the living satin of that 
baby-skin. And heed the message of its silky- 
smoothness. It says, first: 


“A soft smooth skin is Loveliness—it stirs the 
heart”. . . And then this thought: “The soap 
for such sensitive skin must be pure. Only a 
pure soap can be kind enough!” 

Yes—her soap is gentle, it is pure. It’s Ivory 
Soap, advised by her doctor. 

Isn’t this important for your skin, too? Ivory 
cannot promise you a new complexion overnight 
—or magic ingredients. But it stands on this 
simple fact: This pure soap is advised by more 
doctors than any other soap.* 

Your complexion, we believe, will never find 
a truer friend than pure Ivory Soap—just try 
it and see. 

*Recently a leading medical journal wrote 20,000 doctors 
asking them which soaps they advised. For both babies’ 


and grown-up skins more doctors replied “Ivory” than 
any other soap. 


he fab Leahy Pieclinanl bor your 
eae Soap —99 Yoo % pret 


Fast Work 





THE SKI CLUB “+ + 


I WHY, JOAN, £ THAT'S ; Ss JOAN, I HEARD YOu IN TWO WEEKS —}/ YOU TAUGHT ME 
YOUR HANDS ARE | CAUSE IDO MY. ‘ Ky = AND TOM/ GIVE UP YOUR HANDS AND “* HOW 70 SkI--BUT- 
AS RED AS YOUR OWN DISHES, SKI AS QUICKLY DISHWASHING/ | |S THOSE STRONG OAN CHANGED YOUR SKIING ARE I OWE MY NICE 

l MITTENS / . ml |AS YOU LEARNED ITS RUINED . SOAPS FOR TO LVORY= TWICE AS mat 

os - f TO COOK AND MY HANDS. g WASHING DISHES, SMOOTH / J 
WASH a USE PURE AND FOUND . A 


DISHES. f “™’( INORY~ WHITE IT COST ONLY 
* e a |S AS SNOW. ABOUT 19 A 
DAY FOR 


ALL HER 
DISHWASHING, 
PURE IVORY 
WAS SO KIND 
TO HER HANDS 
THAT 2 WEEKS 
LATERoee 

















FEBRUARY 





® 





“1 ease alia 


ita wii sine. ae 








Swinging across the page, ready to swing on your 
Moderns... Textures. 
_.. But the whole magazine isn’t wide enough to 
show you all of Cannon’s new colors and patterns! 


towel bars, are Florals... 





If your bedrooms are feminine, ‘give the bath a 
Victorian flower-touch with this Cannon set of 
bath towel, face towel, wash cloth, bath mat. Other 
matched sets to suit any style or. color scheme. 


ls SOMWLE of ‘hes 


Wuen this little water-flower steps 
from the tub, she’ll walk straight 
into the big warm welcome of a 
Cannon towel . a towel almost 
as pretty as she is! 

There’s never deen a collection of 
Cannon towels so varied and smart 


as this season’s series in Decorators’ 


EXTRA-GOOD NEWS! Cannon is mak- 
ing Pure Silk Hosiery for you, Full- 
fashioned, ringless, triply-inspected and 
sezled in the Cannon Cellophane Handy 
Pack. Each stocking permanently marked 
with thread-count and suggested use. 
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Colors. Not one ‘but a dozen ideas 
for brightening your bath will dance 
into mind the moment you see them. 

And it’s perfectly safe to buy Can- 
non’ towels “‘on looks.” You know 
the name. And you know the value. 
Cannon makes so many towels 


(they’re the largest manufacturer of 


ae 





household textiles in the world) that 


they can give newer ones and better 


ones all the way from 2§c to $2. 


@ And we're constantly seeking new ideas. 
Have you any suggestions for Cannon towels? 
Drop us a note, giving us your suggestions, 
and we'll send you a handsome enlargement, 
suitable for framing, of the bathing baby on 
this page. .. . Address Cannon Mills, Inc., 
Dept. G.H. 2, 70 Worth St., New York City. 





FROM CANNON MILLS: MAKERS OF CANNON TOWELS, SHEETS AND PURE SILK HOSIERY 


Protect your smile. Let Ipana 
and massage help keep your 
gums firm and teeth sparkling! 


Lf ERE'S a girl,” you say, “that the 
gods have blessed—a girl with the 
world and its men at her feet.” And every- 
thing you say and feel is true—wntil the 
lady smiles. But when that smile comes, 
revealing dull teeth and dingy gums, 
how swiftly you turn away from this 
phantom--this ghost of beauty. 
Don’t let carelessness or neglect put 


“PINK” ON MY 
TOOTH BRUSH! SO 
] THATS WHAT IS 
CLOUDING 
MY SMILE 






MY DENTIST WAS RIGHT! 
MY SMILE IS BRIGHTER 
—THANKS TO IPANA 
AND MASSAGE 


GET THE NEW 22D 


The brush with the TWISTED HANDLE (see above). Designed with the aid of 1000 dentists to clean teeth clean and make gum massage easy. 


your smile in jeopardy. Play safe. When 
you see “pink tooth brush” do the sensi- 
ble thing—see your dentist immediately. 


NEVER IGNORE “PINK TOOTH BRUSH” 


You may not be in for trouble—but let 
your dentist decide. The chances are, 
he'll tell you that tinge of “pink” simply 
means lazy gums—gums denied exercise 
by today’s soft, creamy foods. Probably 
he'll suggest that your gums need more 
work, and very often he’ll add, “the health- 
ful stimulation of Ipana and massage.” 


JOAN, WHERE HAVE 
YOU BEEN HIDING 
THAT LOVELY SMILE? & 
| WANT EVERY 
DANCE TONIGHT 





TOOTH BRUSH 





For Ipana, with massage, is designed to 
aid the gums as well as to clean teeth. 
Each time you brush your teeth, massage 
a little Ipana into your gums. Circulation 
is aroused in the gum tissues. Gums tend 
to become firmer, healthier—teeth bright- 
er and more sparkling. 

Get a tube of economical Ipana at 
your druggist’s today. Give your gums 
and teeth the famous benefits of Ipana 
and massage. Help keep your smile spar- 
kling and glamorous—the winning smile 
it was meant to be! 


lpana 


TOOTH PASTE 
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“T am rich,” the old lady said, “but I am lonesome.” Out of the blue,and 
strange to behold, she walked in and asked them to a party. A-party on her 
private ship. To be kind to her, they accepted. They got aboard. Then doors 
were locked —and the ship began to move. Exciting? Dramatic? Intriguing? 
“Appointment With Tomorrow” has all these elements in full measure. It 
is the breath-taking, hair-raising, brand-new novel by Ursula Parrott that 


gets its whirlwind start in your next month’s issue of Good Housekeeping 









R size TUBE 25¢ 


more THAN 1/4 POUND oF T0°T 


GULA 
pousLe SIZE TUBE AQ? ** 


IRACLE? Magic? Strong 
words, these, but research 
men say Luster-Foam deserves 
them. Even more important, 
thousands of everyday women 
and men agree. We hope that 


you will also, when you try 


the new formula, Listerine 
Tooth Paste, supercharged 
with Luster-Foam detergent. 
The new, different way Luster- 
Foam detergent cleanses the 
teeth is due to its amazing pen- 
etrating power... its startling 
ability to go to work on re- 
mote and hard-to-reach danger 
areas where some authorities 
say more than 75% of decay 
starts. You know them—areas 
between the teeth, back of the 
teeth, and on bite surfaces, — 
with their tiny pits, cracks, and 
fissures which retain food, acid 
ferments and bacteria. 


To these danger zones, and 
other areas, comes the fragrant, 


IS IT A MIRACLE ? 





Amazing Luster-Foam 


“Bubble Bath”’ gives Super- 
cleansing in delightful new way. 


foaming bath of Luster-Foam. 
There it does these three things 
gently and safely: 


1. Quickly sweeps away food 
deposits and new surface 
stains, 2. Attacks film which 
dulls the natural luster of the 
teeth, 3. Aids in preventing 
dangerous acid ferments 
which hasten decay. 


While such complete cleansing 
takes place, you are conscious 
of a feeling of delightful fresh- 
ness in the entire mouth—and 
that freshness lasts! 

If you want luster that dazzles, 
start using the. new formula, 
Listerine Tooth Paste with 
Luster-Foam. In two economi- 
cal sizes: Regular 25¢, and 
Double Size, 40¢, actually con- 
taining more than % Ib. of 
this new, mouth stimulating 
dentifrice. 


Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo. 
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OT so very long ago people 
were saying. that modern 
methods of transportation 
and means of communica- 
tion were making the world 
just. one | big neighborhood; 
hence, in no time at all, the Brother- 
hood of Man would begin operating. 
Now weee in the elimination of dis- 
tance and time sufficient reason for 
locking the door and increasing the 
police force. Suddenly we realize that 
there is no real friendliness in the 
hearts of men—not men organized as 
nations with something to get or to 
defend. The distance between capitals 
is measured by the time it takes fast 
bombing planes to cover it; points 
where death from the skies will do 
most good are known and ready to 
be marked on the pilots’ maps. Civili- 
zation is on the march—forward with 
the most devilish mechanisms for 
mass killing that men can devise, but 
backward to that period we read 
about in a history book when we 
were a boy in a country school—the 
period when nations followed “the 
simple plan that he should take who 
has the power, and he should keep 
who can.” 





What does all t to us? 
This, at the very lea we must 
be prepared to de ourselves 


against any who, envious of our land 
or hating our liberty, may dare to 
come against us. There must be no 
mistake about that, anywhere, at any 
time; every American is entitled to 
demand that much of his government. 
Conversely, the government is en- 
titled to expect from every citizen 
support for such a program. It should 
be given ungrudgingly, thankfully, 
even, in the knowledge that nowhere 


‘else under heaven are men so free, 


so secure in the things that make life 
something that may be enjoyed 
grandly, lived gloriously. 

But there is another side to this de- 


fense picture. The possibilities of our 


being attacked must not be exag- 
gerated to the point of absurdity. That 
will lead to a defense program that 
may result in our swaggering down 
the world telling other nations where 
to get off—“or else.” Everything for 
defense, nothing for aggression should 
be our program, and to make sure 
that it is carried out we should do two 
things: reiterate our stand against 
“entangling alliances,” as advised by 


Illustration by John Atherton 


Washington, and tell the rest of the 
world we'll never go out to fight un- 
less we are outraged beyond the point 
of enduratice. 

Now you discover what we have 
been leading up to: the Peace Amend- 
ment. This Amendment does exactly 
what is outlined above. It leaves to 
the President and Congress full au- 


thority to defend the country; ittakes.g> 


from the President and Congress the 
power to send armies abroad without 
the approval of the people granted in 


a special referendum. On that basis 


we can go ahead with our defense 


program, confident that that is just * 


what it is and no more. On that basis 
we can allay any suspicion that we 


are contemplating the use of force to _ 


get our way in the world.. On that 
basis we can rest assured that the 


maelstrom into which so much of the — : 


world seems to be drifting will never 
get us unless we the people—shut- _ 
ting our eyes to the fact of the utter 
futility of war—deliberately fling 
ourselves in. face 

We hope that you will let your : 
Senators and Congressmen know it 
if you approve of the Peace Amend- 
ment. A telegram is best. 


WILLIAM FREDERICK BIGELOW, EDITOR 





Touch Chevrolet's 


Perfected Vacuum Gear-Shift, and a hidden 
mechanical servant called a “vacuum booster” 
does 80% of the work of shifting gears... 
another great motoring advantage exclusive 


to ‘@ 1 evro et Ta its |e) rice ra al .e | oy I We CRY Rat aa eRe 


ONLY CHEVROLET GIVES SO MUCH FOR SO LITTLE! 


NEW LONGER RIDING-BASE © CHEVROLET'S 
FAMOUS VALVE-IN-HEAD SIX ¢ PERFECTED 
HYDRAULIC BRAKES ¢ NEW AERO-STREAM 
STYLING, NEW BODIES BY FISHER @© NEW 
“OBSERVATION CAR” VISIBILITY ¢ * PERFECTED 
KNEE-ACTION RIDING SYSTEM (with Improved 
Shockproof Steering) © TIPTOE-MATIC CLUTCH 


* Available on Master De Luxe models only. 


CHEVROLET MOTOR DIVISION, General Mofors a a “2 Bel ena eee 
Sales Corporation, DETROIT, MICHIGAN. AS Paar SR 
A General Motors Valve. ee 
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Seeds, Shrubs & Gardening 
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O pass the Love Test, 

skin must be smooth 
and soft. The eyes of love 
look close—and linger— 
would note the tiniest 
flaw. Clever girls use Lux 
Toilet Soap! 


This gentle white soap 
has ACTIVE lather that 
removes stale cosmetics, 
dust and dirt thoroughly. 
It’s so foolish to risk the 
choked pores that may 
cause Cosmetic Skin, dull- 
ness, tiny blemishes, en- 
larged pores! Lux Toilet 
Soap leaves skin soft— 
smooth—appealing. 


| USE COSMETICS 

BUT | REMOVE 
THEM THOROUGHLY 
WITH Lux ToILeT 
SOAP’S ACTIVE 
LATHER 



















e 


RKO-RADIO STAR 


ue follows BARBARA STANWYCK'S advice— 
has skin that passes the LOVE TEST 


, { | DONT WANT COSMETIC  _¢ 

SKIN TO SPOIL MY LOOKS f 
SO | TAKE THE SCREEN | 
STARS’ ADVICE. Lux TouLeT | 
SOAP LEAVES SKIN SOFT 
AND SMOOTH oe 


















9 out of IO Screen * Stars use Lux Toilet Soap 
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OME days are some days. Like 
the one recently when Adela 
Rogers St. Johns came in to oc- 
cupy her favorite chair in our 
office while she waited word 
from Long Island which would 
tell her she had become a grand- 
mother. Adela was quite upset, and 
so were we, but for different reasons. 
Adela does not look like a grand- 
mother. Adela does not act like one. 
She is as unpredictable as a whirl- 
wind. And almost as devastating. 

Simultaneously Adela was putting 
calls through on half our telephones 
and “expecting” calls on the others. 
We had work to do, but that didn’t 
seem to matter. We wanted to reach 
Pearl Buck, for example, before she 
left for Sweden to collect her Nobel 
prize. Of course we missed her. We 
wanted to reach Louis Bromfield, who 
is doing a piece for our next issue, and 
we missed him. By the time Adela left 
us, completely established as a grand- 
mother, Louis had left town. 

Later the same day we decided 
we had to have conferences with 
Marjorie Hillis and Margaret Lee 


(€ 


me 


Runbeck. But Plarjorie hag¥gone to 
Kansas, and Margaret bad left for 
Boston. We hada mildesire to talk 
with Sylvia Thompson, but we know 
she lives in London. 

Presently, to regain peace of mind, 
we marched upstairs to our Institute, 
where invariably one may find scien- 
tific order and magnificent calm. 
First, we looked through the window 
of a refrigerated room and saw a man 
lying in bed. Seeing a man in bed is 
not in itself extraordinary; seeing a 
bed in a refrigerated room 1s. What's 
more, the single blanket covering the 
man was hooked to electric wires. 

It looked like the beginning (or 
end) of a movie thriller, but wasn’t. 
It seems that one of the large manu- 
facturers has invented a bed cover- 
ing in which there is a heating ele- 
ment supplied with electricity. This 
covering—really an attractive blanket 
is intended to take the place of 
other bedclothes and maintain the 
sleeper’s body in whatever tempera- 
ture is desired, regardless of the tem- 
perature of the room itself. 

Good Housekeeping Institute had 


been asked to test the blanket. And 
when the Institute tests, it tests. It 
wasn’t satisfied merely to determine 
mechanical perfection; it insisted 
on “clinical” evidence: the results 
achieved on people. Thus the sight 
which greeted us. The overhanging 
wires were attached by the Insti- 
tute to thermometers surrounding the 


‘man’s body; and, on the other end, to 


an electric temperature recorder. 

Then a great pride in the Institute 
surged over us. We felt better. We 
sent for photographers to take the 
pictures you see on this page. And 
even then we suspected what we now 
know for fact, that in telling this story 
on this page there wouldn’t be space 
left to talk about the special features 
prepared for the March number by, 
among others, Ursula Parrott, Juliet 
Wilbor Tompkins, Mildred Cram, Roy 
Helton, Brooke Hanlon, Louis Brom- 
field, Miriam Rugel, Selma Robinson, 
Rita Weiman, Stacy Aumonier, and 
Elisabeth S Holding. 







THE STAFF 





Broiled Oysters a la Kraft. Drain and 
roll large oysters in fine bread crumbs. Dip in 
melted butter and roll in crumbs again. Broil 
oysters on both sides under low heat, until 
done and lightly browned. Place 2 oysters on 
each serving of toast and pour over them 
Kraft cheese sauce made this easy way: In a 
double boiler slowly melt % lb. of Kraft 
American. (Note how beautifully Kraft cheese 
melts!) Add % cup of milk, stirring until 
sauce is smooth. Add a dash of Worcester- 
shire sauce. Sprinkle each serving with pap- 
rika, garnish with parsley. 


“Snappier as they grow 


older? That’s wonderful !” 
says Mrs. Smart 


A pert thing, that little Mrs. Smart. When I 
took her through the curing rooms and ex- 
plained how cheeses get snappier as they age, 
she cut right in, “Wonderful! Wouldn’t it be 
grand if people could, too?” 

And when I went on to tell her how by the 
Kraft Method of Master Blending, we combine 
this sharp, aged cheese with milder cheese, to 
get the uniform flavor we’re famous for, she 
said, “I can tell you something about a resz/t of 
Master Blending. I won a husband with a Kraft 
Cheese Rabbit. It was so rich and smooth .. . 
without a lump or string. He ate it . . . positively 
glowed ...and right then asked me to marry 
him.” 

Looks like she gave us an idea there. Maybe 
we should advertise the far-reaching effects of 
Kraft Master Blending! 


.... Report from Kraft Guide, C. V. 


Kraft-Phenix Cheese Corporation 


Stuffed Baked Potatoes, In the top of a 
double boiler slowly melt 1 package of zestful 
“‘Creamed Old English’’ Cheese. Add % cup of 
chicken broth, stirring until sauce is smooth. 
Add 1% cups diced, cooked chicken, mix, and 
reheat. Cut a slice from tops of five baked Idaho 
potatoes. Scoop out centers, mash, and add a 
beaten egg, some hot milk, salt, pepper and 
melted butter. Fill the potato shells with the hot 
chicken, then pipe a border of the hot seasoned 
potatoes around the edge of each, using a pastry 
tube. Place them on a platter and garnish it with 
hot buttered sliced carrots. 
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Tune in the Kraft Music Hall. Bing 
Crosby, Bob Burns, famous guest ° 
stars! Thursday nights, NBC stations. 
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wool Steaks ae 1, 


LOOK FOR THE WORDS 2331/7 RIGHT ON THE MEAT 



















America’s most popular bacon is Swift's 
Premium, famous for its “sweet smoke 
taste.” No other bacon has this mild yet al 
zestful flavor, for no other getsthe Premium § 
cure or is smoked the Swift way, in ovens. f 
To “fluff” eggs: Separate, and beat salted 





Of the utmost dietary im- 
portance, for both chil- 
dren and adults, is an 
adequate supply of pro- 










tein. Meat is one of the whites until stiff. Pile whites on well but- AWS 
finest sources of protein tered pieces of toast, drop an egg yolk in | PREPMILIM 
—of very high nutriq center of each pile of whites and bake for 15 “ 
minutes in a moderate (350° F.) oven. 





tional value. In addition, 
meat is rich in iron, es- 
sential to the building of 
hemoglobin in the blood. 












. ... Statement authorized by 
the American Medical Asso- 
ciation’s Council on Foods 
Well worth fooking for is 
the brand Swift's Premium 
on beef. Whether you’re buy- 
ing a thrifty pot roast or a 
magnificent steak like this, the 
words Swift's Premium assure 
you extra fine beef. Top-qual- 
ity lamb and veal, too, ate 
now identified this way. 




















You've never tasted such veal! Swift’s 
Premium Veal, Saniseal-Wrapt an exclusive 


MARTHA LOGAN, eas way that seals in freshness and flavor, will 
Home Economist - ay give you an entirely new idea of how good 
~~ , 











for Swift & Com- veal can be. Try this: Have your dealer re- 
pany, Purveyors of move bone from a leg roast of Swift’s 
Fine Foods, created Premium Veal. Fill hollow with poultry 
these recipes in her dressing and insert 3 sweet pickles at each 





Test Kitchen in end. Tie meat in shape with string; roast REMEMBER, 
Chicago. in moderate oven for about 20 min. per lb. THE MEAT MAKES THE MEAL 
i a 
ly ® Z meate! 
< f 7 e 


Copr. 1939 by Swift & Company 





To put your partner in a pickle 
Just wear a feather that will tickle! 


In dancing your right arm should be light. 
It isn’t at all like in a fight! 


An attitude that’s simply fine 
For keeping all the stags in line. 





: oh. There’s no need to act this rash way— 
Sing or dance—one or the other— 3 
cs “s t You can always find an ashtray! 
Or next time stay at home with Mother! Aeé eh E 
¥ Verses by KAY RILEY 
far 


e , . 
¥ ° 
+ Next Month: Rainy Day Manners 





NE problem that crops up 

with every generation has a 

new name every few years. In 

old-fashioned books it was 

referred to as spooning (if re- 

ferred to at all!); later it was 
called petting. Still later it was neck- 
ing, and recently it’s been pitching 
woo—and you may have a brand- 
new name for it by now that I don’t 
know. But I do know that what goes 
on is pretty much the same. 

What boys think about it is pretty 
much the same, too—though that may 
sound to you like a quotation straight 
out of one of the Rollo books. And 
what older people think has varied 
very little. There’s just one thing that 
has altered, and that’s the quaint, 
lavender-and-lace notion that the 
girls aren’t responsible or even in- 
terested, that they are timid creatures 
who blush and tremble at the first 
hint of a kiss, and that the boys are 
always the pursuers. It’s a charming 
idea, but if it were ever true (which 
I doubt), it was because convention 
and current opinion smothered a lot 
of naturalness. 

The modern viewpoint is more 
honest. We admit now that some boys 
and some girls are interested 
in this matter of petting. And 
interested or not, a modern 
girl who shrinks with terror 
when a young man puts his 
arm around her driving home 
from a party, or is shocked 
and horrified when he sug- 
gests a kiss, is as rare as one 


1 


TT 


who has the vapors or faints from a 
slight physical exertion. To be even 
more painfully truthful, some girls 
do the pursuing—less obviously than 
the boys, let us hope, and perhaps less 
consciously, but just as determinedly. 
Because of this, and because we live 
in a franker period, a legend has 
spread among the younger genera- 
tion that you have to “pitch woo” a 
little in order to be popular. 

There are still those who are scan- 
dalized at the thought and who will 
tell you that popularity isn’t worth 
the price. That, however, probably 
won’t stop you, if you lean toward 
another school of thought. You will 
want a reason, if you’re going to stop 
or to be persuaded against it from 
the start. And having been given rea- 
sons for practically everything else, 
you're entitled to one. 

Very well, then—to face things rea- 
sonably—popularity is worth a great 
deal to most girls. The real questions 
are: What is the price, if you go after 
it by means of petting? How much 
popularity do you get? 

Let’s take the last first. ’'ve asked 
several attractive young college men 
about this, and what they all thought 


THE TERRIFYING TEENS 
BY MARJORIE WILLIS 





Drawing by Mary Horton 


is summed up pretty well in what one 
of them said. “I may happen to go 
with a conservative set,” he told me 
(he lives in a very smart suburb), 
“but there are only three girls in it 
that go in for necking, and nobody 
likes them. It may be, of course, that 
that’s why they do it. Perhaps it’s the 
only way they get asked around.” 

“So they do get asked around?” I 
inquired. 

“Some,” he answered. “But never 


_ by the same fellow for long.” - 


That’s one kind of popularity, but 
it’s not a very satisfactory kind. It has 
no permanence, and it’s pretty wear- 
ing to have to start all over every 
little while. It would almost seem to 
contradict the theory that you have 
to pet a little in order to get around. 
What, then, is responsible for the 
theory? 

One answer to that, as most girls 
know, is that even the mildest young 
men have been known to make a few 
affectionate moves in the course of a 
long evening. What’s more, they don’t 
seem to like it when their opponent 
goes in for the I’m-not-that-kind- 
of-a-girl attitude, with righteous 
indignation in her voice. Once they’re 
convinced that she means 
what she says, they’re pretty 
sure to cool off; and that’s 
often the last she sees of them. 
Which makes everything very 
puzzling. 

But does it? When you stop 
to think the matter through, 
isn’t (Continued on page 96) 
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Here’s why the Listerine Treatment works: Dandruff is 
a germ disease . . . Listerine Antiseptic kills the germ 


Do conflicting claims of dandruff remedies 
bewilder you? Then you will be glad to know 
there is one logical, scientifically sound treat- 
ment, proved again and again in laboratory 
and clinic... Listerine Antisepticand massage. 

Recently, in the most intensive research of 
its kind ever undertaken, Scientists proved 
that dandruff is a germ disease. And, in test 
after test, Listerine Antiseptic, famous for 
more than 25 years as a germicidal mouth 
wash and gargle, mastered dandruff by kill- 
ing the queer, bottle-shaped dandruff germ 
—Pityrosporum ovale. 

At one famous skin clinic patients were 
instructed to use the Listerine Antiseptic 
treatment once a day. Within two weeks, on 
the average, a substantial number had ob- 


tained marked relief! At another clinic, pa- 
tients wete told to use this same Listerine 
Antiseptic treatment twice a day. By the end 
of a month 76% showed either complete 
disappearance of, or marked improvement 
in, the symptoms. 

Try the delightful, stimulating Listerine 
Antiseptic treatment today. See for yourself 
how wonderfully soothing it is how 
quickly it rids hair and scalp of ugly scales 
... how much cleaner and healthier both 
scalp and hair appear. 

And remember, even after you have rid 
yourself of dandruff, it is wise to massage 
your scalp occasionally with Listerine Anti- 
septic to guard against reinfection. Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Missouri. 





Writes MRS, ELEANOR HUNTER—Little Neck, N.Y. 


Posed by professional models 






trod a pion of damdruipt ance. 


THE TREATMENT 


MEN: Douse Listerine Antiseptic on the 
scalp at least once a day, WOMEN: Part 
the hair at various places, and apply Lister- 
ine Antiseptic right along the part with a 
medicine dropper, to avoid wetting the 
hair excessively. 

Always follow with vigorous and 


persistent massage. But don’t ex- 
pect overnight results, because 
germ conditions cannot be cleared 
up that fast. 

Genuine Listerine Antiseptic is 
guaranteed not to bleach the hair 
or affect texture. 


LISTERINE 


the PROVED treatment for dandruff 
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s AVEAT EMPTOR.” said the 
Romans, meaning as every- 
body knows, “Let the buyer 

beware!” Sellers probably 
4ii thought of it as “Let your 
conscience be your guide.” 

For that was all that constrained them 
from taking advantage of the buyer’s 
inability to judge sound values. Cav- 
eat emptor was a principle of common 
law for centuries. It is really only in 
the last few decades that public 
sentiment—which includes business 
sentiment, too—has taken steps to 
relegate caveat emptor to the trash 
heap where it belongs. 

In the great market place repre- 
sented by the advertising pages of 
magazines, Goop HOUSEKEEPING 
was the first to translate this sen- 
timent into action. In its April 
issue of 1902 Goop HOUSEKEEPING 
announced to its readers that from 
that date on it would guarantee all 
the advertisements printed in its 
pages. It publicly assumed full re- 
sponsibility both for the satisfac- 
tory qualities of the merchandise, 
and the essential claims made by 
advertisers. 

This early announcement is re- 
produced here. Today you will 
find our advertising guaranty 
prominently printed on page 6. It 
appears on page 6 in every issue. 
This published pledge is worth 
careful reading. It says, without 
quibbling, that if a product adver- 
tised in Goop HOUSEKEEPING proves 
to be defective, it will be replaced 
or the purchase price refunded. 

Think about it for a moment and 
you will realize that a guaranty 
as sweeping and as positive as this 
imposes a tremendous financial 
liability upon Goop HOUSEKEEPING. 
Millions of dollars are spent daily 
14 


BY CHRISTOPHER BROOKS 


by our two million and 
more readers on prod- 
ucts advertised in our 
pages. But we have the 
laboratories of Good 
Housekeeping Institute 
and the Bureau, and experts in all 
of our departments, to investigate or 
test, and to verify the qualities and 
essential claims of products before 
advertising is accepted. You won't 
find anywhere better facilities than 
Goop HousEKeEEPInc has gathered to- 
gether to protect you in your buying, 
and itself as sponsor for the products 
offered in its pages. 






Anlronclad Contract 


Between the Publisher and 
Each Subscriber 


WE guarantee the reliability 
of every advertisement in- 


serted in Good Housekeeping. 
We mean that you shall deal with 
our advertisers in the confidence 
that you will be fairly and square- 
ly treated. If, in spite of all our 
care, some advertisement should 
be admitted through which any 
subscriber is imposed upon or 
dishonestly dealt with, we will 
make good to such subscriber 
the full amount of the loss. The 
matter should be brought to our 
attention within the month the 
magazine is dated that contains 
the advertisement. The only 
condition of this contract is that 
the subscriber shall mention, when 
writing to our advertisers, that 
the advertisement was seen in 
Good Housekeeping. 


OUR FIRST ADVERTISING GUARANTY 





Everyone, of course, has bought 
products that were not advertised in 
Goop HousrKEEPING and which were 
satisfactory. That is because manufac- 
turers are quite as honest as the rest 
of us. In fact, if most products were 
not inherently good products our 
testing work and investigations would 
be rather futile. No amount of test- 
ing for quality can find quality if it 
is not already there. 

Our big problem today is not the 
business cheat. It is to find out if 
products made with honest intent 
by reputable manufacturers still 
measure up to consumer require- 
ments. Honest materials and hon- 
est workmanship alone do not al- 
ways make a satisfactory product. 
The manufacturer must also in- 
clude an understanding of the con- 
sumer’s needs, of the way she uses 
a product and the results she ex- 
pects of it. In an appliance this 
might involve design,—in a food 
product, flavor,—in a cosmetic its 
ability to make a genuine contri- 
bution to good looks. Without this 
understanding the stoutest appli- 
ance, the most wholesome food, 
the purest cosmetic might be less 
than a satisfactory buy. 

This is why Goop HOoUSEKEEP- 
Inc’s advertising guaranty is as 
necessary today as it ever was. It is 
your assurance that products ad- 
vertised in Goop HOUSEKEEPING 
are not only well made, or pure, 
or safe to use, but that they will 
do satisfactorily what you have 
been led to expect of them. 
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MOTHER, | SIMPLY CANT GET BOBBY TO t 
EAT A HOT BREAKFAST. | WISH (COULD ) 
TEMPT HIM WITH SOMETHING NEW! 
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WHY DONT YOU TRY 
THE NEW IDEA? HEAT 
KELLOGGS CORN FLAKES IN 
THE OVEN AND SERVE THEM 
9 with HOT miLK 





JL OH BOY, THIS IS ly 
GREAT, MOTHER ! BET 
/ COULD EAT TEN < 


WELL — THATS A 
NEW ONE ON ME/ / 
NEVER THOUGHT OF 
SERVING THEM 


THIS WAYS 





Everyone knows how good Kellogg’s Corn Flakes taste served the 


usual way. Now thousands are discovering that this nutritious cereal, 


served PIPING HOT with Hor milk or cream, is marvelously delicious! 


HILDREN .. . grown-ups 
... everybody is going for 
ajo this grand new breakfast 
2S) idea—Kellogg’s Corn 

= Flakes served piping hot 
“3 with bot milk or cream! 
But be sure it’s Kellogg's. A special 
secret recipe—an exclusive Kellogg 
discovery—makes this new way of 
serving possible. Don’t expect the 
same flavor treat from cheap corn 
flakes. 

In Kellogg’s Corn Flakes there’s a 
real difference. And when you serve 
them /or this difference is revealed to 
you—even before you taste them—by 
a tantalizing aroma, a teasing fra- 
gtance, that wakens even thesleepiest 
appetite. 

It is this inimitable secret flavor— 
a secret guarded behind locked doors 
—which has made Kellogg’s Corn 





SSAA THE ALL-AMERICAN ALL-SEASON CEREAL 





Flakes, served cold, the most popular 
ready-to-eat cereal in the world. Now 
see how delicious they are, ona chilly 
morning . . . served ot! Pour on hot 
milk or cream just before eating. 
The youngsters will go for them. 
Mothers are finding, thanks to Kel- 
logg’s, that now it’s easy to get 
youngsters to eat a good hot break- 
fast. And Kellogg’s Corn Flakes, 
served with milk or cream are good 


Copr. 1939 by Kellogg Company 





for them—help to supply the energy 
their active growing bodies need. 
Remember, Kellogg's Corn Flakes 
are unique, their secret flavor abso- 
lutely matchless. Accept no substi- - 
tutes. There is the standard size for 
convenience, the large family-size for 
economy. Get a package or two from 
your grocer today. Serve them as usual 
— — of piping hot. They’re delicious! 


Standard size for convenience 


Family size for 
economy 
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HERE’S ALL YOU DO— 


Purpose of Contest :—To Introduce 

More Women to the Radical New 

Advance in Laundry Soap—New 
High-Test OXYDOL 


Here’s a new kind of contest that offers 
fun and entertainment for the whole 
family—with big weekly and daily cash 
prizes galore! . 

Think of it! A grand prize of $1,000 
cash EVERY WEEK — with eight addi- 
tional $100.00 cash prizes EVERY DAY, 
for six weeks! That means you have 
eight chances to win $100 every 24 
hours—with a $1,000 pot of gold at the 
end of the rainbow, every single week. 
(Weekly $1,000 prize winners will be 
picked from each week’s group of daily 
$100 prize winners.) 

What you do is simplicity itself. Just 
write a last line for the jingle shown in 
entry blank below. It will only takea jiffy 
— but may bring you up to $1,000 cash. 
In writing your last line, remember 
new High-Test Oxydol represents a 
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FREE ENTRY BLANK Srinc'vou sic00 in cas! 


Stop searching from morning till night 
| For a soap that will wash clothes more bright 


Throw out one and all 
Get HIGH-TEST Oxydol 


INGLI2 Coie a hoe ca ora oie eioleisteleisiplolacin.cie e010 erofeipere m.cis.9\° in eteic 


box-top (or facsimile). 
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| (Write plainly or print the last line which you want to enter here) 


OXYDOL, Depi- M, Box 144, Cincinnati, Ohio 
Gentlemen:—Here is my entry. I am also enclosing an OXYDOL 


High-Test 
OxYDOL 








TOW Out one and 
Get HIGH-TEST Oy a 


eta 
— 
—_— 
— — 
— — 


revolutionary new advance in laundry 
soap. And contains an amazing new in- 
gredient that enables it to do these 
things as compared with old-fashioned 
bar and package soaps tested: — 

(1) Washes white clothes up to 15% 
whiter. (2) Gives up to TWICE THE 
suDS. (3) Soaks dirt loose without 
scrubbing or boiling in as little as 10 
minutes. (4) Makes clothes last 2 to 3 
times longer from the standpoint of 
washday wear and tear compared to 
clothes washed by old-fashioned meth- 
ods... Yet is safe as ever for washable 
colors, hands. 


Get busy right now! Remember there 
is a new contest every day (except Sat- 
urdays and Sundays) for six weeks 
—eight chances each day to win a 
brand-new $100 bill—with a $1,000 
grand prize at the end of every week, 
in addition! Start now—and enter as 
many times as you wish! 

Get High-Test Oxydol at your dealer’s. 
Mail entry today! Procter & Gamble. 


try. Mail to OxyDOL, De 
sufficient postage. 


January 23rd through March 
clusive (except Saturdays 
There will be eight daily prizes of $100 eac 


lothes more bright 43 


—<— 


(See free entry Blank ja iste) 


FOLLOW THESE EASY RULES 


4 Write plainly or print your “Jast line,” - A ‘ 
using any number of words that you think 5 All entries will be judged for clearness, 


necessary for the jingle. Write 
blank at left or on an ordin 
writing paper. Print or write your name 
and address. Send no extra letters, dtaw- 
ings, or photographs with your entry. 

2 Enclose one box-top from 
age of OXYDOL (or facsimile) 


pt. 
Cincinnati, Ohio. Please be 


on the entry 
ary sheet of 


JINGLE JAMBOREE 


300000 


”41000“GRAND CASH PRIZE EVERY WEER 
ht‘100 Cash Prizes Every Day 


Qanuary 23 to March 3—Except Saturdays and Sundays. 






CASH 
PRIZES 


Hy 12 3 , S 
5 6 
8 9 10 1 2 2B os 
5 16 17 18 4 


ggédee] 


€ up: glast line, noticethat 
the jingle urges women to try thenew High- — 
Test OXYDOL. Imagine what happens when 
they do. Are washdays faster 





all entries postmarked not later than mid- 
night of that day. 


sincerity, and originality of thought. The 
decision of the judges wili final. Fancy 
entries will not count extra. Duplicate 
prizes will be awarded in case of ties. No 
entries returned. Entries, contents, and 
ideas therein become the property of 


any size pack- Procter & Gamble. 


with each en- 
M., Box 144, 6 Anyone may enter the contest except 


sure to us€ vertising agencies, and the families of these 


employees of Procter & Gamble, their ad- 


employees. These contests apply only to 
anada, and 


3, 1939, in- Hawaii and are subject to all Federal, 
and puadey State, and local laws and regulations. You 


can enter each day’s contest and enter as 


At the end of each week, the best entry often each day as you choose, but be sure 


from among that week's daily prizewinners to enclose the top of any size OxYDOL 
will be awarded a grand prize of $1,000. 


4 Entries received any time before Jan- 7 The daily winners will be announced 


package (or facsimile) with each entry. 


uary 23rd will be entered in the first day’s each day starting January 30th over 


contest. All entries received on any con- Oxypo.’s ‘Ma Perkins’ and “The Gold- 
test day will be entered in that day's con- 
test. Entries received on Saturdays and 


bergs”’ radio programs from coast to coast. 
Grand prize winners will be announced 


Sundays will automatically be entered in over the same programs one week after the 
the contest for the following Monday. The . close of the last daily contest ineach week! 


final (30th) contest on March 3rd will in- 
clude all entries received on that day and 


| LAST (30th) CONTEST CLOSES AT 12 MIDNIGHT, MARCH 3, 1939 Em 










| 3 There are 30 daily contests running from Continental United States, 


Tune in OXYDOL’S “Ma 


Adres ath ori takes oes eens + ° re eee 
° Perkins’’ or **The Goldbergs”’ 
otal for further details regarding 
AO In the OXYDOL Jingle “‘Ja 
Q “Cy ee 


CHIPS oo iva etisioty ares MS, coats o's atce <elaie tin ety elole sane’ 
L tty tate JS 


pes See your local pa 
r exact time of broad 
©: 


Cash prizes will be mailed to winners on 
the day their names are announced, 
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N FEBRUARY 11, 1861, the 
: 4 day before his fifty-second 
birthday, Abraham Lincoln 
and his wife and his three sons 
drove in a hack down to the 
railroad station in Springfield, 
Illinois. Despite the gloomy, stormy 
weather, a large crowd had gathered 
at the depot to give Abe, their be- 
loved and trusted neighbor, a good 
send-off on his journey to Washing- 
ton, where he was to take the solemn 
oath of office as President of the 
United States of America. 

There were, in that crowd, simple 
frontier people who had known Abe 
since he came out of the wilderness 
to start clerking in Denton Offut’s 
grocery store in New Salem thirty 
years before. One of them was Han- 
nah Armstrong, whose husband Jack 
had been leader of the rough Clary’s 
Grove boys and champion wrestler 
of Sangamon County until Abe beat 
him; Hannah had “foxed” Abe’s 
pants for him while he taught her 
sons to play marbles; later he had 
defended one of the boys on a charge 
of murder, and got him acquitted— 
although he was probably guilty. 

Hannah and all the others in that 
lusty crowd at the depot had cause 
for jubilation, because their old friend 
had been elected—by what miracle 
they knew not—to the highest office 
in the land. And yet their hearts were 
heavy, for they knew, and he knew, 
that there had been widespread 
threats against his life; they knew, 
and he knew, that his simple name 
was cursed throughout a large. part 
of the shuddering Union and that 
there were many brave, desperate 
men determined to stop him from 
ever setting foot in the White House. 

However, they called jovially for a 
speech, hoping that Abe would leave 
them laughing: he could always be 
counted on for a story. He spoke and 
said: “To this place, and the kindness 
of you people, I owe everything. Here 
I have lived a quarter of a century 
and passed from a young to an old 
man. Here my children have been 
born, and one is buried. I now leave, 
not knowing when or whether ever 
I may return...” 
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The train pulled out. On his way 
East the President-elect stopped off 
for receptions at Indianapolis, Cin- 
cinnati, Columbus, Pittsburgh, Cleve- 
land, Buffalo, Albany, and New York. 
In brief speeches he tried to adopt a 
tone of conciliation, of appeasement— 
tried to assure the American people 
that war could be averted. But the 
threats increased, the guards about 
him were doubled, he was warned to 
keep out of the free city of Baltimore 
or suffer fatal consequences. 

On Washington’s Birthday, eleven 
days after his departure from Spring- 
field, he spoke in Independence Hall 
in Philadelphia. “I am filled with deep 
emotion at finding myself standing in 
this place, where were collected to- 
gether the wisdom, the patriotism, 
the devotion to principle, from which 
sprang the institutions under which 
we live,” he said. 

He was talking to an audience of 
aristocratic Philadelphians who knew 
nothing about him except that he was 
an uncouth rail-splitter who had been 
nominated and elected by a combina- 
tion of political chicanery and good 
luck. 

They heard him say with the nasal 
drawl of the frontiersman: “I have 
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Illustration by John Atherton 


often inquired of myself what great 
principle or idea it was that kept this 
confederacy so long together: It was 
not the mere matter of separation of 
the colonies from the motherland, but 
that sentiment in the Declaration of 
Independence which gave liberty not 
alone to the people of this country, 
but hope to all the world, for all fu- 
ture time.” 

It was a curious thing about this 
awkward, provincial man, this cross- 
roads politician: he seemed to have 
a breadth of view which encompassed 
the whole human race; he seemed to 
feel that the American people had an 
obligation to their fellow men every- 
where to prove that democracy can 
live and grow. 

He talked on, with a solemnity 
worthy of that hallowed hall, “If 
this country cannot be saved without 
giving up that principle, I would 
rather be assassinated on this spot 
than surrender it.” 

So Abraham Lincoln went on to 
Washington. Four years later he was 
assassinated. But he had saved the 
Union and the rights of its citizens to 
the liberty which today, in a world 
disrupted with hatred, oppression, 
and bestial brutality, we still enjoy. 
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Firm, hard, loud. Insistent. Impelling. Hearts stop beating, 


hopes go tumbling. Sweet dreams fade into the limbo of for- 


gotten things. Dreams? There are no dreams when one hears 


a>} 


N MAY Lili moved out to the 


house from her studio, because ° 


it was unsafe for her to live 
alone now. And then Paul and 
cee DIS wife, Irena, shut up their 
apartment in the Lobkowitz- 
strasse and moved out there, too, 
with their little girl Dorli and Hanna 
the cook. 
The house, pale, shuttered, and 


elegant, stood in its walled garden in © 


a suburb of Vienna. It had belonged 
to Lili and Paul’s mother. They were 
glad now that Mamma had died in 
January. Even her pride and humor 
and courage might have faltered at 
some of the things that had happened 
in Vienna since the twelfth of March. 

So far—doubtless by an over- 
sight—the government hadn’t taken 
Mamma’s house; only two of her pic- 
tures for the Reich. They had paid 
Paul for these. “Enough money to 
buy a canvas boat to go to America 
in!” Lili said. But Irena said: “We 





shall never get to America. I think we 
shall never get those permits.” 

Irena, married into the von Linden 
“charm circle,” hadn’t the von Linden 
high spirits. She adored and yet 
didn’t understand the gaiety, an an- 
gry, defiant gaiety, that could possess 
Lili and Pauli even now. 

Pauli went almost every day to the 
English Consulate about the permits 
for himself and his wife and the little 
girl Dorli. Lili refused to apply for 
one. Ever since they began to dis- 
cuss getting away she had refused to 
go. She met each sane argument with 
a frivolous or perversely sentimental 
excuse—such as, “Vienna is my 
lover, and I shall stay with him.” 

And then, differently, “My only 
love!” half-laughing, half-pitying 
herself. For at twenty-four Lili was 
still in love with love, and at the end 
of each of her love affairs her clear, 
critical intuition would withdraw her 
warm glimmering emotions, like a 
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returning moon gathering the sum- 
mer tides. And the young men began 
to say that Lili von Linden’s favors 
were more dangerous than her in- 
difference. That she was lovely, en- 
chanting, but much too incalculable. 
And one had said, “When you take 
Lili in your arms, there is no one 
there.” 

When they were first in Mamma’s 
house, they all felt as if they had re- 
treated in time, into a past summer. 
The white lilac bloomed in the gar- 
den, and the middays were quiet and 
green and radiant, and the evenings 
were fragrant and cool and full of 
mysterious promise, just as in all the 
other years. It was hard to believe 
that outside the walls, close outside, 
injustice went up and down the 
streets, day and night, like a plague 
cart. 

But even Dorli, aged six, with her 
prim little dark plaits and her round 
daisy face, had the Fear now. Ever 
since the day when she had seen 
those three men who came to the 
apartment in the Lobkowitzstrasse 
and said, “We want Frau Irena von 
Linden.” They had taken Irena, leav- 
ing Dorli screaming and screaming in 
Lili’sarms, screaming: “Mammachen! 
They are going to shoot her!” And 
Lili, sitting there an hour, two hours, 
holding the terrified child (chill with 
fear herself), telling her that Mam- 
machen would soon return. And at 
the end of three hours Irena did come 
back. And Paul with her. He said, “I 
waited outside; she had to clean some 
windows of the Public Library.” 

“They were already clean,” said 
Irena. And sat down, very quiet, and 
laid her smooth gold head on her 
arms. And Paul got out the brandy... 

Since then Dorli had had to sleep 
in the same room with Irena, because 
she had those nightmares that made 
her awake screaming. And when old 
Hanna, the cook, had questioned 
Paul about what “they” had done to 
Frau Irena, he said, “They were very 
just.” For you didn’t dare to trust 
even an old servant like Hanna, now. 
Information fetched too good a price 
since the twelfth of March. 


FTER several weeks they were 
still waiting for the “permits.” 
Not direct to America; first to Eng- 
land. And they must go the mo- 
ment they got them. For every day, 
every hour of waiting, had its incal- 
culable danger. 

And even out here in Mamma’s 
house, within the garden, even in the 
sultry monotony of the summer days, 
even in this unending, unreal, nar- 
cotic idleness, among the sweet thick- 
growing flowers and leaf-dark trees 
and in the shadowed rooms, there was 
always, deep below the drowsiness 
and the elegant unrealness, the secret 
throbbing of terror. The terror that 
any day, at any hour, at any moment, 
and all night, too, the telephone might 
20 
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Something ticked, like the tick of a clock. And she 
thought, “That is probably the last sound I shall hear.” 


She saw his hand reach into his pocket. And then, for 
one more moment, she saw his face. A recognition 
clutched her heart, as panicked as fear, as clear as 


beauty. And for her the knocking at the door was done 





ring; the knocking come—the sud- 
den heart-stopping knocking at the 
door. 


N THE afternoon of August fifth, 

Paul came back and said to 
Irena, “We can go tomorrow.” He 
showed her the tickets, the passports, 
all the papers, the letter of invitation 
from the friend in London. He said, 
“You can finish packing now.” 

She got up and flung her arms 
round his neck, and whispered, “If 
nothing happens before tomorrow.” 

He said, “If you will smile, Irena, 
I will kiss you twice instead of only 
once.” 

But when she went out of the room, 
he called to Lili, who was out under 
the chestnut tree, with Dorli, giving 
Kaffee to the dolls. 

plea a? 

He watched her set down a cup the 
size of an acorn and get up from a 
very small chair. She came across to- 
ward the house through the flushed- 
gold evening light, and in through 
the French windows. She was wear- 
ing white linen trousers and a pale 
blue shirt. It was one of her days of 
looking like a romantic boy. Usually 
Pauli liked her “looking like a 
shameless female Mozart,” as Mamma 
used to say. And in these last months 
Lili’s debonair preoccupations with 
her clothes had diverted them all. 
She would come down: one evening 
all frills and chiffons; another, like 
an 1880 Apache in a black sweater 
and scarlet scarf knotted at her 
throat. But this evening her cool pale 
lounging figure made him angry, and 
seemed part of her maddening, fright- 
ening indifference to what might be- 
come of her. All the way back from 
the Consulate he’d been realizing— 
now that he and Irena and Dorli were 
going—what Lili’s staying on might 
mean. Every day “they” took some- 
one. Every day it was getting more 
difficult to go. Especially if you had 
money. And Lili would have all 
Mamma’s fortune (since he and Irena 
could take none of it). He said: 

“Lili. You must come! As soon as 
possible!” 

She asked, “You have your papers 
now?” 

“Yes. We go tomorrow.” And added, 
“Come for our sake if you won’t for 


. your own.” 


She didn’t answer at once. He knew 
her so well that he perceived she 
was preparing an answer full of 
pretty, fanciful untruths. So he 
forced her, brutally, yet tenderly: 

“Tt is because of the money? Isn’t 
it, Lili? You want Irena and me to 
have the money in London?” (They 
had £300 of Mamma’s stock depos- 
ited there.) 

She countered, “Of course that 
isn’t the reason!” Her answer rapped 
so sharp back at him that he knew 
she was lying. 

“You (Continued on page 214) 
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HE went about her business in 
Paris with vigor and relief. It 
was good not to have to think 
about people, to give oneself 
over to dresses, to bargaining, 
to matching linens for Bern- 
stein. She was known in Paris, for she 
had gone there a good many times 
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now. She knew an obscure little 


dressmaker who made her the most 
enchanting frocks. Cass liked to sit 
with her and see her clever hands 
do things to cloth. 

Cass sat in her workroom, and 
watched Madame Bouchard put a 
flower of frail silk petals of very deep 
rose against an ivory moiré. Her hus- 
band, a pompous little man who 
worked in a bank, had just kissed 
her and gone hurriedly out. 

Madame Bouchard gave a merry 


wink at Cass after her husband’s de- . 


parture. “If he is a minute late, he 
thinks it is the end of the bank!” she 
said. “Men are so full of vanity, 
Mademoiselle Bendick! To women all 
people are a little funny—but one 
does not dare to think the husband 
funny, or he goes down like a balloon 
that has been pricked!” 

Cass, to Madame Bouchard’s 
amazement, put her hands on her 
shoulders, kissed her abruptly on 
both cheeks. “Merci! Merci!” she 
said. “You have given me a present, 
Madame Bouchard!” 

“Moi?” Madame Bouchard said. 


] OW and again on the way back 
Cass would be standing by the 
rail or sitting alone on deck, and she 


would laugh suddenly as if she 
knew something enormously amus- 
ing. What she knew was the key to 
the destruction of John Woodley. 

When she greeted Martha, and 
Martha said, “You look better, Miss 
Bendick!” she said: 

“T am better. I am strong as an ox. 
I am invincible!” 

Martha beamed. She liked Cass to 
talk this way. 

“I is glad you is, Miss Bendick. 
’Cause they is a girl that is being a 


They were two who were destined to win, and in the 


winning to lose. It was not that they stood so far above 


the crowd, as that the crowd stood so far below them 


ry 




























nuisance since you’s been gone. She 
has called here twenty time, I guess, 
and she ask every time is Mr. Wood- 
ley here. I don’ tol’ her you is in 
Paris!” 

“What in heaven’s name—’ but 
she paused then, remembering how 
Olivia Sand had looked at her when 
she had come from the woods with 
John Woodley. Her new strength 
seemed to ebb away from her. 

She went down to the shop. “Hello, 
Mrs. Ludlow. Hello, Katherine. How’s 
everything?” . 

There seemed a silence before Mrs. 
Ludlow said, “All right, Miss Ben- 
dick.” 

“T’ve brought some really heavenly 
things,” she told them. “I got a blue 
suit that the Jasper girl’ll take, I 
know. If she doesn’t, heaven help me, 


Cass sat still and listened to John Woodley play—on her piano, in her own room 


for no one else who comes in takes 
a size ten! And an ivory moiré that 
Olivia Sand will like, I hope! How’s 
Bess, Mrs. Ludlow?” 

“She’s about the same. But Dr. 
Deaver is sure he can help her.” 

She walked into the office and saw, 
hanging on one of the racks, the white 
organdie with the bands of raspberry. 

She went back, said, ‘““What’s the 
organdie doing here?” 

“Miss Sand brought it back,” Mrs. 
Ludlow said. “She said it didn’t suit 
her, after all, and that it was too late 
in the season for organdie and she 
had been foolish to buy it. I didn’t 
feel I could antagonize her, Miss 
Bendick.” 

“No, of course not.” 

But she knew the organdie for a 
loss. Perhaps she could have someone 


make it over next season, if organdie 
were being used at all. 

“Any more bad news?” she said, 
feeling something waiting, waiting to 
be told. 

“It looks as if we might have to 
move,” Mrs. Ludlow said. 

“Move?” 

“It looks that way. It seems this 
Evison who bought the place from 
Bernstein is connected somehow in 
business with Edward Mason, and 
Mrs. Mason didn’t like it because you 





stopped her credit, and she is like 
the elephant and never forgets. And 
<7 
“And so.” 
It would be a real blowif she should 
have to move. She had a choice loca- 
tion, and it was furnished to suit her, 
and people were used to it. But she 
could not eat humble pie before Mrs. 
Mason. 

She sat in Frederick’s with Eliza. 
“Anything new?” she said. 

“Well, (Continued on page 196) 
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is a subject that concerns th 


HE little red schoolhouse is 
being remodeled. There are a 
number of architects on the 

job, but they don’t agree. 
Nobody—including the chil- 
dren—is satisfied with educa- 
tion. Everyone admits there is room 
for improvement. The disagreement 
is on the revisions. One ultra-conser- 
vative group of educators favors a 
bigger and better system of the so- 
called traditional education, insisting 
that the three R’s, a dose of Caesar’s 
“Commentaries,” and a thorough 
grounding in solid geometry are es- 
sentials. Another group is endeavor- 
ing to streamline the whole process, 
placing emphasis on development of 
the child rather than on the things 
he learns. There are many in-be- 

tweeners. 

Probably most talk about the 
newer forms of education goes on 
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turned into fun? Let there be 


among adults who are not directly 


associated with educational work. 
Among parents, for example. Among 
non-parents, for example. In home 
discussions that start out pleasantly 
enough there is not infrequently an 
acrimonious note before the talk has 
gone very far. Tempers are ruffled. 
Feelings are hurt. Visiting husbands 
and wives leave at last to nurse their 
grievances in the more kindly pri- 
vacy of their respective homes. 
There are grownups who hold that 
the youthful pupil of the new kind 
of school—the progressive school—is 
automatically a brat. “Children get 
too little discipline,” complains one 
mother whose daughter does not go 
to a progressive school. And goes on 
to say: “All the progressive-school 
children I know are in need of man- 
ners. They get away with murder. 
When I tell my Edith to go to bed, 





Edith goes to bed. There is no argu- 
ment about it. I don’t believe Edith 
is entitled to debate with me or ques- 
tion my judgment. Considering the 
extent of my experience and her own, 
I believe I am the one qualified to 
‘express’ myself. And that’s that!” 

There are parents whose argu- 
ments for or against the progressive 
school depend largely on where they 
are living. “The public schools in the 
suburbs are wonderful,” they say, 
“and we wouldn’t hesitate at all to 
send our children to them. But the 
public schools in’ the city, with their 
overcrowding, their desperately tired 
teachers—!” The horror which their 
faces show explains better than words 
how they feel. 

There are well-to-do parents who 
admit cheerfully that the progressive 
school is superior in the task of edu- 
cating children but who nevertheless 
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send their own youngsters to public 
schools. “Because,” as one spokes- 
man put it, “the public school is much 
more typical of the life the kids will 
meet up with later on. They get 
pushed around more. They learn 
quicker that discipline is important, 
that they must live in a world where 
there are cruel and thoughtless peo- 
ple along with very nice people. 
There is less attempt to reason with 
them, and far less consideration than 
in the progressive schools for their 
personal whims and abilities. They 
become accustomed faster to give and 
take, and to defending themselves 
without the intervention of adults. 


“We do not hold they are taught as 
well or as much at the moment, that 
their scholarship is as high, that their 
little minds are as well fortified with 
the processes of reasoning. But no- 
body can convince us the public- 
school kids aren’t better fitted for 
life as they are likely to find it—emo- 
tionally and temperamentally.” 

Well, let us take a look. We don’t 
have to spend much time at the mo- 
ment with the traditional school be- 
cause, except in special instances, it 
hasn’t changed much since you and 
I sat at our desks with our copybooks 
and our spellers; since we learned 
how to bound the United States and 
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analyze a sentence and name the 
American wars. 

The traditional public school in our 
neighborhood is typical of the large 
Eastern city. Children are playing 
noisily in the yard. When the bell 
rings, they march inside and settle 
down at desks fastened to the floor 
in neat, orderly rows. Life in this 
school runs by the bell which divides 
time into periods: short periods for 
the small fry, longer periods for the 
older youngsters. 

In the lower elementary classes the 
children leave their seats to play 
games and act out stories. Usually 
there are at least forty children to 
be handled by one teacher. After we 
pass the third-grade classrooms we 
see the children sitting still at recita- 
tion or study. They aré taught from 
standard textbooks, they recite to the 
teacher what they have learned, or 
they have written. exercises. 

We stop in one room. Here is a lit- 
tle girl with plaid ribbons on her pig- 
tails relating the parts of speech in 
a simple declarative sentence. We 
stop in another room to hear a lad tell 
without absolute certainty the story 
of Washington at Valley Forge. We 
want to know how history is taught 
today, so the teacher steps out into 
the hall to tell us. Through the glass 
door we see the children whispering 
and giggling; but when we return, 
they are miraculously, pridefully, 
prim and quiet. We see a room where 
boys are carpentering. That’s manual 
training. We see a kitchen with a line 
of small stoves on a table, and little 
girls earnestly working over strange- 
smelling and sticky substances. It’s 
not chemistry. It’s home economics, 
and the subject is tapioca pudding. 
When the recess bell rings, the school 
rushes joyously out—all except the 
few naughty or inept ones who are 
kept in... It’s all much as it was 
when you and I were very young. 

Generally speaking, the children 
are good. They answer when called 
on. They learn their tables and their 
declensions and their geographical 
facts. Much of it is strenuous exertion 
for the young folk, no doubt. But we 
all survived it. 

Now let us have a look at the new 
kind of school, the progressive school. 
We'll take a glance at several of the 
best. We'll begin in New York City, 
where some of the oldest and most 
famous of the progressive schools are 
located. Horace Mann and the Lin- 
coln Schoolareassociated with Teach- 
ers College at Columbia University. 
They are not precisely typical. Hor- 
ace Mann is more of a compromise 
between two forms of eduzation. 
Both schools are private and fairly 
expensive, (Continued on page 62) 
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T ALL began with the Grumps’ 
discussing the pre-holiday 
dance. It was hardly what one 
would have called an enthu- 
siastic discussion. This might 
have been due to the weather, 
which was as dreary and depressing 
as only a third consecutive rainy day 
in December can be. Or, then again, 
it may have been just Life in General, 
which gets all of us down sometime 
or another—even such irrepressible 
spirits as the members of that ex- 
clusive group of Wellesley juniors 
who call themselves the Grumps. 

“The trouble,” said Mimi darkly, 
“is that we’re in a rut.” 

“But,” objected Red, “I thought a 
rut meant that you were unaware of 
what was happening to you. And we 
all know that what we need is some 
new men in our life.” 

“Lives,” corrected Pink. “Always 
thinking of yourself!” 

“T meant ‘life’!” retorted Red. “I 
could use several new men in my life. 
I’d like swarms of them dancing 
around me.” 

“You'd look like a Maypole,” com- 
mented Pink. 

“T don’t want a swarm!” moaned 
Gooey. “All I want is somebody dif- 
ferent to take to the dance!” 

“Somebody,” said Pink, ‘who 
dances like Fred Astaire, talks like 
Ogden Nash, and looks like Ronald 
Colman.” 

‘Tll settle for Ronald Colyfan,” 
said Red. 

“Let’s get practical and stgp day- 
dreaming,” said Pink. “We'll all wind 
up by taking the old guard anyway.” 
She turned to Mimi. “Are you ‘dxag- 
ging Ed as usual?” 

“T suppose so,” shrugged Mimi. 

“Well, at least he wears tails and 
can dance,” put in Flea. 

“But his idea of being romantic,” 
brooded Mimi, “is saying, ‘How about 
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pitching a little woo, Toots?’” She 
shuddered. 

A tall, dark girl appeared in the 
doorway. She was very slender and 
quite pretty; her sleek hair was 
parted in the middle and drawn back 
to a knot at the nape of her neck. Her 
plucked eyebrows were arched high, 
and her lips were a brilliant crimson. 
She regarded the group scattered 
around the room in a languid manner. 





“Well, if it isn’t the Little Sunshine 
Girls!” she drawled. 

They all turned to look at her, and 
putting all their expressions together 
wouldn’t have spelled “welcome” 
even in small letters. 

“Hi, Weaver,” said Harriet list- 
lessly. 

“Hello, Passion Flower,” said Mimi 
carelessly. 

Weaver raised her eyebrows. “Oh, 


that reminds me, Mimi. Speaking of 
passion—I’ve just made you a widow. 
I’m taking Ed Hammond to the dance. 
I hope you don’t mind!” She smiled 
sweetly. 

Five mouths simultaneously 
opened and gasped. Mimi didn’t move 
a muscle, and her expression re- 
mained unchanged. Coolly she re- 
turned Weaver’s look. 

Harriet recovered first. “Why, you 


a, 


“he. exclaimed loudly for the benefit of the gallery 





Practically any nice male number would do. 


Which goes to prove that a girl and a dance 


add up to zero if there isn’t a man to tie to 


utter snake!” she said low and clear. 

Mimi turned in surprise to her. 
“Not at all,” she said, smiling cas- 
ually. “She’s quite welcome to my 
leftovers.” And then, with elaborate 
indifference, she added, “I’ve made 
other plans.” 

Flea started involuntarily. “Oh, 
really, Mimi? What?” 

Pink gave her a vicious kick on 
the shins. 


“T’ll say she has!” Red hastily cut 
in. “Just wait and see!” 

Weaver smiled sardonically. “I 
will,” she said. “Shall I save you a 
waltz with Ed, Mimi?” 

“Don’t bother,” replied Mimi. “You 
may have all of him with my com- 
pliments.” She smiled benevolently 
at Weaver. “His ears flap.” 

“Oh, do they?” Weaver pursed her 
lips, then (Continued on page 111) 
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BY EDNA FERBER 


Reprinted from “Cheerful, By Request,’’ Copyright 
1918, by special arrangement with Edna Ferber 


Is it a woman’s right to bind a man to a way of life 
that must go on when she is gone? What chance will he 
have for a life of his own? Where is his compensation? 


Who will bring him solace, who share his burden? 
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“MY FAVORITE SHORT STORY” 


“This is a remarkable short story; 
but the most remarkable thing about 
it is that a woman could have written 
it. For it is a searching analysis of a 
man’s mind and heart and soul. How 
did Miss Ferber manage to probe so 
deeply into the masculine psychol- 
ogy? How did she know her hero’s 
inmost feelings; how did she pene- 
trate to the very core of his be- 
ing? Only genius could have accom- 
plished the miracle. Here is pathos 
mingled with mordant humor; here is 





tenderness touched with tears. Selt- 
sacrifice—for what? I doubt if any- 
one can read this tale without a lump 
in the throat, come away from it 
without a deeper understanding of 
life. I once heard Miss Ferber read it 
aloud. She knew it by heart, and 
scarcely once referred to the printed 
page. A thrill ran through her au- 
dience. The room was _ suddenly 
charged with electricity. The test of 
any prose—of any poetry—is whether 
it can stand the strain of repetition. 
‘The Gay Old Dog’ can.” 

CHARLES HANSON TOWNE 


f ] HOSE of you who have dwelt 
—or even lingered—in Chi- 
cago, Illinois (this is not a 
humorous story), are familiar 
with the region known as the 
Loop. For those others of you 
to whom Chicago is a transfer point 
between New York and San Fran- 
cisco there is presented this brief 
explanation: 

The Loop is a clamorous, smoke- 
infested district embraced by the iron 
arms of the elevated tracks. In a city 
boasting fewer millions, it would be 
known familiarly as downtown. From 








Congress to Lake Street, from Wa- 
bash almost to the river, those thun- 
derous tracks make a complete circle, 
or loop. Within it lie the retail shops, 
the commercial hotels, the theatres, 
the restaurants. It is the Fifth Ave- 
nue (diluted) and the Broadway 
(deleted) of Chicago. And he who 
frequents it by night in search of 
amusement and cheer is known, vul- 
garly, as a Loop-hound. 

Jo Hertz was a Loop-hound. On the 
occasion of those sparse first nights 
granted the metropolis of the Middle 
West he was always present, third 
row, aisle, left. When a new loop café 
was opened Jo’s table always com- 
manded an unobstructed view of any- 
thing worth viewing. On entering he 
was wont to say, “Hello, Gus,” with 
careless cordiality to the head waiter, 
the while his eye roved expertly from 
table to table as he removed his 
gloves. He-ordered things under glass, 
so that his table, at midnight or there- 
abouts, resembled a hot-bed that 
favours the bell system. The waiters 
fought for him. He was the kind of 
man who mixes his own salad dress- 
ing. He liked to call for a bowl, some 
cracked ice, lemon, garlic, paprika, 
salt, pepper, vinegar, and oil and 
make a rite of it. People at near-by 
tables would lay down their knives 
and forks to watch, fascinated. The 
secret of it seemed to lie in using all 
the oil in sight and calling for more. 

That was Jo—a plump and lonely 
bachelor of fifty. A plethoric, roving- 
eyed and kindly man, clutching vain- 
ly at the garments of a youth that had 
long slipped past him. Jo Hertz, in 
one of those pinch-waist belted suits 
and a trench coat and a little green 
hat, walking up Michigan Avenue of 
a bright winter’s afternoon, trying to 
take the curb with a jaunty youthful- 
ness against which every one of his 
fat-encased muscles rebelled, was a 
sight for mirth or pity, depending on 
one’s vision. 

The gay-dog business was a late 
phase in the life of Jo Hertz. He had 
been a quite different sort of canine. 
The staid and harassed brother of 
three unwed and selfish sisters is an 
under dog. The tale of how Jo Hertz 
came to be a Loop-hound should not 
be compressed within the limits of a 
short story. It should be told as are 
the photo plays, with frequent throw- 
backs and many cut-ins. To condense 
twenty-three years of a man’s life 
into some five or six thousand words 
requires a verbal economy amount- 
ing to parsimony. ; 

At twenty-seven Jo had been the 
dutiful, hard-working son (in the 
wholesale harness business) of a wid- 
owed and gummidging mother, who 
called him (Continued on page 168) 


At what she saw in Jo’s face Eva fal- 
tered, terrified. “You!” he shouted. 
“You murderers! Out of my house!” 
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“J wish I had gone on and mar 
ried you,” Norman shouted at Kit 
suddenly. “Then I could have 
beaten some sense into you” 
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Ihe Story So Far: _ 


‘PERT HOLM was becoming an 


American legend when Kit Tal- 
lant married him. Alone and un- 
heralded, he had succeeded in climb- 
ing a peak in the Himalayas that no 
one had ever climbed before, and the 
American public went mad about 
him. The fact that he was as hand- 
some as a young god made him an 
ideal figure to dream about and to 
worship. 

Though he was of humble origin 
and Kit was social register, he swept 
her off her feet with his lovemaking 
and married her in Peiping after a 
few weeks of courtship. During the 
mad days of .adulation and acclaim 
that followed their homecoming to 
America Kit had no time to know 
Bert. Perhaps his silence was 
strength, perhaps his sullenness was 
shyness; she didn’t know. “It’s almost 
as though we weren’t married yet,” 
she thought; “as though I were wait- 
ing for my wedding day to know him 
as he really is.” 

But marriage had done one thing 
for her: she was no longer possessed 
by Norman Linlay’s dark eyes. She 
was too busy to remember her agony 


when he had broken their secret en- 
gagement by telling her he did not 
love her enough to marry her. She 
refused to admit that perhaps she 
had married Bert on the rebound. 
She did love him, she told herself 
fiercely, and when they were settled 
in Bert’s farm home, she would have 
time to discover the real heart and 
mind of the man she had married. 
But even on the farm there was no 
quiet, for the curious public followed 
him even there. Kit, out of her ele- 
ment, was bored by the farm and re- 
pelled by Bert’s parents. They were 
honest, good people, who adored their 
only son, and were ready to love her 
if she would let them. She hated her- 
self because she could not let them. 
She put away the sudden memory 
of the one time Norman Linlay had 
taken her to his childhood home in 
an old New York house. She had met 
his mother, a gentle old lady in a soft 


black dress, and had liked her in- 
stantly. 

In desperation she begged Bert to 
take her home to Glen Barry and was 
so happy at being home again that she 
failed to notice Bert’s restlessness. 
Nor did she question whether he was 
chafing under the discipline imposed 
by Roger Brame, the publicity agent, 
who was struggling to mold Bert into 
a figure resembling the public’s esti- 
mate of him. But Gail, Kit’s clever 
sister, noticed, and was inclined to 
amuse herself at Bert’s expense until 
Harvey, her husband whom she 
adored, told her that she couldn’t 
make a fool of her own brother-in- 
law. Obediently Gail telephoned Bert, 
breaking their luncheon engagement. 
She listened, pleased, to his protesta- 
tion. How pitifully easy it would be 
to be first a pretty sister-in-law, then 
just a pretty woman! She hung up. 
Poor Kit! she thought. 


The world can make a hero, but the world need not 


live with him. Only his wife must learn how to do that 


“Just wait in the next room, please, 
Mrs. Holm,” Dr. Leavitt told Kit. “If = 
there is any danger, we will tell you” ~~ = 
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* Parti * 


HEN Bert realized that 
Gail had hung up on him, 
he put down the telephone 
dolefully. The day was for 
the moment swept abso- 
lutely empty. Queer how 
Gail’s being so lively and—and all 
that made Kit seem too quiet, though 
no time ago he had been saying he 
liked her because she was quiet. Kit 
was in the library now, he’d bet, stuck 
in a book. He might go and find her 
there now. 

But she’d look up with those far- 
away eyes. She always said; “Of 
course I will,” when he wanted her 
to go somewhere or do something, but 
you knew she didn’t really want to. 
Gosh, he wanted to do something, go 
off somewhere on his own, away from 
all these dressed-up guys and their 
women! 

He wandered toward the dining 
room and, opening the buffet, found 
an empty decanter. He rang the bell 
long and hard, and Smedley appeared 
as suddenly as if he had been shot out 
of a box, struggling into his coat as 
he came. 

“Get me (Continued on page 78) 
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THE INK-BLOT TESTS for MASCULINITY and FEMININITY 





What do these pictures suggest? Check the word you think most _ e : oe 
descriptive of each. Then turn to page 60 for your rating. . 
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All tests used in this article are reprinted, by permission, from “Sex and Personality” by Terman and Miles 


WO newborn infants lie in 
adjoining cribs in a hospital 
nursery ward. Identification 
cards say that one is male, the 
other female. Yet precious lit- 
tle is the difference between 
them—so little that, looking down at 
their puckered red faces and tiny 
limbs, not even an expert could tell 
which was of which sex. 

Twenty-one years later Jim Jones 
and Sally Smith wait at a polling 
place to register for their first vote. 
A world of difference has by now 
developed between them in form, 
features, expression, manner, habit, 
and thought. What has made this 
difference? How much was due to 
something within them—inherited, 
predestined, something that had to 
be because one was male, the other 
female? How much was due to dif- 
ferences in training, conditioning, 
outside influences? 

Science has been giving a great 
deal of attention to these questions 
and has made some surprising dis- 
coveries. But at the moment Jim and 
Sally aren’t concerned with science. 

Jim is looking admiringly at lovely 
Sally and saying to himself: “What 
a honey! Funny a sweet little thing 
like that should care about voting!” 
For Jim has some very definite ideas 
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about what constitutes femininity. 

And Sally, stealing a glance at 
Jim’s handsome face and powerful 
frame, is thinking: “Mm—m! What 
a manly fellow!” meanwhile fitting 
him neatly into the picture which she 
and many others have of masculinity. 

We may easily imagine that, pre- 
cipitately, Jim and Sally fall in love 
and marry. Then the trouble begins. 
For the two find—as many newly- 
weds have found—that their looks 
belied their actions. 

Jim proves fussy about food, peo- 
ple, and drafts in the rooms; he wor- 
ries about not getting enough sleep; 
he drives his car at a snail’s pace; 
he insists on books being arranged 
just so. 

“Oh, don’t be an old woman!” ex- 
claims Sally, irritated by what she 
considers a feminine streak in him— 
something which all her training has 
led her to believe is a highly distaste- 
ful quality in a man. 

Sally, in turn, shows a tendency to 
run things, to be constantly planning 
athletic activity, to argue about poli- 
tics, to point out what is wrong with 
the automobile, to question Jim’s 
stock-market investments—and to be 
disquietingly right! 

“Took here!” Jim finally announces, 
conscious of what the world and his 


friends expect of him, “I’m going to 
wear the pants in this family!” 

And then the battle begins—the 
age-old battle of the sexes incited by 
the belief that men and woman have 
been placed by nature in two distinct 
camps, physically and psychologi- 
cally, and that it is abnormal, unnat- 
ural, and wrong for a member of one 
sex to cross into the territory of the 
other. . 

So at this point, if Jim and Sally— 
or any similar couple—do not wish 
to see themselves among the marital 
casualties, they may well investigate . 
what science has lately found out 
about the psychological differences, 
so-called, between the sexes. 

To start at the very beginning, what 
is it which causes one individual to be 
born a male and the other a female? 
Brushing away a myriad myths and 
theories, science can now give this 
definite answer: The sex of every 
child is determined at the instant of 
conception—through the father. 

The factors responsible are the 
chromosomes, the infinitesimally tiny 
strings of substance which carry the 
units of heredity. A set of 24 of these 
chromosomes is contributed to every 
new human being by each parent. In 
each set is one sex chromosome. And 
here is the significant fact: The sex 







Between the sexes / iferences which 


science has beer investigating. Nowg e are better qual- 
ified to say why some people at€ more masculine, and 
some more feining,<t * others. Would you like to 
have a check on your own characteristics? Here are 


some tests it will be fun for you and your friends to try 
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chromosome passed on by the mother 
is always of the same type, so that 
the mother is neutral with regard to 
sex determination. 

But the sex chromosome from the 
father can be one of two types: (a) 
a large one—the same type as that 
from the mother, or (b) a tiny 
chromosome of a different type. If 
the new being receives a large sex 
chromosome from the father, the re- 
sult will be a girl. If it is the father’s 
small sex chromosome that is re- 
ceived, the result will be a boy. And 
that’s that! 

So the only initial difference be- 
tween a male and a female lies in a 
single one of the 48 chromosomes. 
But it’s a long way from the new in- 
dividual at conception to a grown 
young man or woman. While the 
chromosomes definitely begin devel- 
opment in the direction of one sex or 
another, many things can happen. 
Biologists have now proved that the 
balance between the sexes is tipped 
so lightly that in every individual 
there are potentialities for develop- 
ing characteristics of either sex. True, 
nothing can happen which will change 
what is to be a male into a female, or 
a female into a male. But the degree 
of a person’s physical maleness or 
femaleness (Continued on page 99) 





Masculine-looking men may 


lean toward the feminine 


Gentle though he seems, 
he is realiy a man’s man 


ITS EASY TO BE FOOLED 








You think she’s manly? 
Truly she is as soft as silk 


This demure-looking miss 
ean be as hard as nails 
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BY ADELA BOGERS ST.JOHNS 


HE thing seemed to come 
again out of the mellow after- 
noon light and strike through 
her heart. It stayed quivering 
there while everything drained 
out of her and left her cold. 

Yet only a moment before they had 
all been kidding Dennis raucously 
because he’d let his mother beat him 
at tennis again, and the terrace had 
been gay with shouts and laughter. 
Their laughter was the most precious 
thing in life to Delia. 

For a moment Delia had ceased to 
listen, and then she had heard Den- 
nis say: 

“Nuts, my knee’s okay now. Mom 
was just too good for me. And if you 
think a dumb thing like a knee would 
keep me out of it, you’re crazy. I 
could march as good as any of you.” 

That was the thing that had struck 
her, coming from Dennis. 

Harp said: “You want to be a hero, 
huh? Not me. If they think we’re go- 
ing into any old war, they’re crazy. 


I talk to plenty of the fellows, and 
they all say the same. Nat for us. Let 
’em fight their own wars, is what I 
say. I don’t want to be a hero. All 
that old poetry and bands and flags— 
that’s all right; but you take a look 
at some of the pictures with gas and 
airplanes dropping bombs like in 
Spain and China. Not me.” 

Dennis sprawled his lanky six feet 
and said: “Who wants to be a hero? 
What I said was if we had a war over 
here, like somebody attacked us, my 
knee wouldn’t keep me out. Not if I 
wanted to go.” 

“T haven’t heard them really talk- 
ing about war before,” Delia thought. 
“Not like this.” 

Fuzzy emptied a bottle of pop and 
said: “I’d like to be a pilot. More fun 
dropping bombs than getting ’em 
dropped on you. Besides, pilots get 
the best eats.” 

“Do you ever,” said Delia, throwing 
a pillow at him, “think about any- 
thing except (Continued on page 135) 
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“Don’t let it happen again,” she said, “for I have known the 


agony.” There was the memory of the past, the thought of 


tomorrow. “Arm us from fear, and take us under Your wings, 


You who so love us.”’ Yes, in the crisis, that was what she said 
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RANTS bf&ck eye was the 
stormeéfored epilogue of vi- 
olence. The huge blue bruise 
and the fact. that his best 
friend had given it to him 
publicly were more interest- 
ing to the Club than whatever the 
morning papers said about buckets 
of blood in Spain or the meat-grind- 
ing in China. Brant knew this. 

Brant knew he should have stayed 
at home. He should have tucked that 
little bluebell of an eye under a hunk 
of raw steak, hauled down the blinds, 
killed the telephone, and cherished 
his disgrace in proper privacy. But 








it was the first Sunday of a lazy 
spring; the greens would be out from 
under canvas, brilliant and steady as 
billiard tables. And his putter itched. 
So let them look! 

A long shadow blackened the lawn 
at his feet. He looked up to see that 
Charlie was attached at right angles 
to the shadow. He was staring at 
Brant’s bruised eye, sickly fascinated 
as murderers are said to be. He was 
still wearing his dress clothes 
from the night before, and 
his face was as pale as his 
stiff shirt. 

“T sure hung one on you,” 





he said. “Goské Brafit, I’m sorry.” 


“Stop staring, Brant said. “I 
promised myself if I caught a guy 
looking at this’ eye, I’d give him the 
mate to it.” He tried to make his tone 
easy, but he thought: “Charlie, you 
make yourself a bigger fool than I 
am. I don’t know why, but I feel 
worse for you than for myself. Why 
didn’t you stay home with Dana?” 

Little bright bouquets of women 
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On his##sf anniversary a man 
should stay home with his wife: 
a conclusion, however, with 
which you may disagree once 
you have read the inside story 


had tiptoed down from the golf shop 
to the sacred precincts: of the first 
tee. He didn’t blame them for whis- 
pering. It was a juicy dish of gos- 
sip: Charles Allister celebrates his 
first wedding anniversary—socks his 
childhood friend, the Damon to his 
Pythias—and then plays golf with 
him the next morning. In evening 
clothes! 

“If you're playing,” he said grim- 
ly to Charlie, “hurry up. Change 
clothes.” 

“I couldn’t hit a ball with a croquet 
mallet. But I’ve got to talk. Can I 
walk a few holes with you?” 

“Come on, then.” 

Together they walked to the grassy 
mat from which balls took first 


flight. They were both tall men, 
pleasantly different in type. Charlie 
with good broad bones, Brant—wear- 
ing the green cashmere sweater Dana 
had given him for Christmas—finer 
drawn, his legs longer. 

“How’s Dana?” Brant said, insert- 
ing his tee. 

“I don’t think she’ll speak to me. 
I haven’t been home. I spent the 
night driying. No sleep, and break- 
fast in a diner.” 

“On your first anniver- 
sary,’ Brant said, addressing 
his ball carefully, “‘you’re 
(Continued on page 140) 
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Bill Haines took a quick step forward. “You're crazy, 
all of you!” His voice was hard and clear. “It was 
that shotgun. I ought to know. I killed Seymour!” 









the guilty person is exposed, and Wi 


returns again to its accustomed seg 


Now it can be told! The two awful crimes 2 
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AITH’S voice, all agony, cry- 

ing through the night: “Oh, 

Cousin Lucy, come quickly. 

It’s Marshall—he’s dead!” was 

still throbbing in my numb 

brain as I hurried, too tired 
to even try to think, into Scotland 
Street. When I got there, I stopped 
abruptly. Across the middle of the 
road was Sergeant Priddy’s car, 
turned so that the long white fingers 
of its headlights reached in through 
the white picket fence and groped 
among the dark branches of heavy 
box up the path to Yardley Hall. I 
ran forward to the wicket and saw 
ahead of me in the path, grouped 
silently and terribly about the little 
well house, four motionless figures, 
their white-linen backs all toward 
me, looking down at something on 
the ground. 


I turned quickly and ran up to 
Palace Long Wall Street, and down 
the elm-shaded drive to the high pil- 
lared porch of Yardley Hall. The door 
was ajar. I pushed it open and went 
in. Death was there already. I felt his 
cold, soulless silence touch my face 
and creep into my heart as I had felt 
it another time in those same dim 
walls. I closed the door softly and 
stole into the library. Faith was sit- 
ting there in her father’s chair, her 
face as pale as old alabaster, her eyes 
wide and tearless. She didn’t move 
as I went to her and pressed my lips 
to her cold forehead. Then she closed 
her eyes. 

“They say he killed himself,” she 
whispered. “I'll never forgive myself, 
Cousin Lucy.” 

She clung to me quickly, desper- 
ately, her voice choked in a dry, 


awful sob, her whole body shaking 
like a leaf. 

“Please, honey, please!” I implored, 
holding her tight. 

“Oh, how could he, Cousin Lucy, 
how could he? I did love him, really 
—in a way I did. I was going to marry 
him, I truly was.” 

I looked up. Melusina Yardley was 
standing in the door. Her face was 
terrible. It was calm and set as if 
nothing had happened. I’d expected 
she’d be a fury with all hell loose in 
her eyes and in her serpent’s tongue. 
I shrank away from her hard level 
gaze, holding my child tightly in my 
arms—for she was mine, more mine 
than anyone else’s except her father’s, 
and she’d been mine for years, and 
his only four short days. 

“T think you see the tragedy you 
have brought on this house, Lucy,” 
Melusina said with horrible evenness. 
“Seeing it, I should think you'd have 
the decency to stay in your own home, 
not come here to triumph over us.” 

Faith held to me tighter, her young 
arms giving back the strength that 
drained from my body. 

“Oh, Melusina, how can you?” I 
whispered. 

“You've been against me all my 
life, Lucy,” she said, still with that 
same dreadful calm. “I see it now 
more clearly every day. And now 
you’ve taken Marshall—the only per- 
son I’ve loved, or who ever loved me.” 

“T’ve taken him?” I gasped. 

“Yes, you.” Her voice was so deadly 
cold that even Faith shrank from it. 
“If you hadn’t brought Haines here 
to turn Faith’s head, Marshall would 
never have hat#to raise a hand against 
—against himself.” 

In one swift intuitive flash I real- 
ized she’d been going to-:say “against 
Mason Seymour” and had stopped 
just on the verge of it. Then Bill had 
been right, and Melusina knew it: 
Marshall had killed Mason Seymour, 
for Faith. 

I leaned weakly back against the 
table, my limbs shaking almost un- 
bearably. So it was Marshall in the 
end who’d made the sacrifice for the 
Yardleys; not Faith, who’d seemed so 
destined to be the one to make it. 
And in a sense it seemed right that 
he’d killed Mason—right that, hav- 
ing done it, he should pay for it 
with his own life. And yet it wasn’t 
right! Everything inside me cried out 
against it. Marshall was too good a 
person to go like that. And what right 
had this thin, bitter woman with her 
overweening pride, clinging with such 
fierce tenacity to the shell of a dead 
past, to force any of them to the point 
where they had to sacrifice them- 
selves to keep from sacrificing her 
pride! It was cruel and selfish and 
wrong! I looked at Melusina. In all 
the years I’d known her, seeing her 
almost daily riding roughshod over 
her brother’s child and everyone else, 
I'd never opened my mouth to her or 
against her. (Continued on page 181) 
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WO pictures I'd like to show 

you, and a tower of statistics 

on my desk, telling about 

automobile accidents which 

have happened to children 

in this country—if you have 

a moment to spare. And you have 

a moment, of course, for sparing 

_that moment now may spare a life 
later. 

Every time I raise my eyes from 
the statistics I see the first picture. 
She’s four years old, and she is 
sitting on the lee side of what is 
called in our house the “imag- 
inary line” drawn between my 
work and her play. With wily pa- 
tience, she waits for me to give in, 
and invite her across that imag- 
inary line. The sun is tangled in 
her absurd little curls, and she is 
so far removed from the grim fig- 
ures on my desk that it makes my 
heart ache because of what these 
figures mean in other people’s 
lives. For last year 4150 children, 
precious as this child sitting here, 
crossed another imaginary line and 
became a part of these tragic statistics. 

That is what my figures mean... 
4150 children. A terrible thing to re- 
alize. But it is a hundred times more 
terrible when I glance up and see 
her sitting there. For one absurd curl 
outweighs in argument all these 
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pages. She has a place in this article 
only because the way I feel about 
her is no different from the feelings 
of hundreds of thousands of other 
men and women. This wild, protec- 
tive, primitive determination of mine 
to make the world somehow safer 
for her—and for all the millions like 
her—is the story behind these statis- 
tics. We feel this way, and we do 





something about it—and children 
go on singing to themselves with 
the sun tangled in their hair. 

The other picture is one I can’t 
see with my eyes; only with my 
memory. It’s the face of an editor 
with whom I used to work on a 
great newspaper. He was a born 
danger hunter: he’d swaggered 
through two or three wars, he’d 
seen many sad and sordid sights, 
and nothing bothered him much. 
Then one night, coming home from 
his country club, he ran over a 
child. He killed a child because 
he was hurrying to hear a radio 
comedian. His face, through the 
weeks afterward, is my second 
picture behind these statistics. 

At seven o’clock one night last 
October all traffic stopped stone 
still in Kansas City. Whistles and 
sirens blew for one minute. Like 
Armistice Day—only it ‘wasn’t 
Armistice Day. And yet in a sense 

it was, for Kansas City was celebrat- 
ing the beginning of its third year 
of peace—of having no child killed 
in a motor accident. 

There’s a story behind that, of 
course, as there is behind everything. 
On October 6, 1936, a little boy named 
Byron Turpin ran out of a school 
yard after a ball. But he never caught 
the ball, for a taxi struck and killed 


him. But he was the last child killed 
in Kansas City, because the whole 
city suddenly came to its senses and 
did something. And Kansas City is 
still doing it, and wants to tell every 
other city in the United States how 
it can be done. 

Accidents don’t happen; they are 
made to happen. And so they can 
be made to stop happening. No mat- 
ter what it costs, it is worth the price. 
Actually it costs pathetically little, 
balanced against the value of litile- 
boy grins and little-girl voices. The 
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point is, it can be done. The grim 
figures and tables on my desk say 
that conclusively. 

In the period from 1929 to 1937, 
when the total deaths in this country 
from motor accidents increased from 
31,215 to 39,500, there was a reduction 
of fatalities among children of ele- 
mentary-school age. In 1923, 18 per- 
cent of the total deaths were in the 
5 to 14 year group; in 1937 the fatali- 
ties in the same group were only 7 
percent of the total, showing that the 
safety education which has been 


Across the line each day a number of 
children pass who need not; for now 
there is a comforting note in the decline 
of motor accidents. We can put a definite 
end to accidents, as you will see by read- 
ing this, the third article in Good House- 
keeping’s campaign for greater safety 
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established during that time has been 
enormously effective. 

And how is this reduction of trag- 
edy being accomplished? Well, as 
everything else is achieved: by hard 
work and imagination and coopera- 
tive effort. By education and vig- 
ilance. By having a splendid vision, 
and then exercising the stamina to 
sustain it through all the tedious de- 
tails which are always necessary to 
make splendid visions really visible. 

Let’s look again at Kansas City. 
Let’s look on a weekday morning, 
with 70,000 children hurrying to 
school, and automobiles going places, 
too. We'll find the city laid out with 
definite crossing places for school 
children, with a genial, alert officer at 
each spot. He won’t be standing in 
the middle of the street, because the 
youngsters who’ve come to adore him 
through the months are too apt to 
dash out to speak to him there. He'll 
be at the curbstone, and he herds his 
charges into an orderly parade. Quite 
likely he knows hundreds of them by 
name. In fact one officer says he 
knows 1500 children; last Christmas 
he got nearly as many homemade 
Christmas cards as Shirley Temple. 

After they’ve got their young army 
of pedestrians safely in school the 
fifty police officers devoted to this 
work are (Continued on page 70) 
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f ae long low car stood pulled 

| §wl aside on the dark shoulder of 

the road. The young man who 

| had just finished putting on 

| & the spare wheel straightened 

up and dusted his hands. The 

girl had been following his move- 

ments with the flashlight; its little cir- 

cle now framed his tall head against 

the dark. He had a thin, resolute, 

humorous face, topping a long, lean- 
muscled figure. 

At the moment he was dirty and 
hot, he had grease on his hands and 
all down the sleeve of a coat too good 
for such abuse, but he grinned at 
her encouragingly. “Done! It’s only 
eleven o’clock, and Maryville’s the 
first town over the state line. I’ve got 
the address of the license clerk, and 
I bet the parson there is all right.” 
With a quick and almost embarrassed 
tenderness he bent and kissed her 
cheek. 

Even as he did so, the rector of the 
little stone church on the outskirts 
of the village of Maryville, forty miles 
away, was pulling his cassock off. He 
was later than usual that Sunday 
evening. 

The bishop had beca behind time 
for the annual confirmation service, 
having somehow mistaken his train; 
and thus the whole routine of Sunday 
evening had been set back. But for 
this delay the rector might have 
dropped in for a call at the Rutledge 
place after service—a five-minute 
precautionary call, often all that was 
needed to calm Miss Patsy down 
when she was in need of calming; her 
cousin had hinted at something of 
the sort over the telephone. And he 
might have arrived in time to keep 
his elderly parishioner from running 
away. 

However, by the time the bishop 
left, it was too late to think of calling 
on Miss Patsy. And meanwhile the 
tire of Luke Fillmore’s car had gone 
flat forty miles down the road. 

The young man, having put the 
tools back, considered his companion. 
Her eyes looked large and troubled 
in the gloom. Carefully dusting his 
hand once more, he put one finger 
gently under her chin and tilted her 
face upward a little. 

“Jitters again, darling?” 

She swallowed hard, with a pale 
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smile, and nodded. “Yes. Jitters— 
terribly. I’m a coward about it, Luke. 
I shall always be a coward.” 

“You won't. You'll get over all that. 
Just wait and see.” 

“I warned you. It—it isn’t going to 
work. It has all been spoiled for me.” 
Her head was bent; she stood looking 
downward, forcing the difficult words 
out. “Spoiled and blackened. I did 
warn you.” 

The light, which slanted against the 
car, was reflected from its polished 
side on her slight figure. He could see 
her small, dark head. Her face, pite- 
ous and exquisite, with the tension 
of lips that wanted to be brave; with 


lines of a too recent heartbreak that 
he had promised himself to smooth 
away. 

He took her in his arms. “I’m not 
afraid,’ he said valiantly, with his 
cheek against hers. “You'll get over 
it. You’re a brave girl.” 

She shook her head. 

He put a kiss upon her hair. “All 
right; then. Have it your way. You’re 
a mouse if you say so. But you’re for- 
getting me. Me, the lion-heart. My 
strength is as the strength of ten. 
We’re going to make a first-class go 
of this marriage thing yet. You watch 
our smoke.” 

He hoped he sounded surer than 
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he felt. For the first time a thin little 
cold chill stirred and uncoiled itself 
serpentlike in a dim corner of his 
mind. 

He had courage, and Ellen had 
courage, too; he knew it. But he had 
been forced to rush her into this. To 
hurry her too much. No way to help 
it. But it was bitter luck just the same. 
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There were reawakened ghosts now 
in Ellen’s eyes. . 

Every now and then, tonight, as he 
drove, the hard muscles of the young 
man’s chest had tightened on a rising 
sigh of suspense. So much depends— 
sometimes the whole aftercourse of 
a lifetime depends—on one’s wedding 
night. And this was his and hers. 


So much depends, sometimes the whole course of a life de- 


pends, on where a woman marries. This bride wanted a min- 


ister and a church, not to remember, but in order to forget 
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The rector saw the tall silhouette move quietly 
in the door and take its seat among the shadows. 
Something peaceful in its movement told him that 
no interruption would break this service tonight 





She had said, “I want so mueh for 
it to be different from—the other 
time, Luke.” That was why she 
wanted a minister to marry them. 

If only, he thought with helpless 
exasperation, there hadn’t been this 
need of haste! If only Luke Fillmore 
senior hadn’t fallen ill on a business 
trip just at this moment, and—of all 
places—in Brazil! Luke junior was 
needed at once to tackle their South 
American problems. He could and 
would have put Ellen first, ahead 
even of the firm’s emergency, if noth- 
ing but money had been involved. His 
father would have understood: his 
father was a swell guy. 
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But Luke senior was running a 
nasty temperature down in Brazil, 
and mustn’t be worried. His son had 
explained it all to Ellen. “I can’t let 
the old man down.” So they had to 
get married tonight. 

He said cheerfully, starting the 
car: “Only eleven o’clock, and just 
forty miles. Let’s go.” 

It was good to be in motion again. 
He mustn't begin to doubt that every- 
thing would be all right. But his nat- 
ural optimism had suffered from the 
past year’s shocks. In particular, he 
had been learning a painful humil- 
ity about his wealth. His 
money that stood for so 
much power, and yet that 
could do so little for Ellen. 

His comfort was to be 
able to feel that, under- 
neath, she had always loved 
him best. He was sure of 
that. In spite of her family’s 
shameless, avid insistence 
on her capturing the Fill- 
more fortune (oh, damn all 
money!) which had made 
her try to hate him, she had 
been slowly turning to him 
with an unwilling trust. 
Beginning to realize that 
she cared. But then, before 
she was ready to confess it, 
had come Warren, the new 
figure, ardent and dashing, 
to snatch her away. But 
Warren had miscalculated; 
had been taken in by the 
social front her mother put 
up to hide their poverty 
till she got Ellen married. 
Thinking Ellen a financial 
prize, playing on her fear 
of her mother’s tongue, he 
had swept her into a run- 
away wedding. 

Luke wondered whether 
he had taken the wrong 
way with her this morn- 
ing when he in his turn had 
swept her off with him. 
Was it all too much like the 
other time that she unhap- 
pily remembered? He had 
felt he couldn’t wait to 
begin taking care of her, 
fighting the world for her; 
he hadn’t wanted to lose 
a moment. But unluckily 
there wasn’t any outside 
trouble or menace that he 
could fight. The trouble was 
within. 

Well, he must drive fast; 
the important thing was to 
get married. They hadn’t far to go. 

In Maryville, however, at the hour 
which Luke hopefully called “only 
eleven,” most people were already in 
bed. The gray-haired rector, prepar- 
ing to go home, felt himself fortunate 
in having to do no more than cross 
the road to get there. He thought: 
“Dear me, I’m tired. It’s a good thing 
Nancy never forgets my hot milk.” 

The vestry door stood open to the 
spring night; the vestry light still il- 
luminated the five unrailed stone steps 
outside, which he would be descend- 
ing in a minute. He felt in his pocket 
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for the key. But at that moment he 
saw a small boy who was in a great 
hurry coming toward him. The boy’s 
face was bright with the joy of the 
sensation bearer. 

“Aw, Reverend, they want you. 
Miss Patsy’s off again.” 

Mr. Winter’s heart sank. “Oh, I 
hope not, Tommy.” 

“Dutch Miller saw her going 
through a fence toward the cross- 
roads.” 

Mr. Winter’s heart sank lower. 
Yes, this was just the sort of night— 
spring moonlight, with the wild plum 





and dogwood so white in the woods-— 
when Miss Patsy liked to be off, and 
of course the whole countryside had 
to turn out to look for her. He sighed. 
He didn’t blame Miss Patsy; she was 
quite innocent and childlike; every- 
body knew she wasn’t responsible. 
But why couldn’t her cousin keep a 
better eye on her? He said with resig- 
nation: 

“All right, Tommy. Tell them I'l 
be along.” 

Tommy said zestfully: “Okay. But 
step on it, Reverend. Last time she 
got clear to Corning.” 


Mr. Winter hurried across the road, 
forgetting to lock the church. Five 
minutes later, preceded by the sexton 
and his wife, he was striding rapidly 
into the village. He was unaware that 
a long low car was spinning along at 
sixty miles an hour to reach the house 
that he had just deserted. 

The rector was leaving his wife, by 
established custom, to sit with the 
deaf and inquisitive old postmistress, 
who would have had apoplexy on 
these occasions without an obliging 
companion to keep up with the chase 
for her by telephone. At the old lady’s 

door Mrs. Winter asked, 

“Dear, did you lock the 
church?” 

Her husband groaned. Of 
course in his hurry he had 
forgotten to do that. 

Such eccentricity as Miss 
Patsy’s, on top of a corifir- 
mation service, upset one’s 
program! Mr. Winter be- 
gan to feel provoked with 
her, remembering how per- 
versely ingenious she al- 
ways was in,eluding pur- 
suit. If only she had started 
for Corning again! In that 
case the searching cars 
would pick her up on the 
road. But alas, it was ten to 
one that she would be in 
the woods. That was where 
he would have to stumble 
after her on his tired old 

' feet. Miss Patsy’s feet were 
as old as his own, or older, 
but he didn’t believe she 
had been on them practi- 
cally all day as he had on 
his. He groaned again as 
he said, 

“T hope she hasn’t gone 
far.” . 

“She always does what 
you don’t expect,” his wife 
warned him. “Do you re- 
member the time you 
hunted for her as far as 
Hillsboro? And she had 
just gone round back of the 
grade school and climbed 
a tree.” 

He did indeed remember. 
That was the time Miss 
Patsy had strained her 
heart. Since then one al- 
ways feared that the next 
time would be the last. 

Miss Patsy Rutledge had 
been christened Patricia. 
She was nowadays a tall 
and impressive though 

sometimes wild-eyed old woman. 

Forty-three years ago she had been in 

love with a young man her brother 
had brought home from the Univer- 
sity; as a beautiful girl she had 
walked with him in the woods when 
the dogwood was in bloom. He had 
never intended to- marry her. The 

Rutledges, though they were the 

height of local aristocracy, were what 
the little town called “poverty poor.” 

After he went away, when she had 

had her baby, and the baby had died, 
and her mind, happily for her, had 


; cracked just (Continued on page 104) 
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)> MOTHER, WHY CANT YOU LOOK SMART ? 


> [= is often the thought, even if unexpressed, of many a girl in her 

teens about her mother. And it isn’t that the girls don’t love their 

mothers, but rather because they do, that they want them—as the 
teen-agers themselves become clothes-conscious—to look well in the 
eyes of their friends as well as in their own. Lack of interest in 
clothes and lack of money may sometimes be causes. But we believe 
that more often the cause is neglect, creeping on unnoticed by the un- 
selfish mothers who give their lives to their families with never a 
thought of how their appearance affects their sons and daughters. 
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n their concern for others, and burdened by increasing cares, they 
unconsciously let time steal a priceless heritage from them long 
before it should—their youth For it isn’t a matter of money, al- 
ways, but of time and thought that keeps a woman lovely as she 
reaches middle age. She must know the styles, for style is all-impor- 
tant. And she must know herself: what she can wear, and what she 7 
can’t; what her good points are and how to make the most of them; #4 
what her faults are. and how to overcome or conceal them. 









anting to help all these American mothers, my fashion staff and 

I worked with Mrs. Smedley of Bronxville, N. Y., whose daughter 

is in high school She is a charming woman who has unconsciously 
let time add pounds; she told us that “since I felt glamour was no 
longer my forte, I decided I might at least be both warm and com- 
fortable, and so I succumbed to woolly sweaters and skirts.” This 
was all wrong for her: but before we attacked her clothes problem, 
we asked Ruth Murrin of our Beauty Clinic to suggest a physical 
regimen. Miss Murrin made no attempt to reduce Mrs. Smed- 
ley’s weight imea short time, but suggested exercise and massage. 





xercise and hot baths brought glow to her skin: and a heavy lubri- 
cating night cream. which she had not been using, did wonders! 
The gray-yellow look of her skin was overcome by a powder foun- 
dation with a glow, while the rouge was placed high to reduce the 
sagging lines. Why don’t you experiment to determine what powder 
shades are becoming to your skin and contours; try one shade of 
powder on one side of your face, a different one on the other, and 
compare. Mrs. Smedley’s pretty brown hair was given a permanent 
and rearranged. She had been parting it in the middle, with the hair 
combed down; when it was combed up, a widow's peak was revealed! 
Furthermore, the upsweep gave her needed height, and the combed- 
up curls at the back gave something she needed even more—length 

to her neck. Do consider a permanent and a new hair arrangement. 








THE ALL-IMPORTANT FOUNDATION 


he next step was the fitting of the foundation garment. Mrs. Smed- 
ley’s figure problems were three: heavy bust, thick waist, and large 
hips—the prevailing problems of middle age. Our plot, then, was: 


To conceal: To reveal: 
Large bust and hips Pretty face and interesting eyes 
Short neck, wide shoulders Widow’s peak and nice hairline 
Lack of waistline Slim legs and pretty hands 





“rious corsets were tried. We illustrate three good types having 


) these qualities: reinforced uplift to give a younger bustline, a long skirt 
to control the thighs, and a special cut to give curve at waistline and 
hip. With such corselets we use a slip cut bias in the back, straight 
in the front, with but one seam at center back. Qhis prevents sliding, 


twisting, and bulging. The new pin-in shields pYtect your dresses. 






CHOOSE A COLOR SCHEME 


he choice of a corset is fundamental in attaining good lines. Deter- 
mine to spend more on it if you need to, and less on clothes. But 
here again, make a careful plan before buying anything. Do not 
have many clothes, but a few which are right. We are showing a basic 
—and economical—wardrobe of seven costumes tied together, first 
of all, by the right colors, and then by the necessary interchangeable 
hats, bags, gloves, and shoes. For Mrs. Smedley we determined on a 
color scheme of navy blue with old gold, dusty rose, and red. For 
the coming spring and summer the necessary clothes for a busy 
mother who has club and social activities are listed below. 


BASIC WARDROBE 


his wardrobe—not counting the hats and corsets—can be bought 
ic: around $150. 1. Morning dress for house at $7.95. 2. Tailored 

dress for street or to wear under coat at $19.75. The matching 
cardigan, $15. 3. Country wool suit and topcoat, $29.95. 4. Street coat 
to wear over different dresses, $29.75 (could be omitted). 5. Three- 
way ensemble for church or teas: a print with bolero, and separate 
buttoned-on skirt, $25. 6. Extra print for bridge or informal dinner, 
$25. 7. Evening dress, $49.75. These costumes or similar ones will be 
found in shops everywhere this spring. Ask for Goop HOUSEKEEPING 
4 models. They are inexpensive, chosen for the woman whose income is 
small. They need not all be bought at once, but in buying anything ~e 
new, see how it fits in with what you already have. 


¢ 


OVERCOMING DEFECTS 


1. A short neck may be overcome by an upswept hair arrangement 
showing the ears. A V neckline at front and a low line at the 
back of neck are also most helpful in overcoming this defect 


2. Broad, humped shoulders are concealed by keeping them in line 
with the hips and padding judiciously if necessary. It is wise al- 
ways to have a loose armhole giving a good line but a loose fit _ 








3. A large bust is improved by correct posture and by a founda- 
tion corselet designed to lift the large bust. Posture is improved . 
by keeping the knees in and holding in the entire diaphragm ~ 


4. Along forearm is overcome by the use of various sleeve lengths: 
for sports dresses just to elbow; for afternoon dresses, bracelet 
or three-quarter length; also overcome by the wearing of bracelets 


5. Square hips are overcome by a foundation corselet which raises 
and defines the waistline, gives rounded hips, and controls the 
thighs. Flare the dress skirt about 10” below the waistline 


6. Silhouette in general: raise waistline, flare the skirt 10” below 
the waist, slightly pad shoulders if needed, give loose arm- 
hole, avoid tightness, have skirts longer than prevailing fashion 


7. Avoid materials which are too tweedy, too shiny, too clinging, 
too knitted, too tight. Don’t run to cover with black, but re- 
member that any age can wear color, provided it is becoming 





Self belt, pleats stitched to 
10” below waist, give slimness 
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Bust and hips minimized in a collagless cardigan, hips rounded by a gored skirt 


here is much to recommendfthis costume to anyone with a figye€ 
problem. Large bust is miraculously concealed by cardigan, sarge 


hips are reduced by the same means. Youthfulness and Defght are 
achieved by buttons down the front and a softly flared sk 


kj The frock 
is of pottery pink Celanese Sandcool rayon crepe, withefiatching nubby 
knitted cardigan of rayon and wool. Also availablg4f sunshine yellow, 
pottery blue, or sand; sizes 14 to 42; dress about $79.75; jacket about $15. 
Matching pink hat in felt with quill; it gls6 comes in other pastels 
and black, brown, and navy; about $8,j#* Collarless classic dress that 
is not a house dress but is just as useful. At right in a gay rose polka- 


dotted Chulla, a Crown Tested rayon crepe. And it gives slimness and 
youth! Also in luggage, aq 


ua, navy, or black with white dots; 10 to 20; 
about $7.95. The one-strap shoes have comfortable last and heels. 





Before—Square, 
AS 


saat 


droopy straight lines 





own or count®y. When trying clothes on Mrs. Smedley, we discovgred 

that a ripple-back coat did wonders for her and took much of the square 

look away from her figure. Here it is as part of a three-piece suit. Thé coat 
of navy Farnsworth monotone Shetland wool matches the flared fouf-gore 
skirt. The jacket of the suit is old gold. In the coat we meticulously Watched 
the fitting of the shoulders and neckline. For her short neck we fmade it 
collarless in back with small revers in front. Delightfully enough, tife collar- 
less contrasting jacket gave youthfulness. The back of the jacké¢t is slen- 
derizing because the séams run from shoulder to hem instead of into the 
armhole. We lowered the front neckline into a becoming V. The buttons 
down the front minimize the bust. Sizes 10 to 20; about $29.95. Dunlap breton 
with burnt pheasant quill gives an up-brimmed feeling and has dramatic 
height; $10. Navy calf handle bag, $3; Hansen natural pigskin gloves, $2.95. 





o wear over dresses printed or plain we selected a softlyfitted coat of navy 
Botany wool slightly flared to the hem, to balance the £quare hips. In fit- 
ting the shoulders we found too much padding was had and emphasized 
her width, a little gave her a more youthful look. The pin-tucked top called 
attention away from the hips, and it blouses a little to accentuate the waist- 
line. The tiny collar can be opened to give length to neck. The coat comes also 
in black, beige,.cherry wine; sizes, 14 to 42; about $29.75. Knox hat, a sailor, 
combines picot straw with a navy felt crown; $15. Red patent-leather bag, $3. 


Before—Surplice wrap-around coat 





Have you a figure problem? Big hips? Big bust? Make the most of your assets! Minimize 
defects. If you are puzzled about how to dress, our former Paris Fashion Editor, Elaine 
Neal, will make you a personal style chart, telling you what colors, lines, and fabrics 
are becoming and right for you. Send for our questionnaire. Fill it out and return 
it with snapshot of yourself together with $1. Within a few days you will receive 
Elaine Neal’s personal analysis..Good Housekeeping Fashion Department, N. Y. C. 
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Too tight, too straight, too old Photographs by Arthur O'Neil 
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separate bolero ad buttoned skirt—has done for Mrs. Smedley’s figure 

problems: her neck Tssapparently length qj ed by the slight V neckline 
of the dress, her shoulderS¥gok younger with slight lift, her waistline is 
defined by being raised with Belt, her hips are reduced by ever-so-little 
flare in skirt, and the length of her arms is cut by the elbow-length of 
the sleeves. It’s also plain to be seen how lively and colorful the print 
is—a Crown Tested rayon crepe in black, brown, or navy ground. The 
sheer crepe bolero and skirt in black, navy, or brown, is Celanese rayon; 
sizes 16 to 42; about $25. Knox hat, navy felt with burnt picot straw brim 


fe plain to b&geen what this three-way dnsemble—a print dress with 








were—when Mrs. Smedley stepped forth in this 

lovely evening frock of gray silk marquisette and 
gray silk and rayon lace[en years younger! Uplifted 
bustline, waistline like a gir!’Stpsxqunded and slim. 
The pretty sleeves, deep square yoke, and Nostiag skirt 
add youthful notes. This frock has a matching sip 
and comes also in dusty rose, French blue, black, or 
white; sizes 16 to 44; about $49.75. We call attention to 
the youthful, upswept coiffure, becoming and smart 


I": only was her daughter thrilled—but all of us 
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drapery in the bodice minimizes the bust, ghe waist- 

line is definitely indicated by the loopefl belt, the 
hips are reduced by the tucked, slightly flared skirt 
—a very special dress to look very pretfy in. Sheer 
printed rayon and silk in purple and grefn combina- 
tion on white; also purple and royal; sfes 16 to 44: 
about $25. The Dunlap hat is natural santung straw 
with suede trimming in colors of the pfint; about $15 


|e: petal outline of the neck gives length, the softer 


Ten years younger—her hair, her figure, her frock 


MRS. SMEDLEY WILL MAKE PERSONAL APPEAR- 
ANCES AT THE FOLLOWING STORES, WHERE 
THESE CLOTHES WILL BE AVAILABLE. LOOK FOR 
THE ANNOUNCEMENT IN YOUR LOCAL PAPERS 








J. L. Brandeis & Sons The Higbee Company 
Omaha, Neb. Cleveland, Ohio 
T. A. Chapman Co. PF. & R, arus Co. 
Milwaukee, Wis. Columbus, Ohio 
Dey Brothers s r Bros. 
Syracuse, N. Y. Ds , Texas 
G. Fox & Co. Stix, Baer & Fuller 
Hartford, Conn. St. Louis, Mo. 
Strawbridge © Clothier, Philadelphia. Pa 
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In an early issue we will present “That Awkward 
Age.” showing how to dress a girl during that 
transition period between childhood and woman- 
hood—clothes for school, sports, and parties 





The square look of hair and figure is completely banished 
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Hats, bags, gloves, shoes are 
just as important as dresses 
in making a transformation 


e spent a great deal of time with 

Mrs. Smedley, first in finding the 

types which were becoming, and 
then in choosing the style of the mo- 
ment in the right colors to serve 
double duty. 

Two hats in a season will answer, 
but it is better, if possible, to have 
three. Frequently one of the classic 
type from last year can be reblocked. 
This classic type is essential. It’s the 
hat that goes with a three-piece 
country suit, with shirtwaist dresses 
—and in fact it ean be worn with 
everything but afternoon dresses. 

We found that pinks, blues, and 
aquas were all shades Mrs. Smedley 
could wear well, and that they took 
years off her age, as compared to the 
black and to the tan she had been 
wearing. Therefore her classic all- 
round utility hat is in a dusty rose 
felt (page 47) with a moderate brim 
and a high crown and quill to give 
the appearance of height. All Mrs. 
Smedley’s hats were chosen to add 
height. Although she is over average 
height, she has a thick-set figure and 
a small head; so by adding at the top 
we slenderized the silhouette. 

This is something for all women 
of this type to consider. And, by the 
way, do look at what the one-piece 
dress (page 47 )with buttons down 
entire length, with a cardigan type 
of sweater-jacket over it, did for 
Mrs. Smedley’s figure. Women with 
figures like hers should not wear any- 
thing to cut them in two at the waist- 
line, and yet a self belt is often good. 

In this wardrobe the sports outfit 
(page 48) has its own hat: A Breton 
sailor of navy blue felt with a pheas- 
ant quill and navy grosgrain band. 
The interesting thing about this hat 
is that, although brimmed, the brim 
rolls up instead of down, in a particu- 
larly youthful feeling, with the quill 
giving dramatic height. 

And let me digress long enough to 
say this: don’t feel that because you 
are somewhere near forty with chil- 
dren growing up you must pass by 
styles of this type with the casual re- 
mark, “Oh, it’s too young for me!” 
Why? Try one on and see. You may 
have dignity and yet a youthful air, 
and your husband and children will 
appreciate and like it. There was a 
time when “old ladies” wore caps at 
forty, but that day is past, and so 
is the nondescript old-lady hat for 
women of forty and fifty. You are 
as old as you look, remember. This 
rolled-up sailor could be worn with 
the dotted rose dress, page 47, and is 
especially attractive for country or 
suburban life. 

This spring the sailor type is with 
us again, and we found it amazingly 
becoming to Mrs. Smedley. Her small 
head was given importance, and her 
face was shaded a little by the toast- 
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colored picot straw with crown and 
upstanding bow of contrasting navy 
blue felt. 

And just because we couldn’t resist 
it, we selected another hat, which is 
perfect to have (but can be done 
without), and that is the wide- 
brimmed summer-afternoon type. It’s 
a natural shantung straw with a gros- 
grain ribbon and suede trimming. It’s 
meant to charm, and it does. 

And do remember that that is the 
function of clothes. They should be 
more than just comfortable covering. 
Being in this fashion business, Inatu- 
rally think this way about clothes, 
but I have a sister who never gives 
them a serious thought. And I know 
many, many women feel that, if they 
spend time and thought on clothes, 
it’s a form of frivolity or a waste of 
time which should be spent on better 
things. In fact, they were brought up 
that way. But it really is a mistake 
to feel like that in this day and gen- 
eration. Your appearance is what first 
meets the world. Why not make it, as 
well as your character and your 
mind, the best that you can? There 
is charm in a hat or a dress or a color 
as well as in a smile or an intelligent 
remark. You'll say I’m becoming 
philosophical, but clothes should be 
given a serious place in our philos- 
ophy of living. 

And now those important small 





Gloves, Hansen Bags, Ritter & Ritter 
items: shoes, bags, and gloves. In 
shoes comfort should take the leading 
role. Shoes must be comfortable to 
keep a happy light in your eyes. And 
if you give a little care to choosing 
them, they may combine comfort, 
style, and serviceability. 

It is especially important for heavy 
women to select their shoes care- 
fully. Most heavy women have the 
flexible type of foot which is fre- 
quently too delicate for the weight 
it must bear. This is Mrs. Smedley’s 
case. We found she needed shoes 
which actually enclose her foot and 
which give support. Consequently we 
fitted her, for general wear, with ox- 
fords and a one-strap shoe with sen- 
sible heels. We have had articles on 
the need of buying the right shoes, 
first for the individual, and then for 
the use they are to be put to. Do get 
the right shoe for your foot and the 
life you lead, and save yourself fine 
lines around the eyes and hours of 
fatigue. 

The shoes selected for this ward- 
robe show plainly with the three- 


piece outfit on page 48—one strap; the 
same shoe is used with the print 
dress, page 47. But the evening skirt 
(page 51) hides the T-strap san- 
dals which, though pretty, do not 
have the very high heels which all 
women love. If you are striving for 
height, unless you are are very slen-_ 
der and unless you have the rigid 
type of foot, get your effect of height - 
by the lines of your clothes instead 
of by the half inch on your heels. 
Many women can wear high heels, 
and should; but just make sure you 
are one of them. 

‘Bags and gloves were chosen for 
Mrs. Smedley’s costumes: a set for 
the country or general use, and an 
afternoon or church outfit. Look at 
the navy calf street bag (center) ‘with 
its Talon slide fastener, two handles, 
and side pockets. Natural pigskin 
pull-on gloves are just right with it. 

Colorful and gay is the red patent- 
leather bag, below, with Talon fas- 
tener and, again, two handles. It is 
smart with the costume on page 50, 
as it carries out a touch of red in the 
print, and is also shown with the 
coat on page 49. With it wear white 
doeskin pull-ons or navy suede or 
fabric gloves. ; 

Please realize we have worked out 
this plan for a type. Each individual 
will have to make adjustments. Mrs. 
Smedley, talking with us as we went 
to department stores to see how she 
wore clothes which can be found 
everywhere, told us: “I never ap- 
preciated just how much effort and 
persistence it takes to find the right 
things. I became discouraged too eas- 
ily. When the Goop HOUSEKEEPING 
fashion staff launched this renovation 
program, I was amazed at the amount . 
of work, study, and analysis that was 
necessary.” 

We made test pictures to see just 
what the camera told us; then, having 
arrived at conclusions, we went tc 
great manufacturers to get certain 
types of clothes in the new spring 
styles. Here they are, very moderate 
in price for the woman with a mod- 
erate or small income. Ask for these 
Goop HovusEKEEPING models in your 
own stores. Your merchant. can get 
them for you. 

If you are in the locality where 
Mrs. Smedley will make personal ap- 
pearances, do go to see her and hear 
her tell you at greater length than 
we can in an article that clothes do 
much to make the woman. 








five-in-one scarf will give your basic 

dress a number of changes. Make 

this Magic Scarf and wear it in a dif- 
ferent way every time you put it on. 
It’s simply brimming with personality, 
and just what you need to pep up your 
wardrobe and chase away the Feb- 
ruary blues. In Roman-striped taffeta, 
tie silk, challis, or contrasting crepe, 
it will do wonders for any simple basic 
dress, black or colored, having either 
a high or V neckline. Grand, too, to 
make one dress look like several. The 
magic lies in the way you twist and 
tie it. 

As a Plastron, Fig. 1, it is spread wide 
over the bust, looped at the waist, and 
wound round the body with the ends 
tucked in or tied in a bow in front. The 
rather high V neck is caught together 
with a clip or invisible hook and eye. 
If you wish, you can fasten the scarf 
ends at back and spread the front apart, 
as in Fig 2. The Necklace Scarf, Fig. 3, 
knotted loosely at the throat and again 
directly below at the waist, one time 
ties in a bow (Continued on page 120) 


For pattern and directions to make five- 
in-one scarf, send 10¢ in stamps. Address 
Good Housekeeping Pattern Service, 57th 
Street at Eighth Avenue, New York City 
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Slote & Klein belt 
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clothes is toward com- 

fort, toward full skirts 
in which you can move 
easily, toward soft gir- 
dles, toward slacks, to- 
ward everything which 
women who lead active 
lives want for their 
greater freedom. We no 
longer want to be bound 
by our clothes or by old 
traditions. BUT—every- 
one doesn’t want to go 
about in trousers. Every- 
: one doesn’t want to slip 
into a dirndl. Nor is everyone go- 
ing to want a monk’s robe. There is 
nothing more comfortable than loose, 
self-adjustable garments. They are 
easy to make and easy to fit. How- 
ever, we all wear clothes for beauty 
as well as comfort; and before you 
leap into a monk’s robe you should 
be sure that it is the form of full skirt 
best adapted to your particular figure. 

About three years ago I made my 
first custom-made robes for my cli- 
ents. I will tell you all that I have 
discovered about such clothes, and 
you can apply it to your own prob- - 
lems. First, you will always want to 
make them of soft, drapy material. 
For the early spring and next winter 
you may make them of soft wool. For 
street or spectator sports wear you 
may make them of printed crepe or 
plain drapy silk. For sports wear or 
general country use you may make 
them of those nice soft cottons and 
linens which act like silk and wool 
crepes. 

Always you must keep in mind that 
this is a type of dress which owes its 
charm to draping and clinging to 
your figure. Pick up the material you 
are going to get for your monk’s robe 
by the corner and see whether it falls 
nicely in long folds. We selected a 
Cruisaline spun rayon and silk Noil 
print for the dress shown here. 

Why do I offer you this particular 
pattern? Because I discovered that 
the straight panel down the back 
of the dress, always lying flat and 
smooth (Fig. 1), is generally becom- 
ing. It prevents the robe from making 
you look like a sack tied in the mid- 


[et trend in women’s 


dle. It gives you a long unbroken line 
which adds to your height and lessens 
your width. It offers a eontrast to the 
drapery of the rest of the dress. 

I have put a soft collar on the dress 
which chimes in with the type. But 
I have discovered that such dresses 
are equally charming with no collar 
at all, for those who have very short 
necks or just don’t like collars. You 
can finish the neck with a little bind- 
ing. You can round it out, Fig. 2, 
leave it a boat neck, Fig. 3, or cut 
the neck down into a simple V, Fig. 4. 

Now, you may use my litile string 
belt and twist it together in front, or 
you may use a separate leather belt 
of the most becoming width for you. 
The advantage of the self belt is sew- 
ing it into the sides of the back panel 
and leaving that long straight back. 
If you are on the wide side, you'll 
find this method of belting most be- 

coming. You will also pull the full- 
ness of your dress toward the front 
and toward the back panel, leaving 
it flat on the hips. This gives you 
groups of fullness which are actually 
thin-making, breaking your width 
around. 

I am assuming that you all realize 
that the fatter you are, 
the worse you look in 
tight-fitting clothes. 
They make you look 
like a sausage and 
add nothing to your 
grace. This leads us 
right up to the ques- 
tion of which of you 
will want to get into 
these most comfort- 
able of garments, 
allowing for the fact 
that, as I said before, 
beauty is an object in 

ssing. 

If you are tall and 
thin, naturally you 
ean wear anything, 
including a monk’s 
robe. This tall-and- 
thin type should pull 
all fullness to the 
front, leaving back 
plain (Fig. 5). If you 
. are too thin, dresses 

of this type are espe- 





FIG. 5 


BY ELIZABETH HAWES 


cially becoming. If you are short and 
thin, you can also wear them. If you 
are on the wide side, you'll be able 
to wear them if you use my string 
belt and adjust the fullness as I’ve 
indicated. 

This leaves two types of figures for 
which I definitely don’t recommend 
this pattern. Those of you who have 
large busts which come almost from 
your waistlines will find the fullness 
above and below the belt in front 
unbecoming. (If you have that type 
of figure, however, it might be well 
for you to inquire into whether or 
not you’re wearing the righi type of 
brassiere.) If you are definitely short 


Photographs by Wynn Richards 
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and square, these dresses will just 
make you more square and less 
graceful. 

About two-thirds of you can wear 
these dresses, and I would say that 
for anyone who can use this type of 
dress it is a godsend. It is easy to 
make, easy to press. It covers your 
bumps, it lets you leave off your 
girdle if you like. It is in the trend of 
the style which will be with us for the 


next four or five years. 


For pattern and directions to make 
monk’s robe, give size—12 to 20—send 35¢ 
in stamps. Good Housekeeping Pattern 
Service, 57th St. at 8th Ave.,-N. Y. C. 
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ALL YOU NEED 
IS A SKIRT- OR SLACKS 


louses are usurping all sorts of places in fashion. 
B They are worn with suits as always, but this year 

they have stepped into the evening field and form 
the top of informal evening dresses with sheaths. They 
are also worn with slacks for sports. Here is a ward- 
robe—styles are varied, prices moderate—about $3.95 
each. For business choose the two-in-one lumber 
jacket above, of silk crepe with detachable jabot; dusty 
pink, white, maize, copen blue, lime, or aqua; 32 to 40. 
Next comes the perfect shirt, of striped silk with a 
brand-new point—buttons on both sides of convertible 
neckline. It looks as attractive open as closed, but- 
toned high as low. Wear it with a street or sports suit 
or informally with slacks; red, navy, brown, green 
on white in monotone stripes; sizes 32 to 42. For after- 
noon select the scalloped model of silk crepe, pin- 
tucked down the front, buttoned up the back; dusty 
pink, white, maize, copen blue, lime, or aqua; 32 to 40. 
And for late afternoon or evening with a long or short 
skirt what could be gayer than Schiaparelli’s rayon 
multicolored print, at right, with ruffle top and wrap- 
around sash, that molds the figure and ties at side in 
a bow; the puffed sleeves are flattering; sizes 32 to 38. 
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Jon Barry Blouses 


Photographs by Gray-O' Reilly 


LOOK FOR THESE BLOUSES IN THE FOLLOWING STORES 


DURING JANUARY AND FEBRUARY 

The Broadway, Los Angeles 
Famous Barr Co., St. Louis Kaufmann Dep’t Stores, Inc., 
Franklin Simon's, New York City Pittsburgh 
H. P. Wasson & Co., Indianapolis Kline’s Inc., Kansas City 
Hochschild, Kohn & Co., The May Co., Cleveland 


3altimore Younkers, Des Moines 





( Faber OF MUSHROOM, once brought out like heirloom sil- 
ver for special occasions, is fast becoming a real family 
favorite as well. This delicious soup, as Campbell’s make it, 
lends a festive touch to any meal, guests or not. A luxury 
soup in everything but price. Try it for luncheon or dinner 
soon, won’t you? 





What a soup, really! Your first spoonful will tell you how 
tasty it is. Here’s why: Blended with golden, farm-sweet cream 
(so thick it will hardly pour!) are plump, tender, cultivated 
mushrooms, Then dainty mushroom slices are added generously 
...a fitting climax to as fine a dish as ever graced a table. 


Play hostess to your family with this lavish party soup. 
Treat them often to Campbell’s Cream of 
Mushroom, smooth and creamy, for it is a 
treat, definitely. Watch them dip their spoons 
with delight into its smooth, rich depths. 
Your family will want this soup often. 


Is that you, Daddy ? 









Look for the 
Red-and-White 
Label 


Don’t be late. bc , > 
It’s Campbell’s Soup, 4 vr, 
And ait wait ! Willa, CREAM OF MU SHROOM 


February 1939 Good Housekeeping 


ZING RECORDS IN STOCKING MARATHONS! 


“Nightly washing with IVORY FLAKES helps each winner 
get thrilling long wear from 1 pair of stockings!” 


The evidence is pouring in! These wit- 
nessed mileage figures from winners of 
Gotham’s Stocking Marathons prove 
the money-saving value of two rules— 


1. Buy good stockings to start with 


2. After each wearing wash with Ivory 
Flakes—thin flakes of Ivory Soap, 
pure enough for a baby’s skin. 


READ WHAT MISS LAURA CONZ SAYS: 


“| WALK FOR MY HEALTH—eighteen or 
twenty miles a day. And my stockings 
take a lot of punishment. I walked 31714 
MILES in my lovely, sheer-looking MILES FOR NEWSPAPER WOMAN 
Gotham Gold Stripe Stockings. Washing si 
them out every single night with pure 
Ivory Flakes kept them fresh and new- 
looking much longer than any other stock- 
ings I’ve ever owned. My advice to every ' 
girl who wants to save money is this: Pro- FOR WAITRESS 
tect the silk, the color, the fit of your 

stockings by washing them after every 

wearing with pure, mild Ivory Flakes.” 


Miss Laura Conz, 
winner of Hornell, N. Y. Marathon 


























MILES 


Why not save money on stockings 

; yourself!! Of course, we cannot promise 

_. every woman 31714 miles of wear from 
every pair of stockings. But, barring 
accidents—if you buy good stockings 
and wash them after every wearing 
with pure Ivory Flakes—you’re help- 
ing yourself to extra miles of stocking 
wear. Get Ivory Flakes today. 


PHOTOGRAPHS 
POSED BY 
MODELS 





“SEE MY MILEAGE CLOCK” 


A pedometer that records every step is worn by each 
entrant in Gotham’s nationwide marathons. And every 
night each girl washes her pair of lovely Gotham Gold 


Stripe stockings with pure Ivory Flakes. Gotham chose People who make fine stockings and people 


Ivory Flakes because, “Nightly washing with pure 


Ivory Flakes helps protect delicate silk threads.” who sell them .. . advise IVORY FLAKES 


Se 


TRADEMARK REG. U.S. PAT. OFF. 


MILES FOR SALESWOMAN 





THE YOUNG MARRIED -SET 5 aE ae The Artistic Touch 














MY ITS THRILLING TO BE MARRIED 
TO AN ARTIST I LOVE TO 
POSE FOR YOU, BILL 


GOSH, MARCIA, L 
CAN'T PAINT YOUR 
HANDS THEY'RE SO 

ROUGH AND 
FUNNY- LOOKING, 


YOURS WOULD 
BE, TOO -IF YOU 
WASHED DISHES 
3S TIMES A 


MARCIA/ STOP! DON'T USE THAT 
STRONG SOAP! HERE'S AN AD I WANT TO GET YOUR 
SAYS YOU CAN HAVE SMOOTHER PRETTY HANDS ON CANVAS 
HANDS IF YOU USE IVORY exit MARCIA’S JUST AS THEY ARE. 


STRONG WASHDAY | [t= 

SOAP! SHE FOUND | 

THAT GENTLE 

IVORY COST HER 
ONLY ABOUT 

1¢ A DAY--- 

LESS THAN 
GRANULATED 

PACKAGE SOAPS. | 
IN 2 WEEKS 
HER HANDS 

LOOKED SO MUCH 
NICER - THAT--- 


HOLD STILL NOW, HONEY / 
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can be changed by various factors through- 
out life. 

In other words Nature herself has set 
no hard and fast physical boundaries be- 
tween the sexes. If we think of such traits 
as ruggedness, muscularity, heavy bones, 
pronounced features, body hairiness, etc., 
as masculine, and opposing characteristics 
as feminine, there can be found all grada- 
tions of these characteristics in either the 
male or the female population. And it is 
perfectly natural and normal for these 
gradations to exist. 

In terms of averages, however, it is quite 
clear that males in general are differen- 
tiated in structure and appearance from 
females in general. Further, these physi- 
cal differences have been present through 
the ages and have been and are found 
among all peoples in all environments, so 
that we are justified in thinking of them 
as basic. 

But the really important question is 
whether the physical differences between 
the sexes imply basic differences in be- 
havior and personality, in mental capacity, 
temperament, and aptitude. 

“Why, of course!” say the Jims and 
Sallys. “Men are naturally this way, and 
women are naturally that way.” 

“Oh, are they?” ask skeptical scientists. 
Is it manly for a man to powder and 
rouge? To go to beauty parlors and have 
his hair curled? To spend hours fussing 
over laces and finery for his adornment? 

_ “Mercy, no!” you say. “Any man who 
did that would be abnormal!” 

Yet it was quite normal for gallants to 
behave like that in the time of Louis XIV, 
in our own Colonial times, and at other 
periods in history 

More and more it becomes clear that sex 
personality and behavior are so strongly 
influenced by training, prevailing customs, 
laws, taboos, and enforced habits, that it 
would be difficult to establish given be- 
havior traits as universally natural and 
basic in either sex. A start could be made 
by trying to find out which traits are con- 
sidered masculine and which feminine; 
generally to characterize the sexes in a 
given time and place; and through this 
method to develop definitions and stand- 
ards by which masculinity and femininity 
could in some way be measured. 

This was the objective which led to a 
detailed study (Sex and Personality: 
McGraw-Hill) by Stanford University’s 
brilliant psychologist, Professor Lewis M. 
Terman, together with Catherine Cox 
Miles and a corps of associates. Over a 
period of ten years they analyzed sex dif- 
ferences in our population, sifting traits 
which predominated among males, and 
other traits which predominated among 
females. As characteristically masculine 
were revealed: an outwardly-directed dis- 
position, aggressiveness, pugnacity, self- 
assertiveness, an interest in things physical 
and scientific, a desire for adventure, etc. 

feminine were listed: an inwardly- 
directed disposition, sympathy, tenderness, 
- edncern with domestic affairs, personal 
adornment, artistic impulses. 

But it was clear that every person was 
a complex of many of these traits, that 
these traits could be found in every grada- 
tion among both males and females. So, in 
much the same way that they helped to 
perfect the intelligence tests for measur- 
ing an individual’s I.Q. (intelligence quo- 
tient), Professor Terman and his associ- 
ates proceeded to devise a series of tests 
whereby the degree of masculinity or 
femininity in any individual or his or her 
M.-F. Q. (Masculinity-Femininity Quo- 
tient) could be measured. 

The M.-F. tests comprise a set of about 


A Test for Femininity 


(Continued from page 33) 
450 questions—the same for both men and 
women—to each of which varying answers 
can be given that are designated as mas- 
culine or feminine. Every masculine re- 
sponse is scored with a plus mark, every 
feminine response with a minus mark, 
with some answers being considered neu- 
tral. When all the marks are totaled, an 
excess of pluses indicates the degree of a 
person’s mascu!inity; an excess of minuses, 
the degree of femininity. 

By testing thousands of individuals, it 
was found that between the male popula- 
tion as a whole and the female population 


as a whole there is a decided difference in 
M.-F. scores, indicating a distinct differ- 
ence in temperament and personality. But 
—and this is highly important—there are 
perfectly normal men who are more femi- 
nine in their responses than many women, 
while there are many normal women who 
are more masculine-minded than many 
men. 

Studying males and females according 
to occupational groups, we have some in- 
teresting revelations. The most masculine 
men—remember, always, on the basis of 
these tests—are college athletes and engi- 


YES? OR NO? 


Check your answers; then turn to page 195 for your rating. 


Have you ever kept a diary? 


Do 
Do 
Do 
Do 


OK AD We WN 


Do 
Do 


* * * 


Have you been bossed too much for your own good? 
. Are you much embarrassed when you make a grammatical mistake? 


Do people ever say that you talk too much? 

you ever have the same dream over and over? 

you like to go to parties, dances, or other social affairs? 
you often introspect or analyze your feelings? 

you think people like you as much as they do others? 

- Do people ever say you are a bad loser? 

you sometimes wish you had never been born? 

you feel yourself to be lacking in self-control? 

. Are you extremely careful about your manner of dress? 

- Do you worry much over possible misfortunes? 

. As a child were you extremely disobedient? 

- Does it make you angry for people to hurry you? 

Do you feel like jumping off when you are in a high place? 
Do you think a thing over carefully before you do it? 

Does the thought of hurting a person or animal give you great pain? 
Can you do good work while people are looking at you? 

Do you feel that you are getting a square deal in life? 


me 
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* * * 


TRUE OR FALSE? 


If you consider the statement mostly true, check the T. If you consider 
it mostly false, check the F. Then turn to page 195 for your rating. 


We should never give to beggars 


CSKANANU ER WN eS 


_ 
= 


* * * 


The face shows how intelligent a person is 
The weak deserve more love than the strong 
One usually knows when stared at from behind 
Love at first sight is usually the truest love 
Girls are naturally more innocent than boys 
Children should be taught never to fight 


An ugly face usually goes with a kind heart 
It is better to tell your troubles to your friends than to 


Blondes are less trustworthy than brunettes 


keep them to yourself 


See AAS ee SSS 
Pej Pf Da ey yy ary yyy 


* * * 


WORD ASSOCIATIONS 


Look at the word in capital letters, then at each of the four words which 
follow, and check the one that seems to go best or most naturally 
with the capitalized word. Then turn to page 195 for your rating. 


1. JEALOUS angry 

2. CHEEK blush 

3. ORDER buy 

4. BOND love 

5. SUCCESS business 
6. KISS baby 

7. DESIRE beauty 
8. TRUE edge 

9. FLESH blood 
10. POWDER explosion 


green lover women 
girl nerve pink 
command neat quiet 
paper security tie 
fame fortune marry 
lips love steal 
passion praise wish 
good soldiers story 
color meat soft 
face gun rouge 


DELICIOUS 
WAYS 





DRESS UP 
CHEAPER 
MEAT CUTS 
WITH TASTY 
FRANCO- 
AMERICAN 


ADD SAVORY 
GOODNESS 10 


LEFT-OVERS WITH 
FRANCO- 
AMERICAN 
SPAGHETTI 


SERVE THIS 

TEMPTING 

SPAGHETTI 
SOMETIMES AS 
A MAIN DISH 





A Mille ots dhe’ 
frr less than 3 a potion 


@ It’s just like having an expensive chef in 
your kitchen to get spaghetti with a sauce 
like Franco-American. It’s made with cheese 
... tomatoes... Savory seasonings... eleven 
different ingredients. There’s no work for you 
to do—just heat, serve and enjoy. The pic- 
tures above show only a few of the ways this 
delicious spaghetti makes food dollars go far- 
ther. A can holding three to four portions 
costs only ten cents. But be sure you get 
Franco-American. Order today. 


Peers 1's THE KIND 






B WITH THE 
GOOD SAUCE 


ay 


Franco-American 
SPAGHETTI 


MADE BY THE MAKERS OF CAMPBELL’S SOUPS 


Send bor ERE Racine Book 


Campbell Soup Company, Dept. 22 

Camden, New Jersey. Please send me ‘your free 
recipe book: “30 Tempting Spaghetti Meals,” 
Name (print) 

Address 

City. 
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HOW TO JUDGE YOUR RATING ON INK-BLOT TEST, Page 32 


PICTURE: A B Cc D 
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Masculine:| 1, 2, aft, 2| 


Feminine: | 3 {s, ali. 3, 4 | 3, 4 | 


neers. The least masculine are artists, 
clergymen, and journalists. 

Among women, the most feminine are 
domestics. Then come, in order, stenog- 
raphers, dressmakers, and hairdressers, 
women in artistic pursuits, housewives, 
business women, teachers and nurses. 
Lowest in femininity are women doctors 
and women athletes. 

You may ask, “Do these scores reflect 
basic masculinity or femininity—traits 
fixed in the individual—in the way that 
the intelligence tests are supposed to re- 
veal basic intelligence?” 

No, for other aspects of the studies show 
that degrees of femininity or masculinity 
in individuals are subject to many influ- 
ences which can change the M.-F. scores 
throughout life. Of these influences mar- 
riage is among the most important, exert- 
ing a feminizing effect on both sexes, but 
particularly on men. Normal bachelors 
average greater masculinity than married 
men. Married men, in turn, become more 
feminized the longer they are married, 
especially if there are children; and the 
more children there are, the more femi- 
nized fathers become. This is with one 
exception: where all the children are boys 
there is a tendency for both parents to 
become more masculine. With regard to 
women, an interesting note is that those 
who stay married—happily or unhappily 
—tend to be more feminine than divorcees. 


OMESTICITY itself, however, is not 

the sole cause of the feminizing process 
in men. Age also is an important factor, 
for longer domestication means increasing 
age; and in all men age has a feminizing 
effect. At the age of 20, the average M.-F. 
score of males is plus 58, whereas in men 
of 70 the average is down to plus 3, or 55 
points in the direction of femininity. In 
females there is only a slight increase in 
femininity as age progresses. 

The feminizing effects of age might be 
attributed both to social influences and 
to physical softening as one grows older. 
As to other physical influences, there is 
reason to believe that, on the whole, mas- 
culine physical traits in either sex tend 
to make for more masculine behavior and 
activities, while feminine physical charac- 
teristics in either sex act in the opposite 
way. But this is by no means the rule. As 
authorities have pointed out, and as your 
own experience may corroborate, a rug- 
ged build and the appearance of mascu- 
linity in a male or female often masks a 
soft, feminine nature; while some delicate- 
appearing man, equally with a dainty, 
Dresden-doll girl, may under the surface 
be as relentless and daring as the steeliest 
soldier. It is therefore hazardous to judge 
masculinity and femininity—or, in fact, 
any aspect of personality—by mere ex- 
ternal appearances or even by actions. 

More important than haphazard factors 
in influencing one’s sex personality are 
the effects of early training. In fact, scien- 
tists and psychologists are inclining, with 
increasing conviction, to the belief that a 
greater part of the personality differences 
between the sexes has been artificially 
cultivated. Consciously or unconsciously, 
parents strive to have their sons become 
as masculine as possible according to pre- 
vailing standards, and their daughters as 
feminine as possible. 

In view of the fact that no natural basis 
has been indicated for such differential 
training, one may well ask, “Is it wise?” 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
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Many psychologists and psychiatrists now 
assert emphatically that it is not. They 
say that incalculable harm may be done 
to many boys and girls by forcing them 
into patterns of behavior or pursuits 
which go counter to their impulses and 
capacities, and that later personality dis- 
orders and psychopathic conditions can 
often be traced to such against-the-grain 
conditioning. 


(Se are therefore beginning 
to question the wisdom of classifying 
any personality traits as masculine or femi- 
nine, as if these traits properly belonged 
only to one sex. Why, it is asked, should 
gentleness, tenderness, and sympathy, in- 
terest in cultural pursuits, home, and chil- 
dren, be considered feminine when these 
are, in fact, traits which civilization seeks 
to cultivate in all persons? Or why should 
strength, initiative, bravery, an interest in 
athletics, adventure, science, commerce, 
or politics be designated as peculiarly 
masculine, when they may be equally de- 
sirable in women and have, in fact, been 
revealed to splendid advantage by many? 

All of which leads to the suspicion that 
the prescribing of different spheres of ac- 
tivity and behavior for men on the one 
hand and women on the other may be laid 
to the desire of men to keep women in 
their place. So we may ask what science 
has to say about woman’s place, and espe- 
cially of women’s capacity for achieve- 
ment in comparison with men. 

To quote Professor Terman: 

“Intelligence tests have demonstrated 
for all time the falsity of the once widely 
prevalent belief that women as a class are 
appreciably or at all inferior to men in 
the major aspects of intellect. The essen- 
tial equality of the sexes has further been 
shown ... to obtain also in various fields, 
such as musical ability, artistic ability, 
mathematical ability, and even mechanical 
ability. The enfranchisement of women, 
and their invasion of political, commer- 
cial, and other fields of action formerly 
reserved to men have afforded increas- 
ingly convincing evidence that sex differ- 
ences in practical abilities are also either 
nonexistent or far less in magnitude than 
they have commonly been thought to be.” 

We are therefore left with these con- 
clusions: ; 

That the basic differences between the 
sexes are far less than they were ever 
supposed to be. 

That with regard to personality, mas- 
culinity and femininity are vague terms 
referring much less to any basic traits 
than to those artificially cultivated. 

That, unless we are quite satisfied with 
the present roles in which the sexes are 
cast, and believe them socially justified, 
boys and girls, men and women should be 
given wider freedom to develop, not as 
ee are supposed to do, but as they wish 

o do. 

And, with special reference to women, 
if they are not content with the subordi- 
nate role to which they have been rele- 
gated in achievement, science now indi- 
cates that there is no reason why they 
cannot rise to full equality with men in 
the arts, professions, and business. 

Or, in other words, to get back to Jim 
and Sally, if Jim should want to crochet, 
why shouldn’t he? And if someone figu- 
ratively has to wear the trousers in the 
family, what’s wrong with Sally’s wearing 
them if she can prove they fit her better? 





A year ago | marched down the aisle in my wedding veil. 
Bob promised to love me forever. But before very long, the 
quarrels began... 





My next-door neighbor caught me crying and promptly 
tossed my woes out the window. She told me my clothes 
had tattle-tale gray because they were only half-clean. She 
said I worked hard, but my lazy soap just didn’t wash out 
all the dirt. 


Flow can a man forget so soon? 





First it was his shirts. He said his mother used to wash them 
lots whiter. Gradually the nagging got worse—my curtains 
looked “dingy,” my linens were a “disgrace.” I thought he’d 
completely forgotten his promise, until... 





Quick as you please, I took her good advice and changed to 
Fels-Naptha Soap. And glory, what a difference! That richer 
golden soap blended with gentle naptha hustles out every speck 
of dirt and my things simply shine like snow. Now Bob says 
he married a wonder. And I’m so glad that wonder is me! 


COPR. 1939 FELS & CO. 


BANISH “TATTLE-TALE GRAY” WITH FELS-NAPTHA SOAP! 


TUNE IN! HOBBY LOBBY every Wednesday night. See local paper for time and station. 
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Don't 
( iry this 
} stunt... 


Bat. .- Just because you are nota pro- 
fessional strong man don’t neglect your 
jaw muscles. Weak jaw muscles are bad 
for the teeth, the gumsand thedigestion. 
Besides, they usually make you look old. 


Strong jaw muscles encourage the vigor- 
ous chewing that massages the gums 
and benefits the teeth. 


So chew a “chewy”? gum that helps provide the 
needed exercise for oral health. Many dentists 
suggest FLEERS because it is three times as large 
and eight times as chewy as ordinary gum. Get 
the extra benefit and extra pleasure of chewing 
FLEERS, Refreshing flavor all 
the way through — young or 
old, you'll like it. 


* 













TEST YOUR 
CHEWING STRENGTH! 


Find out whether your own 
jaw muscles need exercise. 


1. Bite off a piece of FLEERS 
size to suit you). 

2. Chew for 15 minutes. 

3. Check results, 

If very tired —muscles very weak. 7h), \ 

If slightly tired—muscles weak. £ 

If no effort—muscles strong. 

(Chew FLEERS regularly and | 

notice the improvement. Strong 

muscles don’t tire quickly.) 


Heelpetgee eee ee 


FLEE 


CDubble Kubble 
CHEWING GUM 


IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO MAKE 

THIS TEST AT OUR EXPENSE! 

...take this coupon to any store that sells 

- FLEERS DUBBLE BUBBLE GUM, and 

get one piece FREE of charge. Offer expires 

April 30, 1939. 

DEALERS: All distributors will redeem 
this coupon. 

DISTRIBUTORS: Coupon redemption 
guaranteed by 


FRANK H. FLEER CORP., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


ML Ce aCe 
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Public School 


(Continued from page 25) 


though they take children of the faculty 
free and offer many scholarships. Both 
schools take bright children, but no ex- 
treme problem children. Otherwise they 
are a reasonable cross-section of society 
in race, social and economic strata, and 
environment. 

It is story hour in the fourth grade at 
Horace Mann. Five children are telling 
about books they have read. One is Mrs. 
Bianca’s “Good Friends”; one is Marjorie 
Flack’s “Angus and the Ducks”; another, 
Anne Lindbergh’s “North to the Orient.” 
The choice of books shows a surprising 
range of difficulty and subject. 

The children have been working at a 
number of different things. Most of them 
have stopped now and joined a circle 
around one or another of the five story 
tellers. We learn that the books were 
posted; that five of the pupils volunteered 
to read them and to tell the other pupils 
about them. We notice that one girl work- 
ing on a frieze doesn’t join the listeners 
but just goes on with her task; that a lad 
working over some natural science stays 
at his_ desk; and that two boys shop 
around; listening to each of the story tell- 
ers in turn before choosing the one they 
want to hear. 


WE STOP in a junior-high-school class 
‘of girls. We are taken aback at the 
theme: these girls are learning how to 
make themselves more attractive! Is that a 
question for school to bother with? Well, 
the homemaking teacher is talking about 
the necessity of washing the face, about the 
effect of air on skin and hair. Then comes 
the question of soap. There is, they learn, 
good soap and bad soap. The science 
teacher intervenes here and begins telling 
something about the nature of soap. Later, 
we are told, they will learn something 
about advertising in newspapers and 
magazines, will study the pure food and 
drug laws, and so on. 

Here is a second-grade classroom. In 
this, as in all the schoolrooms, the desks 
are not rigidly fixed to the floor. The at- 
mosphere is more that of an informal 
group than a class. The second grade is 
having a music lesson. One youngster is 
playing “America” on the piano. The 
others are listening attentively. There 
isn’t any whispering such as we notice at 
symphony concerts. When the little musi- 
cian finishes, the class applauds. Then 
they call, “Nina.” A tiny black-haired girl 
with minute blue bows on her hair comes 
reluctantly toward the piano. She doesn’t 
want to play. The teacher leans down and 
says something quietly, and she climbs up 
onto the piano stool to begin “The Happy 
Farmer”... She hesitates, but really she’s 
very good. When she finishes, a little boy 
says: “Won’t you try to play ‘Blue Dan- 
ube?’ I like to hear it.” Nina tries. 

We follow the second grade into assem- 
bly. A number of the elementary grades 
are gathered here, and they’re all talking 
at once. A teacher says, “Do we have time 
for all this talking?” The children chorus 
“No,” and that’s that. 

We want to see how children learn 
something of arithmetic, and are directed 
to the sixth grade. The desks here are 
like the desks in any old-fashioned school, 
but they aren’t stationary, and they are 
arranged in a semicircle. The children are 
bent over their notebooks, engaged in a 
drill in long division. The children check 
the answers to the problems they have 
been doing. Then they exchange books 
and check one another’s work. 

The teacher mentions a number of de- 
tails, in addition to the accuracy of the 
answers. There’s the matter of making 
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see page 6 


good, clear numerals; the importance of 
fine, clean pages; of neatness. There is no 
disorder in this class, there are no inter- 
ruptions. Children who want to speak or 
ask questions raise their hands just as 
children do in any public school. 

Now we go to the Lincoln School. We 
want to visit the high-school classes. The 
one we get into first is having a course 
entitled “Living in the Machine Age.” 
Someone tells us that the course starts 
out with an understanding of the individ- 
ual’s physical background, then takes up 
the child as a human being in his social 
relationships. There is no one teacher. A 
class may have two or three or five teach- 
ers, working at what seems a spontaneous 
job but what is actually very carefully 
planned cooperative teaching. 

It sounds vague to us, and we are glad 
when a girl about fourteen years old is 
invited to stand and summarize the Euro- 
pean situation. 

This child, in a yellow sweater and yel- 
low socks, had all the poise in the world. 
First she set forth the major historical 
events from the time of the Versailles 
Treaty to the Munich Conference. It 
would have done credit to anyone, that 
summary. Sometimes she would stop and 
quiz members of the class. “What terri- 
torial changes did Germany undergo at 
Versailles?” Or “Does anyone know what 
is meant by reparations?” 

“In our lifetime,” she concluded, “we 
shall see the downfall of Great Britain 
and France because they are letting Ger- 
many have everything she wants.” Where- 
upon the teacher and several classmates 
objected. The youngster admitted that was 
her personal opinion, not part of the fac- 
tual presentation. A good deal of lively 
general discussion went on afterward. 


Now nobody told this child that she was 
good or bad. She had had no text- 
books; she had gathered her material from 
the library and from the newspapers. 

Several maps were hanging on the wall, 
and in a brief intermission which followed 
this recitation—attended, incidentally, by 
the history teacher—the children clus- 
tered around the maps and continued to 
talk about the European situation. We 
confess we had never seen children in the 
public schools so absorbed in a subject 
that they carried it out to recess. The 
teachers remained on hand, and several 
children talked with them about it. 

After intermission something else was 
scheduled. It appeared that on the pre- 
ceding day the children had had their eyes 
examined. So they had all written papers 
about the human eye. Most of them had 
made working diagrams of it and written 
compositions describing its construction 
and functions. 

We look at those papers, because we 
have heard occasionally that progressive- 
school children cannot write or spell well. . 
We find the spelling first-rate. Even the 
hard, unfamiliar words are pretty accu- 
rately spelled. About a third of the papers 
are typewritten. About a third are written 
in quite admirable penmanship. The rest 
are mediocre or poor. 

The discussion, under the direction of 
the science teacher, the sociology teacher, 
and the supervising teacher who stays in 
the room all the time, is all about eyesight. 
The pupils tell of the books they have 
consulted about it. Apparently their ma- 
terial came from the library, not from 
textbooks. They talk about defects in their 
own eyes which the examination has re- 
vealed, and the social implications, such 
as the importance of correct vision when 
driving an automobile. They discuss the 
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Boy Teaches Girl— Nancy Hogvet gets a lesson in the fine art Most Snapshotted Engaged Couple—Anne Clark Roose- 
of hitting the bull’s-eye. Her fresh young skin gets simple and __ velf faced the camera squad cheerfully for 4 hours straight in 
intelligent care. “‘I cream my skin every day with Pond’s Cold exchange for 3 weeks’ privacy before her wedding! She says: 
Cream. That puts extra ‘skin-vitamin’ into it, besides cleaning “ ‘Skin-vitamin’ helps skin health. I’m glad to have this 
and softening it.” plus element in such a good cream as Pond’s.” 


PONDS 


' Vitamin A, the “‘skin-vitamin,” 
is necessary to skin health. Skin 
that lacks this vitamin becomes 
rough and dry. But when “skin- 
vitamin” is restored, it helps 
make skin soft again. 


ial. sks Vee os NMEA © Scientists found that this vita- 
Big Moment—Camilla Morgan"(now 245 Presents—Marjorie Fairchild sails for Bermuda ™”, applied to the skin, healed 








me 


Mrs. Remsen Donald) finds it takes honeymoon day after her wedding at St. Thomas’s— wounds and burns quicker. 
two to cut a cake. “I’ll always use one of the prettiest weddings of the season. She says: @ Now this “skin-vitamin”’ is 
Pond’s,” she says. “‘When skin needs ‘“Pond’s was famous when I was stillin my high chair. in every jar of Pond’s Cold 
Vitamin A, it gets rough and dry. I use it for the reason they did then—to smooth skin Cream! Use Pond’s night and 
Pond’s Cold Cream helps make up beautifully for make-up.” morning and before make-up. 
for this.” Same jars, labels, prices. 


Tune in on “THOSE WE LOVE,” Pond'’s Program, 
Mondays, 8:30 P. M., N.Y. Time, N.B.C. 


Copyright, 1939, 


% Statements concerning the effects of the ‘skin -vitamin’’ applied to the skin are based upon 
medical literature and tests on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method, 
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HOW TO MAKE KIDDIES 
WASH THEIR HANDS 
—AND LIKE IT! 


| SENT TO THE MAKERS OF 
LIFEBUOY FOR WASH-UP 
/ CHARTS AND FREE SCHOOL~ 
Wii SIZE CAKES OF LIFEBUOY 


MY CHILDREN WERE 
ENTRANCED WITH THE IDEA 
OF PLAYING THE FASCINATING 
CLEAN HANDS HEALTH GAME 
—AND KEEPING THEIR 
OWN SCORE 


NOW CLEAN HANDS ARE A 
HABIT WITH MY CHILDREN 
NO MORE SCOLDING OR 
PLEADING. HOW MUCH 
EASIER THAT IS ON ME! 





, go NN. 
%G 3 . wr mM iy y 
“Fee 10 EVERY MOTHER 
sz the coupon below. Send for Wash-up 

Vl Charts and school-size Lifebuoy for your 
children —under 12 years of age. 20,000,000 
children have learned the habit of clean 
hands from this game—yowrs will, too! Re- 
member, hands can pick up germs. Lifebuoy 
not only washes away dirt—but helps re- 
move germs as well. See that your children 


develop the habit of washing their hands 
with Lifebuoy, especially before meals, 







HEALTH SOAP 
for face, hands, bath. 
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Lever Brotruers Co., 
Dept. W-262,Cambridge,Mass. 
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vocational handicaps of certain types of 
poor eyesight. They hear something about 
eyes and health in general, and finally 
switch off to the relationship of health to 
income. After which they leave to have 
their ears examined! 

So we leave, too, and go into an art 
class. Several girls are in this room, each 
doing something different. They choose 
whatever medium they like. One girl, who 
hopes to be a commercial artist, is illus- 
trating a book. Another, who wants to be 
a fashion designer, is making charcoal 
sketches of a nude figure. We wonder 
what this has to do with clothes and learn 
that the sewing teacher feels she will un- 
derstand the human figure better if she 
learns to draw it. Most of this class, how- 
ever, we track down outside the school- 
room. They are out-of-doors, drawing. 
We are fascinated by two youngsters 
working side by side. They see, and are 
setting down, entirely different things: 
one, a pleasant autumn park scene of trees 
and shrubs; the other, two bums dozing 
on a bench! 

We go back inside, to a French class. 
Everyone has books on his desk, but all 
are eagerly discussing in French a French 
movie they saw the night: before. The 
teacher- gently corrects grammar, idiom, 
and accent, but casually and in the course 
of the conversation. We notice there isn’t 
a single bored face. When these young- 
sters leave the room, others come in. We 
learn that the second group is composed 
of slower, less competent scholars, all 
gathered together for a different type of 
French lesson. 

We begin to understand the core of this 
progressive education. The trend is away 
from information as presented in a text- 
book, toward education governed by the 
combination of the teachers, the children, 
the administration of the school, and the 
parents. 


For the parents are expected to be part 

of this. At the Ethical Culture School we 
hear that before a child is accepted some 
representative visits the applicant’s home 
to see whether or not the school can count 
on the cooperation of the parents. Mothers 
and fathers play a large part, for Ethical, 
in common with other progressive schools, 
insists that education is a 24-hour job. 
Every class in the school has a parent as- 
sociated with it, a sort of class mother. 
The mothers of the children in each class 
meet regularly, to understand the work 
their youngsters are doing and to decide 
questions cooperatively. When should 
boys and girls be allowed to have “dates”? 
When should a party end? At what age 
should a child be allowed to take the sub- 
way or bus and go to school alone? All 
such problems are a matter for discussion 
by groups of parents. 

Teachers explain the work and discuss 
the individual child with his own parents, 
for this kind of education is hard for some 
parents to grasp. It must be explained 
from time to time. For instance, we hear 
sometimes that in progressive schools the 
child is allowed to do whatever he pleases, 
and that his work is chiefly play. There 
is some surface evidence of that. Here at 
Ethical Culture School we see a roomful 
of blocks, painting materials, wood, etc. 
The children decide what they shall do 
with them; the teacher never tells them. 
However, the parents are told that the 
materials are carefully selected and that 
suggestion is inherent in them. But once 
a child has started a job, he is not per- 
mitted to discard it unfinished. 

This, the project method of teaching, 
looks like fun. In this particular room 
some youngsters are building a playhouse 
—a popular project in the elementary 
grades in most progressive schools. The 

| materials aren’t new. The children have 
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brought in an old wooden box from some- 
where. First they have to take it apart. It 
takes them some minutes to figure how 
to get a crooked nail out, but they do it. 
They’ve achieved something, and several 
of them have done it together. That’s ac- 
complishment and cooperation. They learn 
measurement on this project, whereas we 
used to learn how to measure on black- 
boards and pieces of paper. 

One boy becomes discouraged and 
walks off. The teacher doesn’t tell him he 
must go on with the playhouse. She says 
to him: “The other children want that 
playhouse very much. They will be grate- 
ful to you when you have helped finish 
it.” She appeals to his pride and his reason 
instead of exercising her authority. He 
goes back to work. 

Up in the seventh grade, where they 
are learning Egyptian history, we are told 
somebody said, “Let’s make a movie.” So 
they are doing just that. Several of the 
children are working in the library learn- 
ing the customs of these long-dead people, 
their religion, their home life, their busi- 
ness methods. Others are at the Metro- 
politan Museum of Art studying costumes 
and art objects. In the clay room some of 
them are making vases; in the art room 
they are painting Egyptian scenery. 
Everything must be authentic. In the 
course of making the movie the children 
will learn a great deal about the land of 
the pyramids; and, incidentally, they will 
go to the commercial movies with a more 
critical eye. They have already discovered 
some interesting facts in their exploring. 
They unearthed the fact that Egyptian 
workmen of long ago once organized a 
strike. That's an exciting part of the 
movie, and it teaches them that there is 
an historical background and a continuity 
to labor problems. 

Officials of this school point out that 
these children may be making a movie, 
but that in the course of it they are learn- 
ing history, they are learning facts. A 
whole civilization is coming alive for them 
se if never would in the pages of a text- 

ook. 


ONE criticism of the progressive school 
is that children are not taught facts. 
These educators say they end by knowing 
them, not merely memorizing them, to be 
forgotten after examination day. For they 
have gone out and hunted their facts, not 
in required reading but in the libraries 
and museums. They have exercised initia- _ 
tive and energy in the pursuit of knowl- 
edge. And they have learned also the 
social virtue of cooperation. 

Now this is all very well in these pri- 
vate schools, but what about the child who 
is not bright enough to have a scholarship, 
and whose parents cannot afford to pay 
tuition? One answer is that progressive 
education has its proponents in the public 
schools. ; 

Some eleven years ago the New York 
City public-school system inaugurated an 
experimental center to see if these modern 
ideas could be carried out in a public 
school. This school, now independent, is 
called “The Little Red Schoolhouse.” It is 
on Bleecker Street. Two-thirds of its pupils 
come from the neighborhood—which isn’t 
a rich one. Others come from the Bronx 
and similar white-collar moderate-in- 
come areas. It is not a public school today, 
but its work is the same as a public 
school’s. \ 

This school is interesting. For one thing 
it welcomes the difficult child. For another 
it has a wide diversity of youngsters in 
attendance, from the child who comes in 
a limousine to the lad whose father is on 
WPA. The school has larger classes than 
the ones we have visited; it is a little more 
informal; it hasn’t so many teachers. Its 
purpose is to answer the question: can 


Like your heart, your skin must 
keep active 24 hours a day. Use 
this “skin-awakening” cream to 
help keep your skin appealing. 


We you sleep, your skin must be 
ceaselessly wakeful and working. Only 
so can your complexion hold the healthy 


“aliveness” that makes for cream-smooth 
texture and flawless clarity. 


That’s why it’s such good cosmetic sense 
to use Woodbury Cold Cream night and 
morning. Your skin soon feels an awaken- 
ing of its flagging energies. For Woodbury 
Cold Cream contains a skin-stimulating 
Vitamin, which helps the skin work actively. 
Woodbury Cold Cream is a basic cream 
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for beauty. It tones and stimulates the 
skin. It cleanses the pores thoroughly. It 
brings needful oils to soften your skin. 
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All through your Beauty Sleep 
our skin 72s stay Awake 





And in this cream you have germ-free 
purity to the very last dab in the jar. 


To be alert, alive, busy for your beauty, 
your skin needs the cleansing, stimulating 
care of this skin-enlivening cream. Get a 
jar of Woodbury Cold Cream today! Only 
$1.00, 50¢, 25¢, 10¢, at beauty counters. 


YOURS...SMART NEW MAKE-UP KIT 
John H. Woodbury, Inc., 6401 Alfred St., Cincinnati, Ohio 
(In Canada, John H. Woodbury, Ltd., Perth, Ont.) 

Please send me new Woodbury Make-up Kit, containing 
tube of Woodbury Cold Cream; attractive metal compacts 
of Woodbury Facial Powder, Rouge and Lipstick. I enclose 
10c to cover packing and postage. 


CHECK MAKE-UP DESIRED 





CHAMPAGNE WINDSOR ROSE | 
(For golden skin) (For pink skin) 
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YOUR LOVELIEST AGE 


Peli) 


Each year you grow more sure of your- 
self...gain poise...increase your charm 
...achieve the grace of tranquillity. With 
these years behind, you should be at your 
loveliest in every way. But you must be- 
ware of dry skin. The wonderfully effi- 
cient Barbara Gould dry skin treatment 
is so simple you can give it to yourself in 
afew minutes. Followit for several weeks, 
and we think you'll be so pleased with 
the results that you’ll use it forever! 


Barbara Gould Simplified 
‘Dry Skin Treatment 
First...a brisk, thorough cleansing with 
BARBARA GOULD SPECIAL CLEANSING CREAM, 
Even deeply imbedded dirt can’t resist it... 
and it’s arich, softening cream as well. $1.00 
Second ... remove all traces of cream and 
dirt with BARBARA GOULD SKIN FRESHENER. 
It’s refreshing, toning and fragrant 85e 


Last... apply BARBARA GOULD SPECIAL 
DRY SKIN CREAM. It’s compounded of super- 
refined oils so softening, so soothing ...so 
efficient at urging on that firm, fresh look 
in complexions...that they act as a bene- 
diction of loveliness on dry skins. Leave it 
on all night for best results . 


$1.50 





35 WEST THIRTY-FOURTH STREET 
NEW YORK, N. Y. 


the progressive process be taken over by 
the public schools? It is only an elemen- 
tary school; the pupils are sent to high 
school at thirteen. All the eleven groups 
are organized by age, not by grade. The 
reason is that this school thinks it is best 
for children to grow up with others of 
their own age, for they play together, be- 
come friends, and have a fairly uniform 
emotional development. Miss Elizabeth 
Irwin, head of the school, contends it is 
important for children to feel they are 
responsible members of a group; it makes 
for stability, like life in a small town. It 
is true, she says, that youngsters develop 
at different intellectual speeds. The child 
who is good in arithmetic may be weak 
in something else. Therefore, instead of 
pushing him into another class, as is done 
in the traditional schools, Miss Irwin sees 
to it he has more arithmetic. ; 

In one room in “The Little Red School- 
house” we see a group of very small chil- 
dren working at blocks on an oilcloth on 
the floor. We hear they are studying New 
York. They’ve been to the top of one of 
the great towers and seen with their own 
eyes that Manhattan is an island. Now 
they are making a map of it. 

An older group, thirteen-year-olds, are 
studying various regions of America. 
They’re-~preparing to go to New Jersey 
on a weekend trip to see how the geo- 
graphic conditions influence the lives of 
the people. Later they’re going to some 
almost forgotten communities in the hills 
in the northern part of the state. Then 
they are going to manufacturing sections, 
to the truck-gardening regions; to the Re- 
settlement. Administration’s experiment, 
to the old Raritan canal. The course takes 
in history, sociology, and economics. Dur- 
ing the winter, in studying the manufac- 
turing North, they will visit the New 
York Stock Exchange, an iron foundry, 
an automobile assembly plant, and so on. 
Outsiders come in to talk with them: 


_|mewspapermen, architects, housing ex- 


perts, artists. They'll tackle difficult sub- 
jects, such as the Negro problem. When 
they come to that, theyll go to Harlem, 
read Negro poetry, hear Negro music. The 
object is to teach history and to open as 
many facets of contemporary life as pos- 
sible, as vividly as possible. 


-| TET us cross the continent now, to Los 


Angeles. The public schools here have 
been adapting progressive techniques. 
Says the report of the Superintendent of 
Schools, Vierling Kersey, “In the elemen- 
tary .schools, education is guidance— 
guidance in health, in happy participation 
in the school’s activities, in normal 
achievement in the tool subjects (reading, 
spelling, writing, arithmetic), and in 
growth in self-direction, likableness, and 
responsibility.” So we find counselors and 
psychologists attempting to understand 
the individual child—working, planning, 
advising with his teachers and parents. 
So we find youngsters playing house; go- 
ing out-of-doors to understand nature; 
learning about Indians by studying their 
music, costumes, dances, and customs, in 
the course of a play about them. We find 
these babies working with gardens, with 
animals, as well as with books and ma- 
terials. 

In the junior and senior high schools, 
the same attention, insofar as possible, is 
given the individual student. Here the 
boys and girls not only gain their “tools” 
and their glimpses into contemporary life, 
but they are also introduced to a range 
of trades which may stimulate then? to 
choose work intelligently in later life. 
Boys print their own paper, learn how to 
set type and operate presses; they build 
radios and work on the loud-speakers. 
They have a chance to work in well- 
equipped machine and metalwork shops. 
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Girls learn cooking and shorthand and 
homemaking and care of babies. 

Detroit is another city which has in- 
troduced some of these methods. Says 
Frank Cody, the superintendent, in his 
annual report: “Through nearly a century 
of progress marked by improvements in 
methods and the expansion and variation 
of curriculums, it is significant that the 
three R’s remain basic to all education. 

“Significant of our teaching procedure 
is the early grouping of children accord- 
ing to their individual characteristics, 
their abilities to learn, their physical 
status, and their natural inclinations. In 
Detroit, the school program is planned on 
a long-range basis in order to secure a 
balanced development of all the poten- 
tialities of the individual child. 

“School children today engage in ac- 
tivities, group work, and projects. Dram- 
atization, informal. discussion, exhibits, 
demonstrations, and visits to such places 
as factories, air terminals, and creameries 
indicate the variety of activities which 
make up the classroom program. Discip- 
line, as a problem, has largely disappeared 
in activities motivated by a self-directing 
interest. Special learning difficulties of the 
individual child are provided for by con- 
tinuous remedial work in all studies.” 

So we see children in these schools 
learning their tables by playing “grocery 
store,” or more advanced arithmetic by 
playing at banking. There are gardens, 
vegetable and flower; there are aquariums 
and microscopes; the children see a real 
voting place with its mechanism. 
“Clean-up Week” gives them an oppor- 
tunity to learn that “order is the first law 
of the universe.” We see one group study- 
ing the way the city spends the tax dol- 
lar; another group learning to use the 
radio. There are musical instruments on 
which children learn to play. Some learn 
masonry, some carpentering; some learn 
to use the dictaphone and the calculating 
machine. 


WE COULD go on describing these pro- 
gressive schools throughout the coun- 
try. Some are conservative. Some are 
extreme, believing that suppression of 
anything the child wants to do is wicked 
and wrong. Some, public and private, suf- 
fer from careless or ill-trained teachers, 
or inept guidance. The progressive school 
often is a more difficult place for the 
teacher, albeit a pleasanter one, than the 
old-fashioned school where her program 
is more rigidly prescribed and where she 
is not obliged to exercise so much per- 
sonal initiative. 

Let us see, however, what some experts 
have to say. Let us go to see William C. 
Bagley, Professor of Education at Teach- 
ers College, Columbia University, and one 
of the great educators who is vigorously 
opposed to progressive techniques for any 
but children in the first three grades. Says 
Dr. Bagley: 

“These schools discount systematic and 
sequential learning, such as arithmetic or 
history, where the material depends on 
the internal relationships of the matter 
learned. After all, subtraction follows ad-— 
dition; fractions naturally come after long 
division, and decimals after fractions. His- 
tory comes as a series of causes and ef- 
fects. 

“The project, the unimportant thing, 
is made the goal in the progressive school, 
not the learning the children acquire in 
pursuing that goal. . 

“The progressive system tends to neg- 
lect systematic sequential learning. 

“It tends to overemphasize the imme- 
diate interests and purposes of the learner 
and fails to provide for future needs. 

“It presupposes in many cases ability on 
the part of the immature learner to choose 
wisely how and what he shall learn. 


“You can’t go out like that!“ she gasped 





I'll never forget Jean’s face when she saw that old leather 
pocketbook! She couldn’t have looked more startled if I'd 
appeared in hip boots. “‘Sally!’—she gasped—“You can’t 
go out like that! That valise looks dreadful with your new 
silver dress! Where’s your brocade evening bag?” 


“Listen,” | snapped: “I know this looks 
awful. But I don’t happen to be a magi- 
cian! I can’t cram powder, lipstick, keys 
—and a sanitary napkin—into that little 
brocade bag. It just wasn’t made for a 


Jean just laughed. “But you’re not go- 
ing for the week-end, dopey! I'll give 
you a Modess pad—and you'll feel per- 
fectly safe without an extra one. Wait— 
let me show you something that will end 


crisis like this!” 


your fear of embarrassing accidents...” 





And she certainly did! She took the 
moisture-resistant backing out of a 
Modess pad . . . and poured water on 
it! Not a drop went through! I saw 
that I could rely on Modess, with com- 
plete peace of mind! 


“Better yet,” she added, “you'll have the 
most comfortable evening you've ever 
known. Look at this soft, fluffy Modess 
filler! See the difference between ‘fluff- 
type’ Modess, and those ‘layer-type’ 
pads you’ve been buying!” 


So—I carried my swank little brocade bag, completely reas- 
sured ... Jean was awake when I got back and she declares 
I raved more about Modess than I did about the party! 
And why not! It’s a great day in a woman’s life when she 
discovers a sanitary napkin that’s both softer and safer.., 
yet costs as little as Modess does! 


Get in the habit of saying’ Modes! 


(IF YOU PREFER A NARROWER, SLIGHTLY SMALLER PAD ASK FOR JUNIOR MODESS) 
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for a 24 days’ 
supply 


Wonders can happen — to you. Wonders of feeling 
well, looking well — of being awfully glad you're 
alive. Vitamins can be the secret. Which 
vitamins? All those vitamins that you may need. 


Vitamins Plus once a day is the vitamin routine 

complete. In two tiny, easy-to-take capsules it 
Supplies vitamin groups A, B, C, D, E, Gand, for 
plus effectiveness, it also contains liver 


concentrate and iron. 


Combat the strain of everyday 
modern living — be a very 
charming person to 
know. Vitamins Plus — 
—a 24 days' supply — 
2.75. (Same Price in 
Canada. ) 


VITAMINS PLUS is on sale at lead- 
ing department and drug stores. 
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ATL TAMINS PLUS, INC., 370 LEXINGTON AVE., Ne Ye Ceo 


Pl Herewith is $2.75 for a 24 days’ sup- Cl 
ply of Vitamins Plus 


Send my Vitamins.Plus C. O. D. 


Name 
Street 
City 


IN CANADA: $2.76 — McGILLIVRAY BROS., Ltd., TORONTO 
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Please send me your booklet, 
“What can I expect from vitamins?” 








“It tends to discredit the acquisition of 
knowledge. The progressive schools talk 
of ‘mere book learning’ and ‘mere infor- 
mation’ as if it were unimportant. 

“It tends to overemphasize individual 
needs and purposes and interests and to 
neglect the interests of society, which has 
an important stake in the formed intelli- 
gence of every individual. 

“Biologically, the meaning of infancy is 
dependence and need for guidance, con- 
trol; and discipline. Progressive educators 
fly in the face of this biological meaning 
of immaturity. 

“It encourages the relaxation of prac- 
tices and loose standards. It discredits 
knowledge, and is opposed to conformity, 
which may be easily rationalized later by 
the learner into nonconformity of every 
unsocial description.” 

That’s a pretty sweeping condemnation 
of the progressive-school movement. We 
are going to have an equally imposing 
reply. Before we come to it, let us review 
the objectives of this progressive educa- 
tion, which were stated twenty years ago 
by the Progressive Education Association, 
and which stand today. Those objectives 
are: Freedom for the child to develop 
naturally. Interest as the motive for all 
work, to be satisfied and developed 
through direct and indirect contact with 
the world and its activities; application of 
knowledge gained; correlation between 
different subjects; and consciousness of 
achievement. The teacher as a guide, not 
a taskmaster; scientific study of pupil de- 
velopment. Greater attention to all that 
affects the child’s physical development. 
Cooperation between school and home to 
meet the child’s life. The progressive 
school a leader in educational movements. 


PROFESSOR WILLIAM H. KILPAT- 
RICK, formerly also of Teachers Col- 
lege, and one of the great proponents of 
progressive education, supports these ob- 
jectives and these methods. Says he: 

“Most careful studies have proved to us 
that pupils in progressive schools learn as 
well as or a little better than those in 
other schools. Wrightstone’s recent study 
of twenty representative children in pro- 
gressive schools in New York City and 
twenty children of the same age, the same 
ability (I.Q.), the same character and en- 
vironment, indicates that the pupils in the 
progressive schools are superior in ordi- 
nary school subjects, in appreciation, and 
in character traits of cooperation, initia-. 
tive, and creativeness.” 

Dr. Kilpatrick then shows us a book, 
Collings’ “An Experiment with a Project 
Curriculum.” This work is older than 
Wrightstone’s study, but it is an examina- 
tion into the results of rural public schools 
with a progressive curriculum. It gives 
impressive data indicating that progres- 
sive-school children have a more satis- 
factory attendance record; that they read 
more; that they bring the school into the 
home, stimulating their parents to use li- 
braries, to subscribe to magazines, to take ~ 
more part in community life. Their health 
is better and their interests wider. 

“Progressive education,” continues Dr. 
Kilpatrick, “is a genuine effort to bring 
to bear what is known about learning and 
what is accepted by the thoroughly demo- 
cratic outlook. 

“This type of education has been com- 
ing for 102 years. The older forms were 
not satisfactory. We have proof of that. 
Horace Mann said that in 1837 pupils ran 
the teachers out of 150 to 200 rural schools 
in Massachusetts, by a ‘triumph of rebel- 
lious scholars.’ 

“Certainly the work was ill-adapted to 
children. In 1845 the grammars carried 
the direction that children should first 
memorize, then understand. The first thing 
they. memorized was ‘English is divided 


into four parts: etymology, orthography. 
syntax, and prosody’! 

“When children can’t understand, they 
turn to badness. To the degree to which 
schools have adapted work to child na- 
ture, in that degree has punishment died 
cut. Suppose you want a child to behave. 
The old way was to give him a seat and 
make him sit there. He wasn’t practicing 
good conduct; he was just practicing doing 
nothing. That’s not life, the way the child 
behaves when talking and dealing with 
people. 

“Changes,” Dr. Kilpatrick goes on, 
“have come along two lines: To introduce 
more of the quality of living into the 
school, and to change the character of the 
schoolwork so that it fits more into the 
quality of living. Grammar is now taught 
as the use of words in reading and writing 
and talking. You build character through 
quality of living. You build intelligence 
through the character of work. 

“As to systematic and sequential learn- 
ing—the child learns each thing as he 
needs it. Each new thing is learned be- 
cause his old learning needed addition to 
it, and the old and the new learning are 
reorganized together for use. You go 
through life learning like that. What you 
know enables you to select what is sig- 
nificant, and the new and the old join 
and become one new thing. Children at 
the Lincoln School discuss, for instance, 
modern problems in Europe in terms of 
the past as well as of today. 

“A baby doesn’t pay attention to any- 
thing long at a time. A child ten years 
old can make a plan and stick to it longer 
than a child six years old. A person of 
twenty-six can make a plan longer than 
a sixteen-year-old, and a man of thirty- 
six or forty-six can make one which will 
outlast his own lifetime. We recognize this 
when we teach. If the child memorizes be- 
cause someone makes him, that’s all there 
is to it. Integration doesn’t go on. Intelli- 
gent integration of thinking must fit the 
developmental range of the interest span 
of the learner. If you expect him to go 
beyond that, he doesn’t learn it as well. 
If a child works at what interests him, 
he reaches out. 

“Tt is elso urgent that people learn bet- 
ter and better how to choose. Life is a 
matter of choice and pursuit of choice. 
We expect the boy at twenty-one to know 
what to choose, and how to do what he 
chooses. Therefore he must practice what 
to do and how to do it. The teacher’s func- 
tion is to help the child to set up his aims; 
teach him how to pursue them; and how 
to acquire subject matter in pursuance of 
those aims.” 


OW if the goal of the progressive school 

is, as Mr. Rollo G. Reynolds, head of 
the Horace Mann School, expresses it, to 
develop in the child the power to know, 
to do, to think, and to feel, how does he 
measure up in the fundamentals of edu- 
cation? 

Mr. Reynolds has made a report of his 
pupils’ results in the standard “achieve- 
ment tests” given in his school and in 
public schools with traditional methods 
over an eleven-year period. These tests 
are in fundamental subjects. In reading, 
in the first grade, it is pointed out, the 
Horace Mann children show a median 
achievement below the public schools. 
They can’t read so well. By the end of the 
second grade, the two types of school chil- 
dren are equal; by the time the sixth 
grade is reached, the Horace Mann pupils 
are two and a half grades above the pub- 
lic-school students; and by the ninth 
grade, they are approximately three and 
a half years ahead. In arithmetic the Hor- 
ace Mann pupils exceed the public-school 
pupils by about one grade at the end of 
the fifth and sixth grades. 











This Beautiful Bride, Mrs. John B. Cavanagh, says... 


“If it’s Romance you re after— 


begin with a Camay Complexion!” 


So many complexions have hidden beauty that romance—tell you, “Camay is the soap we 
can be brought to light by gentle Camay cleans- use to help us keep skin lovely!” They’ve 
ing. I know, for Pve used Camay for years to fund no other soap seems to have quite 
help keep my own skin lovely. : ; 
Roadyn, Le L (Signed) AMY CAvANAGH the same rich, fragrant lather. Camay is 
November 3, 1938 (Mrs. John B. Cavanagh) gentle, but thorough too! And because 
Camay’s cleansing leaves skin feeling so 
O OTHER CHARM a girl can have refreshed, smart girls use it daily for their 
N counts more than soft, smooth skin! complexions, and for a luxurious bath 
So many brides—so many girls who win of beauty. It’s a wonderful help to all- 
over loveliness, to exquisite dainti- 
ness! Get three cakes today—use it 
faithfully. Camay costs so little! 


Trade-Mark Reg. 
U.S. Pat. Off. 





e So many men fall for exquisite skin that every THE SOAP OF 
girl should try Camay to help her win romance! 
pee eee ree BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 
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af You will enjoy new peace of 


mind when you have the 
t Nw famous Gerber baby and all 

that he stands for, in your 
home. His picture on every can of Gerber’s 
Baby Foods assures your getting vegetables 
specially grown for your own little baby. To 
make them more nourishing, more appetiz- 
ing, they are raised in selected soils from 
pedigreed seeds which are certain to repro- 
duce fine, healthy plants. 


But this is not all. These finer 

* vegetables are ripened entirely 
Cee by the sun and unspoiled by 
long transportation. The 


Gerber farms grow right up to the doors of 
our spotless kitchens. 


Shaker-Cooking is an exclu- 
1 oa) sive Gerber process by which 
baby foods are cooked evenly 
= “© inside sealed cans. The con- 
tents of each can are kept in motion (just as 
food in your own kitchen is stirred to pre- 
vent burning). This insures uniform cooking 
throughout, shortens cooking time, improves 
color and flavor. Make sure your baby gets 
the extra advantages of Gerber’s! 


APRICOT AND APPLE SAUCE...BEETS 
CARROTS...CEREAL...GREEN BEANS 
LIVER SOUP WITH VEGETABLES 
PEAS ... PRUNES. . . SPINACH 

b TOMATOES 
VEGETABLE SOUP 





1 
MOTHER — SEND FOR THIS BABY PICTURE! 


1 

I 
You will be delighted with this ' 
handsome picture of the Gerber ! 
Baby suitable forframing. Write ; 
your name and address in the |! 
margin of this coupon and send ; 
it with only 10¢ to Gerber Prod- 1 
ucts Co., Dept. 42, Fremont, ! 
Michigan, The Baby Food Capi- | 
tal. (In Canada: Grown and ! 
Packed by Fine Foods of Can- : 
ada, Ltd., Tecumseh, Ontario.) : 
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Mr. Reynolds continues to answer crit- 
ics of the progressive system who say that 
it does not believe in discipline or control. 
“Tt aims,” he states, “at the democratic 
ideal of self-control. It believes that con- 
trols should be imposed only up to the 
point where children learn to control 
themselves.” 

What do the children think of progres- 
sive education versus public-school edu- 
cation? We asked one bright girl who had 
been to the famous Dalton School, in New 
York City, through the eighth grade, and 
then was transferred to a less progressive 
public high school. 

“The spirit of Dalton was one of intel- 
lectual freedom,” she states primly. “Stu- 
dents become so enthusiastic about sub- 
jects that they long to go deeper into 
them. It is not rare that students spend 
whole weekends on their own initiative 
studying. The subjects at Dalton are beau- 
tifully allied, and one studies at the same 
time the same period in English, history, 
etc. 

“The public high school I go to now has 
as its chief objective getting students into 
college. Not much attention is paid to what 
a student is getting out of a subject. The 
main object is to get him to pass. 

“Did the Dalton system have its faults? 
Personally I knew of none, but there were 
outsiders who said that we as students 
were made overconscious of our individ- 
ual merits and importance, that we were 
not as considerate of others as we might 
have been, that we got the feeling we were 
exceptional.” 

Well, here we are, attempting to corre- 
late our findings, trying to come to some 
conclusion. In the midst of our efforts an 
advocate of the progressive system whis- 
pers frantically that we must not confuse 
the progressive school with the experi- 
mental school. 

.What is an experimental school? Our 
whisperer informs us: “An experimental 
school is what a progressive school used 
to be, a great many years ago, before we 
had foremost psychologists and educators 
to give us the results of their intensive 
studies. Experimental schools today—and 
fortunately there are not many of them— 


are as likely as not to be freak schools. 
It is they that are responsible for what- 
ever unkind things are said about pro- 
gressive schools, with which the unknow- 
ing are apt to confuse them. It is those 
schools that are likely to let the child run 
rampant, to be completely an ‘individual,’ 
to have his own way without intelligent 
supervision or discipline.” 

Just as we begin to feel we are getting 
somewhere, we hear a definite objection 
to this use of the word experimental. 
“Your point is a good one, and justified,” 
a leading authority says in effect, “but do 
try to find a word other than experimental 
for those haywire schools. A good pro- 
gressive school must necessarily make 
some experiments. But experimentation, 
to scientists, certainly does not mean hap- 
hazard trial and error; it is quite the con- 
trary.” Another educator suggests that 
such schools as The Little Red School 
House and Lincoln and Walden be termed 
laboratory schools rather than experi- 
mental. 

And now we hear another voice whis- 
per: “It is impossible to draw a sharp line 
of demarcation between traditional and 
progressive schools. Much depends on the 
teachers, and even the heartiest progres~ 
sive-school proponents would hesitate to 
say that all their teachers are ideal. What 
they do say, and what they do know, is 
that it is easier for them to watch teachers, 
to get rid of the less competent, to replace 
them with more competent, without wait- 
ing for years and going through miles of 
municipal and civil-service red tape.” 

And still another voice says, calmly and 
dispassionately: “Progressive schools are 
less important than progressive parents. 
Not enough parents know how to rear 
children intelligently. Progressive schools 
help to make up for their shortcomings. 
Yet the best teachers in the best progres- 
sive schools can’t do a good job with a 
child whose parents are stupid. Home en- 
vironment is a vital factor. The ideal job 
can be done with the child who comes 
from a good home environment and goes 
to a good progressive school.” 

So there we are! 

As parents, where are you? 


. Imaginary Line 
(Continued from page 41) 


very much about their business, doing 
missionary work among the citizenry. 
They take their work very seriously; they 
study public speaking, in fact, so they 
can enlist better support from the public. 
Can you imagine more devotion than that 
from a hard-boiled officer of the law? 
They campaign at ball games and Rotary 
luncheons and over the radio; they raise 
money and organize clubs. They drill 
schoolboy patrols for supplementary 
curbstone duty, and keep these lively 
youngsters in line with pep talks, and 
badges and contests—and even with ice 
cream once in a while! 

They’re so absorbed in their jobs that 
they crusade overtime, and their periodi- 
cal pinochle parties at 25 cents a head 
have bought a lot of shoes and warm 
clothes for needy youngsters they happen 
to encounter on duty. They put on educa- 
tional skits at movie theatres and partici- 
pate in newsreels to stimulate interest. 
They are, in fact, men obsessed with a 
good cause, and they’re doing a spectacu- 
lar job. 

Kansas City, proud of what its police 
department has accomplished in this re- 
spect, points out that its force isn’t noted 
especially for angelic impulses; therefore 
this safety success can be duplicated in 
other cities. It costs well over $100,000 
yearly to carry on this work. But you 


ZO EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


just ask any ordinary citizen if it’s worth 
it 


But police officers alone couldn’t ac- 
complish much in making traffic safe for 
children. So the second great feature of 
the nation-wide safety program organ- 
izes the children themselves. 

Much of the credit for the school safety- 
patrol work must be given to the Ameri- 
can Automobile Association, which has 
sponsored, equipped, and encouraged 
these patrols. Today there are about 
275,000 schoolboy policemen throughout 
the country guiding 8,000,000 schoolmates 
back and forth across hazardous crossings. 
Communities in widely separated parts 
of. the country report that “no child 
fatalities in school zones have occurred 
since patrols were organized.” Lehighton, 
Pennsylvania, says: “Ten years ... no 
traffic injury to any school child. And 
30,000 crossings daily!” Lawrence, Mas- 
sachusetts, has a record of 13 years with- 
out an accident at a patrol-guarded in- 
tersection. California has 152 communi- 
ties well patrolled; Florida, Pennsylvania, 
and Washington, D. C., are proud of their 
school-patrol records. 

Mt. Kisco, New York, is a good example 
of what can be done with imagination and 
organization. During the past 8 years, 
since Mt. Kisco became “safety-con- 
scious,” there has been no accident of 





Le give your Little onen- 


EXTRA PROTECTION 




















EVERY POUND OF NUCOA 
CONTAINS OVER 7.500 UNITS OF 
PRECIOUS VITAMIN A! WINTER 
OR SUMMER, IT VEVER VARIES/ 
EVERY POUND OF NUCOA CONTAINS 
3,300 FOOD-ENERGY CALORIES, 
TOO__AS MANY AS THE MOST 
EXPENSIVE SPREAD FOR BREAD! 









YES! AND YOU'LL LIKE THE RICHER 
FLAVOR NUCOA GIVES TO YOUR 
COOKING IN FRYING, SEASONING 

OR SHORTENING! JUST MAKE A 
NUCOA CAKE AND SEE HOW 
LUXURIOUS 'T TASTES! 


YES_NUCOA IS MADE 
My! HOw P| FROM PURE VEGETABLE 
DIFFERENT NUCOA OILS CHURNED IN FRESH 
IS FROM OLD-TIME PASTEURIZED SKIM MILK. 
MARGARINES! IT SO DIGESTIBLE! 


TASTES DELICIOUS AND NUCOA 
— SO SWEET SUPPLIES WIAMINA/S 








| CERTAINLY 
SHALL! I'LL TAKE 
A PACKAGE OF 
NUCOA 
RIGHT HOME! 








NO WONDER | 
PEOPLE SWITCH 









THE WHOLESOME “THRIFT SPREAD” FOR BREAD 
- -- SAVES YOU MONEY ON EVERY POUND! 


For the table, tint Nucoa golden yellow—with 


the pure Color-Wafer in each package. For cook- ee 
ing, use Nucoa as it comes—a natural pure < La 
white. Nucoa has a deliciously smooth, ‘‘work- = ant” 
” < = ee 
able” texture—easy to cream and to spread. a 
, > 
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BETTY 
CROCKER 
The Betty 
Crocker staff 
gives you @ 
recipe you'll 
love this 
month. Try it! 


With the ligh 
duff (at deft) 
serve a ht s: 
made out: o 
starch, sugar 
ter, a ju ve 


duff you serve é 

creamy sauce mad 

of butter, confec- 
tioners’ sugar, egg, - 
whipping cream 

vanilla. 


gee LUM DUFF” is a nautical dish. And 
that landlubber husband of yours will 
say “Aye, Aye, Sir,” when you ask if he will 
have another helping of it. 

So delicious is it that we give two recipes 
for two different kinds of Plum Duff in the 
sacks of Gold Medal Flour this month. 


As an experiment, we asked 158 women 
to make their favorite steamed pudding. 
Less than one-third were as “tasty” and at- 
tractive as those shown here. 





Why it’s used by more Women 
than any other Brand! 


GOLD MEDAL “Kitchen-tested’’ Flour is 
milled for excellent results for a// pur- 
poses—anything you bake! 

It is made by millers with the largest 
aggregate experience in the business— 
from the finest selected wheat. Then it is 
tested in the laboratory and in Betty 
Crocker’s kitchen for “home” results. 


e 

in Sacks 
Recipes for ‘‘Plum Duff’’ 
and other recipes are in 
sacks this month. Recipe 
folders changed every 
few weeks! Each one con- 
tains a silverware coupon, 


You make a plum duff with prunes, sugar, 
flour, milk, shortening, and (in the case of 
the dark one) two eggs. . . . The complete 
recipes are in the sacks of Gold Medal, 
together with recipes for other things. 
Recipes for new good things are included in the 
sacks every few weeks, 





To get the best results from your bakings, 
use GOLD MEDAL ‘‘Kitchen-tested’’ Flour 
always. It is tested to give absolutely uni- 
form results. So get a sack today. You'll be 
delighted with the results. (General 
Mills, Inc., Minneapolis, Minn. et 
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In a recent nation-wide survey, the majority 
of home economics authorities replying 
stated flour is the most important factor in 
baking, apart from the recipe. Ifflour varies, 
you can’t be sure what you bake will “urn 
a e- out right’! You’re on the safe 
_=¢_<—\ side always, when you ask for 
Gop MEDAL ‘‘Kitchen - tested” 
Flour. Get a sack today. 














oe 


“Kitchen-tested”’ 


Over 150 steps are required to make and 
test this flour. 





$10 WILL BE PAID for each of 10 best 
letters sent us before March 1, 1939, on 
“Why I like Gold Medal ‘Kitchen-tested’ 
Flour for allof my Bakings.”’ Mail letters to 
Betty Crocker, Dept. 243, Minneapolis, 
Minn. Letters will be judged on interest 
and originality. None can be returned. 


Flour 


is a registered trade mark of General Mills, Inc. 


any kind among the 900 to 1000 children. 

They wear full-sized police badges, 
those 20 high-school youngsters who 
make up the school police force. They 
have a captain and a sergeant, wearing 
gold badges! The force elects its own 
members as vacancies occur, and a boy 
couldn’t ask for a greater honor than be- 
ing voted on the force, and having a reg- 
ular cap with the seal of New York on it, 
and being given rubber boots and an 
official raincoat for bad weather. 

They are on curbstone duty at each 
crossing, working under direct orders 
from their superiors, the regular Mt. 
Kisco police force. They have official 
standing—and the respect of the com- 
munity, because they are doing a splendid 
piece of work. 


EDESTRIAN traffic violation is a seri- 

ous matter in Mt. Kisco. You behave 
yourself, or you get a tag, naming your 
offense, and signed by an officer. Your 
summons says you're to report before a 
police justice in the Mt. Kisco high school, 
and you have a trial and take your pun- 
ishment. Nobody thinks it’s funny; it’s 
very serious, as it should be. No chance 
of offenders becoming public heroes, as 
they occasionally do in the adult world. 
It’s mostly the little youngsters who don’t 
know better that get hauled into court. 
There have been no violators from the 
upper grades for a couple of years now. 
Officer Lescol, in making his report against 
an offender, succinctly wrote in the space 
allotted to remarks, “Wise guy,” elo- 
quently expressing the public disapproval 
of showoffs in Mt. Kisco. 

This vast army of school patrolmen will 
be the drivers of the near future, and that, 
too, will result in greater safety. Anybody 
who has seen the annual parade of these 
sentinels of safety marching in their 
clean-cut uniforms and white Sam 
Browne belts down Washington’s broad 
Pennsylvania Avenue cannot help re- 
joicing that there can be drama in safety, 
just as there can be in peace. For safety, 
like peace, doesn’t need to be dull if it is 
constructively organized, and the civil- 
ized world is learning to utilize showman- 
ey to glorify the good rather than the 
evil. 

This is the separ method which is 
being so successfully used to establish 
safety education among school children as 
pedestrians. Here, again, the A.A.A. is 
doing a magnificent job in cooperating 
with schools, Women’s Clubs, P.T.A.’s, 
and practically any other interested 
group. All sorts of ingenuity has been 
brought into play to make this great busi- 
ness of being safe as vital as it must be. 
It is kept interesting, so children will keep 
remembering—and keep living. Designed 
for four age groups, a regular monthly 
program is available, with suggestions for 
plays, contests, debates, and other proj- 
ects.. 

Safety work is being combined with 
ordinary studies in many schools. Art 
classes concentrate on safety poster de- 
signing; music classes learn clever songs; 
compositions are written and plays pro- 
duced. For instance, recently “The Hare 
and the Tortoise” theme was used, with 
a most amusing poster tie-up. Thousands 
of children in this country wrote original 
stories about “The Dodging Rabbit and 
the Safe Tortoise” with an application to 
modern traffic which certainly would 
have bewildered good old Mr. Aesop. 
Another month the favorite-fable series 
adapted “Little Red Riding Hood” with a 
slinking wolf villain called Traffic Dan- 
gers, and a stalwart school patrolman as 
hero. 

The startling discovery that most acci- 
dents occur to children within a block of 
their own homes brought the responsi- 


bility within the radius of the home. 
Needless to say, parents, too, have as- 
sumed an active part in this great crusade 
against casualty. Worrying doesn’t help, 
but intelligent precaution does. Precau- 
tion, such as having children wear white 
raincoats on rainy days, so that they be- 
come more easily visible to motorists. 

Many parents have been chagrined to 
realize that they themselves have been 
habitually guilty of pedestrian misde- 
meanors. The younger generation has a 
way of straightening us out, by the guile- 
less device of looking to us for good ex- 
ample. So thousands of parents have 
humbly gone back to learning the first 
principles of crossing a street safely. It’s 
serious business, this building of morale. 
And it is to be established as a life-long 
project. Respect for traffic law is to en- 
large into respect for all law, for the 
building of better citizenship. 

Another important phase of child- 
safety work has resulted in a valuable by- 
product. If children are to be kept off city 
streets, they must be given some safe 
playground; so within the last ten years 
hundreds of communities have become 
playground-minded. 

Seattle, Washington, is outstanding in 
this work, which was started by the 
Parent-Teacher Association with the co- 
operation of the public schools, the park 
board, the police department, the A.A.A., 
and public-spirited department stores. In 
the first year 300 safe community play 
yards were entered in a contest; at the 
end of the fourth year interest had so 
spread that 3502 entries competed. 

Flint, Michigan, displays posters saying 
“Flint . .. the Safety Play Yard City.” 
Buffalo, N. Y.; Parkersburg, West Va.; 
Oakland, California; and Camden, N. J., 
also have splendid achievements along 
this line. The Camden Recreation Com- 
mission has drawn up wonderful plans 
and suggestions for the building of many 
types of safety yards, as has Seattle and 
many other cities. No doubt these cities, 
as well as the national A.A.A. headquar- 
ters in Washington, will cooperate with 
any community launching this work. One 
marvelous thing about American com- 
munities is the willingness with which 
good ideas are shared, for we’re not just 
interested in ourselves, but in each other. 


S° YOU see the story behind my tower 
of statistics is a hopeful one—just as it 
always is, wherever intelligence is com- 
bating ignorance and carelessness. But it 
is our job, of course, to enlist on the side 
of intelligence. The tragic figures are 
growing smaller; but they’re still too 
large and always will be too large when 
we realize they’re not just figures but 
children whose lives aren’t going to 
be lived, after all. 

In 1929 there were 5382 who ran across 
an imaginary line onto a page of statis- 
tics, and last year the number had been 
cut to 4150. That means that 1132 children 
—maybe one of them yours—were saved 
last year because intelligent people cared 
enough to do something for safety’s sake. 

Child fatalities have been decreased 23 
percent in the last eight years, and they 
will be reduced still more when more 
communities awake to the possibilities of 
safety organization. Much as has been 
done, the movement is in its pioneer stage. 
Although 3250 communities are on record 
as participating in organized safety pro- 
grams, this represents only a small cover- 
age of the areas which need protection. 
For wherever there are children and cars, 
there is need for caution. 

And you—whether or not you own and 
operate a car or a child—must do your 
part. Alone, and through community or- 
ganization. Your part today, and for the 
rest of your life. 
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BRILLO is the original aluminum 
cleanser. The favorite for 26 years 
and today still America’s largest 
seller. BRILLO costs so little. Saves so. 
much in time, money and energy. 


KEEPS ALUMINUM BRILLIANT 


IMPROVED 
GREEN 

PACKAGE 
5 pads 
and Soap 
Separate 


PACKAGE 


5 soap- 
Filled 
Pads 


At ‘Woolworth, Kresge, Kress, McClellan, Green and all 
TOc and 25c stores, and at leading department, hardware 
and grocery stores. BRILLO Mfg. Co., Inc., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
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Chixdown 


SHEER GAUZE BIRDSEYE 





Special Easy-Washing Features: Open weave 
permits suds to reach every thread—stains wash 
out readily. Open at one end—can be turned 
inside out to get at anything caught between 
layers. Light weight—easy to rinse out all soap. 
Saves hundreds of diaper-washing hours. 


Downy- Soft Comfort: Its fine texture never irri- 
tates baby’s skin. Grows even softer with wash- 
ing. Absorbs instantly—but special weave pre- 
vents rapid spread of moisture to clothing. No 
annoying, bulky hems. 


Improvements over Old-Style Diapers: Chixdown 
dries in a jiffy. Porous weave and new con- 
struction allows healthful circulation of air. 
Economical—one size—20 in. x 40 in. Easy to 
fold and adjust as baby grows. Guaranteed for 
entire diaper period. 
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See Chixdown at your favorite department store . . ae 





(or send 10c for sample. Only one to an individual.) 
Chicopee Sales Corp., 40 Worth Street, N. Y. C. 
Enclosed please find 10c for one Chixdown Diaper. 
Name ae 3 
Addres 7 City__ 
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VERY product guaranteed 









For Baby. Something new in nursery 
decoration: stars, comets, moons, of thin 
white. paper coated with harmless paint 
which absorbs light and glows for sev- 
eral hours. The backs are covered with 
glue; or you can pin them up if you wish 





For All the Family. Light isn’t always 
good at the telephone; but with this little 
pad you can jot down messages any- 
where, for when the pencil pulls out, 
presto! the light goes on. Runs on a battery 


SOMETHING \\ 






ABOUT THE HOUSE 


For Daughter (and Mother and Auntie). 
A combination mirror and flashlight. Just 
the thing for a last look at make-up be- 
fore getting out of the car. And if you 
don’t look out, you'll find that Father 
borrows it when he has to change a tire! 





For Father. Something to make that cup- 
board door stay shut, and Father can put 
it on in a moment. It pulls in warped 
doors, fits all light doors, and may be used 
at top, bottom, sides, or beneath shelves 


Write to us for further information concerning these products 





Buy Good Housekeeping’s Bulletins 


ow to Be Your Own Decorator: a dec- 
Hl orating course in ten chapters, by 
Helen Koues, Director: 
1. Principles of Decoration........... 10c 
2. Period Characteristics. ........2-.- 10c 
3. Modern or Contemporary Deco- 
rating |. osa8i iets doe aes 10c 
4. Furniture Arrangement........... 10c 
5. Today’s Wall Finishes, Textiles, 
RUGS: ob nce aR RS eee 10c 
6. Color Schemes. ieee cee ee eeen 10c 
1. Lighting. Sage te ee ee 10c 
8. Porches, Terraces, Sunrooms, Play- 
LOOMS) (2/5. 5 ASE Rigi, ere -10c 


9. How to Make Your Own Dra- 
peries, Slip Covers, Dressing-Table 
Skirts, Bedspreads)s-se cle oentte 10c 

10. Remodeling Points 

Or you can buy all ten bound in a 

good-looking book for.............. $1.00 
These chapters will answer practically 
any decorating question you may have. 
If your problem is a very special one, write 
us; we will gladly help and advise you. 


plans for building and remodeling this 
spring. If you are planning such work, 
you will want: 


How Your House Is Put Together: a 


[‘: not too early to begin to think about 


mine of building information.....: 22 15¢ 
Remodeling and How It Is Done: be- 
fore you leap, look... .... 7 eee 15c 


Hardware of Different Periods, and 
Period Lighting Fixtures: both ex- 
tremely valuable to anyone who is 
building a period house......... each 15c 
Plans for 11 Houses Built for Less Than 
$6000: charming small houses on which 
full working drawings and specifica- 
tions are available through the archi- 


teClS,... vase c awe iae Pe ESI seca eR SL NE gate 15c 
Vacation Cabins and Cottages from 
$800 to $8000: full of good ideas...... 15c 


Practical Planning Points: here are 
important things which you should 
consider before you build............ 15c 


Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service Dept., 
57th Street and Eighth Avenue, New York City 


as advertised—see page 6 





Just howsz’are Mothers Arms? 


hygienic cleanliness. “Lysol” is a valu- 
able aid in achieving hygienic cleanli- 
ness, in hundreds of leading hospitals, 
thousands of modern homes. 


Love can’t keep out germs... 
it takes constant watchfulness. 
ai ai . . 

Lysol will help in many cases. 


ABY trusts in Mother’s arms to pro- 

tect her from the dangers of this 

strange big world! But even Mother's 
love can’t keep out germs. 


One of the important defenses against 
the risk of Infection is constant, daily 


IN DAILY CLEANING 


“Lysol” in the water, to mop somely clean, wash floor, til- prepared Aygie 
floors, walls: to wipe furni- ing, tubs, toilet, wash basin vitally impo 
ture, stair rails, doorknobs,etc.; daily, with “Lysol” in the in cleaning 
and to rinse brooms, mops, water. “Lysol” deodorizes as shelves, etc 


and cleaning cloths, daily. it deans and disinfects. 


IN THE BATHROOM 


“Lysol” disinfectant is efficient, 
effective, economical. It does not lose 
its strength no matter how long you 
keep it in the house, or how often you 
uncork it (as some products do). 
“Lysol” is concentrated ... it is still 





IN THE KITCHEN 








‘i 
bage pail regs 
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IN THE LAUNDRY 


Disinfect 2s you clean—use Keep your bathroom whole- Where the family’s food is Especially during sickness, 


nic cleanliness is disinfect the laundry. Clean 
t. Use“Lyscl’”” washing machine, wringer, 
, drainboards, etc., with a “Lysol” solution; 
nd to rinse gar- let Jaundry soak overnight in 
larly every day. water with “Lysol” added. 


an active germicide even when diluted 
with one hundred parts of water. 

You can get ‘‘Lysol’” at any drug 
counter. Directions for its many uses 
in the home come with each bottle. 


Also, try Lysol Hygienic Seap for bath, hands 
and complexion. It’s cleansing, deodorant. 















= ee ee eee se ee 
; GUIDANCE : 
qa FOR WIVES AND MOTHERS 43 
i LEHN & FINK Products Corp. I 
; Dept. G. H.-902 ; 
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i Please send me the book “Lysol 1 
: vs. Germs”’, with facts about feminine : 
3 hygiene and other uses of “Lysol”. 
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EAR MOTHERS OF THE HEALTH AND 

HAPPINESS CLUB: 

A prospective mother has a 
double diet responsibility. She must 
choose the foods which will maintain 
her health at its highest standard 
and supply the materials which are 
needed by the growing child. As her 
baby develops, it makes demands 
upon her body for nutrition. Nature 
will meet this demand by extracting 
the substances needed for the baby’s 
growth from her tissues, if they are 
not found abundantly available in 
her blood. 

The pregnant mother eats for two, 
but she does not eat twice the usual 
amount! If she tried eating much 
more in quantity than the average 
for her height and body build, several 
things could happen: her digestion 
might be upset; she would acquire 
deposit fat pads around her hips, 
waist, and thighs; she might develop 
complications during the latter part 
of her pregnancy. 

The prospective mother is expected 
to gain in weight, perhaps twenty to 
twenty-five pounds. Most of this is 
added during the last four months. 
She should weigh herself carefully 
every day (at the same time). This 
weight record becomes increasing- 
ly important during the last three 


76 


months or so, because a sudden loss 
or gain then indicates a change in the 
mother’s condition which should im- 
mediately be reported to the doctor. 

Following the baby’s birth, a mother 
may expect to lose ten pounds or so, 
and she may continue to lose slightly 
during the first two weeks. Whether 
she gains or loses after this depends 
on her general condition and diet. 

Throughout pregnancy, during the 


“op ey 
yp@e , 


: a | 
Expecting a Baby? 
Dr. Kenyon has written eight 
letters to expectant mothers. 
W ould you like them sent to you, - 
one each month, in a plain en- 
velope? Then tell us the date 
you expect your baby, send 50c 
in stamps, and ask for “Series I. 
For the Mother-to-Be and the 
Baby-to-Come.” Address requests 
to the Health and Happiness Club, 
Good Housekeeping, 57th Street 
at 8th Avenue, New York City 





Photograph by Ruth Nichols 


By DR. JOSEPHINE H. KENYON 
Director of the Health and Happiness Club 


nursing period, and afterward, it is 
the quality and the type of food 
which is important. If the diet is 
wisely chosen, it can be satisfying and 
maintain the health of mother and 
child without producing undue fat 
deposits. 

“But I have to eat,” a young mother 
says. “I have never been so hungry 
before in my life.” You do have to 
eat—three meals a day and between 
meals, if you are hungry—but the 
trick lies in knowing what to eat. If 
a woman is of the active type, doing 
her own housework, exercising and 
walking each day, she will use more 
energy and require more food than 
the young mother who belongs to the 
“armchair athletes.” This sedentary 
type has to be urged to take the 
needed daily walk outdoors and to 
do the exercises which will keep her 
body in condition. 

The nutrition requirements of 
mother and baby will be met if the 
prospective mother chooses her food 
from the following groups: 

1. Milk, buttermilk, or the cultured 
milks. Butter or the vegetable mar- 
garines reinforced with vitamin A. 
Cottage or pot cheese. (If she cannot 
eat these foods, her diet will be lack- 
ing in calcium and vitamin A, and 
her doctor (Continwed on page 148) 


Will your baby grow as fast as Johnny? 





Johnny at 3 months... “This picture was 
taken at the time Johnny had his first food from 
a spoon,” relates Johnny Davies’ mother. “We 
had agreed to let him be one of the test babies 
in our town (Westfield, N. J.) and the doctor 
started him off on Clapp’s Baby Cereal first. After 
that came Clapp’s Strained Spinach...and he 
loved it, right from the first...” 


The good work is continued ... with Clapp’s 


Johnny at 22 months...“A regular husky! 
He could already play ball with his Daddy. Of 
course, he’d outgrown Strained Foods, but, luck- 
ily, just at that time the Clapp people started to 
make Chopped Foods. They’re more coarsely 
divided, the way doctors advise for older babies 
and toddlers. And such a blessing! No special 
marketing or cooking, yet the baby has his own 
menu and the family have anything they like!” 


@®CLAPP’S BABY FOODS 


STRAINED FOR BABIES....CHOPPED 





A fine start... on Clapp’s 


Ai be a 


Johnny at 12 months ...“Everybody said he 
was the happiest baby they ever saw—and he cer- 
tainly was a healthy one! He had every food on 
the Clapp list from five months on—I’d give him 
a new one every few days—and he gained better 
than a pound a month right along. That speaks 
well for the vitamins and minerals in Clapp’s 


Foods!” 


SSS SS 


Johnny at 3 years. . “Here’s Johnny now. 
Isn’t he a big boy? And solid as a little rock. We 
think he’s a great credit to Clapp’s Foods—but 
then the other babies who had them are all fine, 
sturdy children, too. He still gets Clapp’s Chopped 
Foods and he’s specially fond of those new Junior 
Dinners. They’re Beef or Lamb with vegetables 
and cereals. Very substantial, and flavory, too— 
you ought to try them.” 














Strained Foods 





17 Varieties of 
Clapp’s Strained Foods 


Every food requested and approved 
by doctors. Pressure-cooked, 
smoothly strained but not too liq- 
uid—a real advance over the bottle. 
The Clapp Company—first to make 
baby foods—has had 18 years’ experi- 
ence in this field. 


Soups — Vegetable Soup « Beef Broth 
Liver Soup ¢ Unstrained Baby Soup 
Strained Beef with Vegetables 
Vegetables— Tomatoes « Asparagus 
Spinach ¢ Peas « Beets « Carrots 
Green Beans ¢ Mixed Greens 
Fruits—Apricots e¢ Prunes e Apple 
Sauce 


Cereal—Baby Cereal 


Chopped Foods 





mm DS 


me08 Children 





11 Varieties of 
Clapp’s Chopped Foods 


More coarsely divided foods for chil- 
dren who have outgrown Strained 
Foods. Uniformly chopped and sea- 
soned, according to the advice of 
child specialists. Made by the pio- 
neer company in baby foods, the 
only one which specializes exclusively 
in foods for babies and young chil- 
dren. 


Soups —Vegetable Soup 


Junior Dinners — Beef with Vege- 
tables ¢ Lamb with Vegetables « Liver 
with Vegetables ; 

Vegetables — Carrots ¢ Spinach 
Beets ¢ Green Beans *« Mixed Greens 


Fruits—Apople Sauce « Prunes 


Free Booklets—Send for valuable 
information on the feeding of babies 
and young children. Write to Harold 
H. Clapp, Inc., 777 Mount Read 
Blvd., Rochester, N. Y. 





FOR YOUNG CHILDREN 
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TT AND JEFF —by Bud Fisher 


DONT BE HARD ON HIM, M Love! 
IT'S THE LITTLE FELLOWS 
CONSTIPATION THAT HAS HIM 
OFF HIS FEED! 





| MUTT, THIS IS THE 
BEST FOOD I EVER 
TASTED IN YOUR 
= A DISH OF THAT 
KELLOGGS ALL-BRAN 


EVERY MORNING 
AND You'LL BE A 


| NIGAT AND WANTS You 
A To COME OVER FoR 
BREAKFAST - HAS A 


il 
| 


| 





J THANKS, MRS. MUTT — 

, {v7 ( SHOULD HAVE BOUGHT 
A ANOTHER ALL-BRAN ~~” ~. | YoU A WHOLE ROSE GARDEN 
A; “| FoR PUTTING ME WISE TO 
=A% KELLOGG'S ALL-BRAN! 





F you are troubled with common ducing food—Kellogg’s All-Bran. 


constipation, here’s some com- All-Bran also contains nature’s 
mon-sense advice. This difficulty great intestinal tonic, vitamin Bi. 
is usually due to lack of “bulk” in Eat it every day, drink plenty of 
the diet. So why not get at its water, and join the “regulars”! 


Made by Kellogg’s in Battle Creek. 





cause? Eat a natural bulk-pro- 


Join the “Regulars with 
KELLOGG’S ALL-BRAN 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
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American Legend 


(Continued from page 31) 
some of that same stuff we had last night,” 
Bert commanded him. 

“Tt was Scotch, sir.” 

“Well, get it,” Bert answered. 

He waited until Smedley brought back 
a gold-labeled bottle and poured him a 
small glass. 

“It’s very strong, sir,” Smedley said 
cautiously. 

“Give me another,” Bert demanded. 
“Tll see for myself. That’s my motto. 
That’s what I said when I went up the 
mountain. Say, Smedley, I kinda wish I 
hadn’t gone.” 

Smedley coughed behind his hand. 

“Smedley,” Bert said, “if you was me— 
in my shoes, you know—and you'd 
counted on going out to lunch with a 
lady and got turned down, what would 
you do with your time?” 

Smedley coughed again. “Pity it isn’t 
tonight, sir,’ he remarked. “There’s a 
very good fight over on First Avenue at 
a little place I know.” 

“Ts there?” Bert said eagerly. “Let’s go 
together, old boy, what say?” 

“You have a stag dinner, sir,” Smedley 
reminded Bert. 

“Tl leave early,” Bert said excitedly. 

“Very well, sir,” Smedley said. “I'll just 
write the address.” He pulled out a small 
pad and pencil and wrote on it and tore 
out the leaf and handed it to Bert. “Til 
be there myself at a quarter to ten, sir.” 


‘“DERT!” Kit cried softly. “Where have 
you been?” 

She sat up in bed, astonished. He stood 
in the doorway between their rooms, 
smiling at her. She scrambled out of 
bed and went over to him. 

“Why, you’re feverish!” she exclaimed. 

“Full of f-fever,” he agreed dolefully. 
“T want to lie down.” He turned and fell 
down upon his bed. Then suddenly he 
sat up. “Go away, Kit,” he said. “I want 
to be sick all by myself.” 

She fled out of the room to call her 
mother. But outside in the hall she found 
Smedley standing as though he were 
waiting for her. 

“You’re not calling madame, are you, 
miss?” he inquired. 

“Yes, I was!” she answered. 

‘Don’t, miss,” Smedley urged. “He'll 
be all right. He overate. Something ex- 
traordinary ... You’d better go to your 
own room, miss.” 

Full of doubts she went to her room. 
And after a while, hearing nothing, she 
peered into Bert’s room. He lay in his 
bed as though asleep, and Smedley stood 
looking down at him. 

“Wonderful likable chap, miss,” Smed- 
ley said. “Real enthusiastic, he is, miss— 
the disposition that never knows when 
to stop.” 

But she didn’t answer, only smiled back 
—the same little half-sad smile she’d 
always had. 

He left her then and tiptoed away. 

Kit bent over Bert and put her hand 
on his forehead. She pulled the gold- 
colored eiderdown closer about him— 
gently. But he slept as though nothing 
could ever wake him. 

So she sat down on the edge of the bed 
and looked at him. All evening she had 
longed for him vaguely. She had held 
him fast in her mind while he had gone 
off to his stag dinner, looking wonderfully 
handsome. She had gone with her father 
and mother to hear “Tristan and Isolde.” 

She sat now thinking of the music she 
had heard. Those lovers had found in 
each other the end and meaning of life. 
That was what they always taught you 
about love: that it was the end for which 
everyone sought. When it came, every- 


thing—all problems—ceased, and life took 
its pattern for you. You knew where you 
were after that. 

But the strange thing was you didn’t 
know. Less than before she now knew 
where she was. What no one ever told 
you was that after you were married you 
were really more confused than ever. 
For simply going on as they were now do- 
ing was no use at all. Bert knew no more 
than she what they should do. 


Ca dancing with her own husband 
at the party they were giving for 
Kit, watched over Harvey’s solid shoulder 
the spectacle of Bert Holm growing mo- 
ment by moment more thoroughly drunk. 
It was a pity that Kit never saw it in time 

to stop it. This was the third time it had 
happened in a month. 

“Where is Kit?” Harvey demanded a 
little irritably. “Why isn’t she looking 
after him?” 

“She is dancing with somebody,” Gail 
said. “Besides, Kit’s the last person to 
see unless she is told. She’s like someone 
in a dream!” 

Even as she spoke she saw Kit, and 
their eyes met. Gail nodded slightly to- 
ward Bert. “She sees him now,” she mur- 
mured, “Poor Kit!” 

As soon as the dance was over Kit 
slipped through the crowd toward Bert. 
He was standing alone and a little uncer- 
tainly by the window. 

“Bert, will you take me out on the 
terrace?” she begged him. “I feel dizzy.” 

He stared at her gravely through eyes 
that did not quite focus. “You haven’t 
been taking too much, Kit?” he inquired. 

She smiled, put her hand in his arm, 
and guided him out. They stood side by 
side, looking down on Central Park and 
the inverted sky of the city lights. The 
windless air was edged with frost. 

“Gosh,” Bert whispered, sobering for 
a moment in the cold, “there’s something 
about this that makes me think of that 
old mountaintop.” 

“Oh, Bert, what?” she asked. 

“T guess it’s the sky,” he said, looking 
up. “It’s a big piece of sky. Maybe it’s the 
buildings. They look sort of like moun- 
taintops, don’t they?” 

“Yes, they do,” she murmured. It was 
easy to imagine, looking at the tops of 
the towers around them, that they were 
precipitous cliffs of lonely mountain 
ranges. She stood for a moment trans- 
ported. 

“That’s strong stuff Gail serves,’ Bert 
said uneasily. “I hope it don’t make me 
sick.” 

“Why do you drink so much of it?” she 
asked helplessly. 

“T don’t know,” he said as helplessly. 
Then, “I kind of wish,” he said slowly, 
“that I could go away from here—go 
back where I was before all this began.” 

“Td love to go with you, Bert,” she 
said. And why not? Perhaps there in the 
mountains he loved she would find Bert, 
the man she had married. She had not 
found him elsewhere. Why not go away 
from this! The earth was full of freedom 
in which they had no share. They were 
never alone; they had never been alone. 
The public was always beside them. 

And then suddenly Bert was crying 
Breer her shoulder. “I’m no good,” he 
so 

“Darling, darling, you are!” she cried, 
her arms tight about him. “You’re won- 
derful! Think of all the people who say 
you are!” 

“They don’t know anything about me,” 
he sobbed. “You’re the only one who 
really knows about me or cares a damn 
about me—” 

In the midst of his sobbing the glass 
door opened. It was Gail in her scarlet 
dress. 





Protect Babies 
before Birth 





YPHILIS in newborn babies, 
frequently called congenital 
syphilis, is preventable in most cases. 
Read what Surgeon General Thomas 
Parran of the United States Public 
Health Service says: 


“The first thing to do completely, 
in my opinion, is to wipe out con- 
genital syphilis. That is one job 
that doesn’t need to take a genera- 
tions. 


““We know absolutely that with good 
treatment, begun in time, there is 
only one chance in eleven that 


the syphilitic mother will not 
bear a healthy child... 


“We know that early treatment 
before birth is vastly more effec- 
tive than any treatment after the 


child is born.” 


A blood test will indicate whether or 
not an expectant mother has syphilis. 
If the test is positive, she can take 
advantage of the almost certain pro- 
tection for her child which medical 
science provides. 


Every mother-to-be wants her baby 
to grow to sturdy manhood or 
womanhood—yet in the United 
States, authorities estimate, sixty 
thousand babies are born each year 


infected with syphilis. Frequently - 


this disease may seriously affect 
the sight and hearing, or weaken 
the heart and other organs. 


At times congenital syphilis in a 
child, unsuspected by either par- 
ent, may give no outward sign of 
its presence before maturity, when 
evidence of the disease may ap- 
pear. Yet, if a blood test were 








made part of the examination and 
prenatal care given expectant 
mothers by physicians or clinics, 
congenital syphilis would be a 
rarity In our country. 


The fight to stamp out syphilis gains 
power and effectiveness every day. 
Public opinion actively supports in- 
telligent measures for the prevention, 
treatment and control of venereal 
diseases. Citizen groups, notably 
women’s clubs, are becoming aroused 
to the fact that syphilis, scourge 
though it may be, is not unconquer- 


able. 


Most communities maintain clinics 
to care for those who are unable to 
pay for treatment. Local health de- 
partments or medical societies are 
prepared to refer those in need of 
treatment to qualified physicians. 


The Metropolitan will be glad to send 
you its booklet “The Great Imitator” 
which contains information that you 
should have about syphilis. Address 
Booklet Department 239-G. 
<<<>>> 

The American Social Hygiene Asso- 
ciation, through its National and 
State Anti-Syphilis Committees, is 
sponsoring the third National Social 
Hygiene Day, February Ist, 1939. 
On this day, citizen groups and 
physicians all over the country 
will meet with health officials to 
plan the next steps to take in 
stamping out syphilis—particu- 
larly congenital syphilis. This 
Association, 50 West 50th Street, 
New York, N. Y., will be glad to 
send literature and full particulars 
regarding the meetings. 





METROPOLITAN LIFE 
INSURANCE COMPANY 
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Betty's Rough 

Hands Never 
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scrubbing: 
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“Hands Deplorable—Doing 
my baby's wash made my hands 
lose all their smoothness. Then 
I began to use Danya after 
every washing. Now I'm so 
bleased—no one would even 
suspect the work they've done!” 


Mrs. Joseph Morrow, Philadelphia 


“Danya’s so quick to use— 
what a woman with five 
children and a 7-room house to 
care for would want. You'd 
never know these hands of mine 
do the hard work they do.” 


Mrs. Anne Hamilton, Roselle, N. J. 


“Never Liked Any Lotion 
Better Than Danya—My 
bands chap at the slightest 
excuse. But now I keep them 
soft with Danya—use it every 
time I wash my hands. I'ma 
stenographer and must keep my 
hands looking nice.” 


Miss Gertrude Gaiser, Kansas City 


NEW-TYPE 
PREPARATION CONTAINS 


~SKIN-VITAMIN™* 


Every day more and more girls are learning 


(-1=Y-10) TT bd bel Rena SL d Lola hi clo 


bd at-mmal lal: 


Danya supplies ingredients to improve hand 
Pee Ma he Pm At te Wee eed a0 
vitamin” necessary to skin health. One trial 
sells you—it's not sticky! Heavier, creamier, 
not messy or spilly. And not drying! best it 
LC-T-[-) food Mod Mel MAUR | ml taba Mila 
20 different applications! Just send your name 
and address with 6¢ to cover packing and 
Postage to Pond's, Dept. I-DB, Clinton, Conn, 





* Statements concerning the effects of the ‘“‘skin-vitamin” applied to the skin are based upon 
medical literature and tests on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method. 
Copyright, 1939, Pond’s Extract Company 

80 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


“What on earth are you two doing?” she 
demanded. “A Romeo and Juliet out here 
on the terrace? Or are you trying to 
throw yourself over, Bert?” 

“Bert isn’t feeling well,’ Kit answered 
hotly. 

Gail drew nearer and stared. “He’s just 
drunk, Kit,” she said, and laughed. 

Against her shoulder Kit felt Bert’s 
body begin to tremble. He pressed his 
face into her shoulder. Sobbing? No. He, 
too, was laughing. She drew away from 
him quickly, and he lifted his face and 
looked at Gail. 

“You're right again,” he stuttered, “I’m 
drunk!” 

He broke into helpless rocking laugh- 
ter. 


| IT, sitting beside Bert’s bed the next 

morning, poured him a glass of ice 
water from the thermos. Gail had let 
them in from the terrace by another door, 
and they had taken the elevator down 
and had come home. And Smedley had 
said nothing when he opened the door.. 
He had simply helped Bert upstairs to 
his room. 

“Is there anything more, miss?” he had 
asked when he had taken off Bert’s shoes. 
and helped him to bed. 

“Nothing more, thanks,” she had said. 
Smedley could be trusted to remember 
nothing. 

“Bert—” she began, and there was a 
knock on the door. 

“Come in,” she called. 

It was Sarah, the elder housemaid. 

“It’s Mr. Brame, miss,” she said. “And 
please, miss, he says it’s urgent.” 

“T’ll be down at once,” she answered. 

As soon as she entered the library she 
knew something was wrong. Her father | 
and mother were already there. It must 
be something very wrong if her father 
were not now on his way down to Wall 
Street. 

“Good-morning, Mr. Brame,” she said. 
Her voice sounded so faint that she 
cleared her throat to excuse it. 

“Good-morning,” he said gravely. “I 
am sorry to have to call you to business 
so early, but there has been an unfor- 
tunate bit of publicity this morning. And 
there have been too many stories lately, 
from unexpected quarters—” 

Her mother broke in swiftly. “Mr. 
Brame thinks, dear, that we should plan 
something for Bert—an expedition or 
something, just to get him out of the 
public eye for the moment—” 

“Rather, if I may explain, Mrs. Tallant,” 
Mr. Brame interposed, “to get him in the 
public eye again in the proper light.” 

“But Bert hasn’t done anything really 
wrong!” Kit exclaimed. “Nearly every- 
body drinks too much now, Mother. Not 
people like you and Father, of course, and 
I don’t. But plenty of people do, and no- 
body thinks anything of it.” 5 de 

“Tt isn’t the drinking,” her mother said. 

“The trouble is the boy hasn’t anything 
to do,” Mr. Tallant said suddenly, “except 
to play the fool.” 

Kit’s lip quivered. Probably they were 
blaming her because she had not been able 
to manage him better. How could she tell 
them that Bert was as changeful and diffi- 
cult as a child? 

“Has he said anything about another 
expedition?” Mr. Brame asked. 

“He says sometimes he would like to get 
back to his mountains,” she replied. 

“The very best- possible thing,” Mr. 
Brame said quickly. “The public likes rep- 
etition of the original act with a slight 
further adventure along the familiar lines. 
Mr. Holm is ticketed in the public mind 
as an explorer. He must go on exploring.” 

Mr. Tallant rose with gusty impatience. 
“Oh, hell,” he exclaimed, “We're treating 
it all too seriously. Personally, I think we 


should come out into the open with every- | 
thing. If we let them know we know 
‘everything, they can’t do anything to us.” 

“But do we know everything?” Mrs. 
Tallant whispered. 

“Mother!” Kit cried. “What do you 
mean?” 

Mr. Tallant looked at his watch. “I have 
to go, Letty,” he said. “The directors are 
waiting for me. Settle this yourself. But 
my advice is take Kit into your room and 
tell everything and let her see what she 
is up against. After all, she’s his wife. And 
she’s no child any more. 

“Brame, we'll call you up. But I think 
your idea of an expedition is a good one. 
There won’t be any difficulty about financ- 
ing it, I’m sure.” 

“But be prepared, Mr. Tallant, to find 
that funds promised readily a few months 
ago will not be there now,” Mr. Brame re- 
plied. “That’s the public.” 

“Damn the public!” Mr. Tallant said 
quietly. He stooped to kiss his wife’s cheek, 
then Kit’s, and went to the door. 

Mr. Brame bowed and followed Mr. Tal- 
_ lant into the hall. 

Left alone, Mrs. Tallant said to her 
daughter, “Let’s go into my sitting room, 
child, where we can be comfortable and 
undisturbed.” She put her arm around Kit 
lightly. 

And Kit, feeling that firm support, grew 
very still within herself. It must be some- 
thing far worse than drinking, she thought, 
because her mother was determined to be 
calm. She could feel her mother’s will to 
keep calm. “Yes, Mother,” she said quietly. 
[¢ WAS nearly noon when Kit came out 

of her mother’s room. She must go and 
see how Bert was, but not quite yet. Just 
for a few moments she must be alone and 
think how she would approach him and 
what she would say. If she were like Gail, 
she could go with a sort of breeze to de- 
mand of Bert, “Why didn’t you tell me, 








silly?” If she were Gail, she could say with 
Gail’s hard brightness: “What a fuss about 
nothing! As if everybody didn’t have silly 
things to hide!” 

But Bert was not a worldly-wise sophis- 
ticated man; he was a country boy who 
had grown up in the plainest and simplest 
of ways. It would have been important to 
him to have been married and divorced— 
too important, so that he had wanted to 
hide it. That was the most difficult thing 
about it now: that he had told the first 
reporters he had never been married, so 
that people had made that part of the 
dream of him. 

She had asked her mother straight out: 
“Why do we care? Why don’t we tell it 
ourselves?” 

Deep inside she heard her heart in- 
quiring in a daze of queer pain, “But why 
didn’t he tell me?” 

His mother had not told her either. 
There had been no sign. The deceit seemed 
suddenly intolerable and absurd. Then she 
remembered Mr. Holm’s shrewd sudden 
upward look at her when he said, that day 
when she had come upon him in the clear- 
ing, something about Bert’s having been 
made a fool of once. That was why he had 
hidden it, poor boy, she saw in a flash— 
because he didn’t want people to think him 
a fool. It was the naive fear of country 
boys, she thought in a sudden hard relent- 
less judgment. His parents had taught him 
to be like that. 

She did not feel at all hysterical or emo- 
tional, only sad and not a little bewildered 
about how to tell Bert what she knew. Her 
mother had told her calmly and wisely, 
making light of it all except to point out 
that because of what Bert was, one had 
to manage so that what was really only a 
youthful mistake might not become a very 
ugly story which could expose the whole 
family to its exaggeration, and even to 
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blackmail. That was what Mr. Brame 
wanted to guard against in keeping up 
Bert’s public standing. 

“We could just go away, Bert and I,” she 
told her mother. “If we built a house some- 
where far away from everybody, in some 
quiet place like—like Parton’s Corners—” 

Her mother had looked at her strangely. 
“Why Parton’s Corners?” she had asked. 

“Bert said something about it once.” 

And then, after a moment, her mother 
had told her about the maid, and then she 
had broken down—just a little—because, 
after all, she and Bert were married then, 
and that was the day she had happily writ- 
ten a poem. But her mother had been kind 
again. She had said it wasn’t anything 
really, and that men had such queer 
seizures. 

But why was it of any help to know that 
most men would have behaved exactly as 
Bert did, and wouldn’t have thought they 
had to tell anybody, and that what their 
wives didn’t know wouldn’t hurt them? 
That was wrong, anyway, because it did 
hurt. Even when she had known nothing, 
it had hurt her, because not telling her had 
made Bert a certain sort of person; and 
that had hurt her though she did not know 
it, and it hurt her doubly now that she 
did know. 

And then, just as she was about to get 
up and go drearily into Bert’s room, Bert 
came stumbling in, still in his blue pajamas 
that she had given him because his eyes 
were the same blue. His fair hair was tum- 
bled; and his face flushed, and his eyes 
were full of bewilderment. 

“Kit, where have you been all day?” he 
demanded. His voice was thick. “I called 
you, and you never answered. I’ve been 
sick as a dog.” He dropped on his knees 
before her and buried his face in her lap 
and clutched her around the waist. “Oh, 
I’m so hot I’m in hell,” he muttered. 

She laid her cheek against his forehead. 
“Why, you are full of fever!” she cried. 
“Bert, come back to bed at once!” 

She stood up, half-lifting him, and led 
him back to bed. From the pillow he 
looked up at her with bright, empty eyes. 

“T called and called,” he said drowsily. 

“But why didn’t you ring for someone?” 
she asked, tucking him in. “They’d have 
told you where I was.” 

“T didn’t think of it,” he said, and smiled 
a little at himself. “Gosh, I’m not used to 
bells, Kit, and I didn’t think of that.” 

“Silly,” she said, smiling back at him 
sadly. “Lie still. ’m going to call the doc- 
tor.” She took up the telephone. 

“Don’t leave me,” he begged her. 

She shook her head, smiling steadfastly. 
“T won't,” she said. 

































“PNEUMONIA,” the doctor said. “Til 

have a nurse here in half an hour. 
Meanwhile, if you and Mrs. Tallant can 
manage—” 

“Of course we can,” her mother said. 

It was less than an hour earlier that they 
had been talking about what they would 
do with Bert. Now he had settled it him- 
self by getting pneumonia and having to 
be taken care of. It was wicked to be glad 
he was ill, Kit thought. But it made her 
know what she had to do. He had to be 
taken care of and not disturbed, and she 
could ask him nothing, and that was a 
relief. 

And her mother was always wonderful 
when anyone was ill. “I'll just go and get 
things organized for all this,” she told Kit 
in a brisk whisper. 

Left alone, Kit leaned over Bert. He 
seemed asleep, and yet she was not sure. 
And then suddenly the telephone rang. 
She lifted it instantly, lest he be disturbed. 

“Yes?” she said softly. 

It was Roger Brame. “Mrs. Holm? In 
regard to the proposed expedition, I have 
one more point to offer—” 


as advertised—see page 6 


She interrupted him. “It is no use, Mr. 
Brame. We have just found that Bert is 
very ill with pneumonia. There will be 
no plans.” 

“What?” she heard his surprise breathed 
into the telephone. “Oh, I beg your pardon, 
Mrs. Holm, but this is such a surprise. A 
shock, I might say. I’m sorry, I’m sure. 
But really, speaking purely from the point 
of view of publicity, it’s the most fortunate 
thing! An illness is so appealing to the 
public. Now if you will keep me in con- 
stant touch, please, Mrs. Holm—” 

“Kit—Kit—” Bert was murmuring heav- 
ily. 

“Excuse me, Mr. 
swiftly, and hung up. 

“Qh, damn, damn, damn the public!” she 
thought. Oh, poor Bert! His lips were dry 
with fever. She poured some water for 


Brame,” she said 


im. 

“Here, my darling,” she said, and held 
the glass to his lips. Whatever he was, he 
was hers, and no one had anything to do 
with him. He belonged to her, and she 
would try to be a better wife to him— 
when she could think how to do it. She 
knelt down beside the bed and put her ° 
arms about him, and he groaned a little. 

“Kit, you aren’t sending me away to a 
hospital?” 

“No, no, Bert!” 

“T’ve always been afraid—of a hospital.” 

“You are going to stay here in your own 
room until you are well,” she promised. 

“Good girl, Kit,’ he murmured. 


Ae door opened, and Kit looked up. 
There stood the stiff uniformed figure 
of a trained nurse, a stout woman of mid- 
dle age, whose gray eyes looked coldly 
upon her. 

“T am the day nurse—Miss Prynne,” she 
announced. “Is this the patient?” 

“Yes, my husband,” Kit murmured, and 
stood up, hesitating. 

“Very well, Mrs. Holm,” Miss Prynne 
replied. “Now if you will just leave the 
patient to me. I have the doctor’s instruc- 
tions.” 

“Ts there something—anything—I can do 
for him?” Kit faltered. 

“No, thanks,” Miss Prynne replied. “T 
much prefer being left alone with my 
patients. I’m trained for pneumonia.” 

There was nothing left for Kit but to 
go. She tiptoed away. At the door she 
looked back. The nurse was already 
busy about him and did not know she 
was gone. 

Outside his door she stood a moment, 
feeling that Bert had been taken away 
from her again by strangers. When night 
came, Miss Prynne’s place was taken by 
a blonde and pretty young womian whose 
warmth and instant devotion were scarce- 
ly to be better borne than Miss Prynne’s 
efficiency. When Kit went to Bert’s room 
before she went to bed, she found the 
night nurse there beside him, watching 
him. Kit went to Bert’s' side and stood 
looking down at him. The dreadful flush 
had not left him, and he was breathing 
horribly. She took his hand—it was heavy 
and limp and hot—and she put it down 


again. 

“Tsn’t there anything I can do?” she said. 

“Not a thing, dear,” his nurse said 
promptly. “That’s what I’m here for—to 
do everything. And anyway, it takes a 
person trained for pneumonia. Don’t you 
worry.” ; 

As surely as Miss Prynne had compelled 
her, she felt Miss Weatherly’s bright smile 
forcing her out of the room. 

Kit, leaving her mother at Bert’s door 
on the third day of Bert’s illness, had 
gone downstairs to find Mr. Roger Brame 
in the library. He kept in hourly touch 
with Bert Holm’s condition through the 
nurses in order that the newspapers could 
be reliably informed of how he was, and 
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so he asked no questions now. But he drew 
from an inner pocket a cheap crumpled 
envelope, addressed in a large penciled 
scrawl to Mrs. Bert Holm. 

“This, I regret to say, was opened by 
mistake at the office,” he said apologeti- 
cally. 

She took it and, opening it, saw at once 
that it was from Bert’s father. She had, 
she thought in sudden guilt, forgotten all 
about them. They had had to see from the 
papers. 

They had seen. Reading the big illegible 
scrawl, she saw that they were piteously 
afraid of Bert’s dying and they were com- 
ing to see him. 

“I couldn’t help noticing what it was 
about,” Mr. Brame said. He coughed a 
little behind his very clean linen handker- 
chief. 

“They’re coming,” she said. “This was 
written Tuesday. They'll be here tomor- 
row.” 

“They mustn’t come,” Mr. Brame said 
quickly. “It would be disastrous. It is all 
very well to have an agricultural ancestry, 
Mrs. Holm. In fact, it is quite the thing 
in our democracy. But it would never do 
to have them here in New York. They 
would be played up. Very disastrously—” 

“Nobody need know,” she said. 

“Just look out the window, if you 
please,’ Mr. Brame said. 

She obeyed. There against the opposite 
house a young man lounged carelessly. He 
had a camera open in his hand. 

“He’s taken at least one snapshot of 
everyone who has entered the house,” Mr. 
Brame declared. “Why, he even took me!” 

At this moment the young man’s roving 
eyes caught them at the window, and he 
raised his camera. Mr. Brame drew her 
back sharply. 

“You see how it is!” he exclaimed. 





























Es, she saw how it was. Bert’s parents 
would never do here in this house. Her 
father might understand them, but her 
mother would not. They’d be acutely un- 
happy. 

“But they have a right,” she murmured. 

“All private rights,” Mr. Brame broke 
in with impatience, “but none public, and 
it could scarcely add to Bert Holm’s pres- 
tige to have his parents appear here. In 
their proper place they have their dignity. 
But they must stay there.” 

“TI see what you mean,” she said un- 
willingly. This monstrous public, whose 
vagaries governed their lives! 

“Ts there no escape for us?” she asked 
Mr. Brame. : 

“Escape?” he repeated, puzzled. 

“Can’t we get away from the public—go 
back to being just people?” 

He shook his head. “No, it is doubtful 
if the public will ever completely forget 
Bert Holm. He touched off something more 
than mere adventure.” 

“I might go and see them,” she said, 
thinking aloud. “I could do that. 'm not 
needed here,” she added. 

“Excellent!” Mr. Brame said heartily. 
“Tt would be a real solution. Only, I beg 
you, go quietly. And avoid the young man 
at the door by going at night.” 

He rose and shook her hand limply and 
went away. 

Her father and mother had told her 
good-bye behind the closed front door, 
and she had run out alone and walked 
two blocks and met the waiting car and 
jumped in. “All right, Curry,” she cried 
to the chauffeur. It would be an all- 
night drive, but better than the train. She 
had sent no telegram, knowing the opera- 
tor at Misty Falls would spread the news 
of her coming. The little village would be 
eager for any news of Bert Holm. 

She slept in bits, curled upon the seat. 
And then suddenly two hours before dawn 
she was wide awake. But she did not move. 


as advertised—see page 6 


She lay thinking of what she had reso- 
lutely not thought of since Bert was ie 
If she were going to be there all day at 
the farm, why not find out for herself? 
She could ask casually, “There is an odd 
story—something about Bert’s having been 
married and divorced.” No, she would say 
it more straightly. “Was Bert married and 


‘divorced before he knew me?” Her heart 


was thumping foolishly. What did it mat- 
ter if she knew or not? Why did she care? 
It was over long ago. 

But she did care, not so much about the 
thing itself—only, why had he lied about 
it? And kept up the lie to her? That was 
the core of it. He had been secretive to 
her. That frank ready smile of his, the 
clear blue of his eyes, and all his seeming 
simplicity—did these mean nothing? For 
she kept telling herself again and again 
that he might so easily have said, “Kit, !m 
in a silly mess—” and so have told her. 
But he never told anything, he never said 
anything, he was silent—silent—silent! 
What could you do with silence? 

And what if silence were duplicity, not 
merely stupidity? What if behind it there 
was nothing? That was the question upon 
which her marriage hung. She must find 
the answer and face it. A little of the hard- 
ness of Robert Tallant’s jawline crept into 
her soft oval face. She sat up suddenly 
and straightened her clothing. 

Dawn was near. A moonstone light was 
creeping over the sky, and soon on the 
horizon light began to ray out of the east. 
She felt invigorated and clarified with sud- 
den decision. She would find out the truth 
of things for herself, and then make up 
her mind. 

After all, fundamentally she belonged 
to herself. She didn’t have to stay married 
to Bert if she didn’t want to—if the answer 
was nothing. Life was too valuable, and 
everything was only a step to something 
else. Perhaps this marriage, too, was only 
that—if she could see it in its perspective. 
For the first time in her life she perceived 
her own intactness. 

“Turn right, Curry,” she directed the 
old chauffeur. 

“Yes, miss,” he replied. He had not 
spoken a word all night. She thought with 
a glimmering stray humor that silence in 
a chauffeur was a comfort. And then she 
remembered suddenly that Bert used to 
talk about a garage. He must have forgot- 
ten it. He had not mentioned it in months. 
Her heart winced. If he should die, she’d 
remember he’d not had what he wanted 
most. She had simply forgotten it. 

“We'll soon be there,” she told Curry. 

“Yes, miss,” he answered. 

“You'd better go to the village for 
breakfast after you drop me,” she went on. 

“Yes, miss.” 

There, she could see the house now. It 
looked solid and pleasant, standing white- 
ly in the bare maples about it. But the 
thought of its interior filled her with re- 
pulsion. : 

“But come back immediately after your 
breakfast,” she said. “I might want to go 


away. 
He nodded. 


VY EOeS: Bert the place was com- 
pletely strange to her. She walked 
across the frosty grass and knocked at the 
door. She did not feel free even to open 
the door without knocking when she stood 
outside alone. It was Bert’s home, now less 
than ever hers. 

The door opened, and Mrs. Holm stood 
there in a gray wool dress and a black- 
and-white checked apron. 

“Well, of all—” she began, and then 
threw her arms around Kit. “Come in,” 
she cried. “If I ain’t glad— How is he? 
We're just fixin’ to go today.” 

“T know. That’s why I came.” 

It had not occurred to her until this mo- 
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4. BABIES LIKE HEINZ FLAVOR. Your young- 

ster will relish the delicious taste of Heinz Strained 
Foods! Heinz prepares choicest fruits, vegetables, meats 
and cereals scientifically —cooks and seals them under 
vacuum to preserve rich flavors, appetizing colors, 
valuable vitamins and minerals! Consider all these 
things, and you'll agree that yowr child deserves Heinz 
Strained Foods — largest selling in the world! 
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ment how it would be to have to tell them 
not to come. “You see, he isn’t allowed to 
see anybody. The nurses scarcely let 
me—” 

Mrs. Holm pulled her inside and shut 
the door. They went on into the kitchen, 
where at the oilcloth-covered table by the 
stove Mr. Holm sat eating. 

“T,ook who’s here!” Mrs. Holm cried. 

He looked up at Kit with his vague blue 
eyes. “Hello,” he said. 

“Hello,” she replied. 

“Sit down and eat,” he bade her. 

“Tl tell you about Bert and then go and 
freshen up,” she said. 

So she told them about Bert. And then 
she said, hesitating: “I hardly know how 
to say it, but they seem to think Bert had 
better not have any visitors at all. They 
scarcely let me come into his room.” 

They looked at her wide-eyed when she 
said this. She could feel them blaming her 
for what they could not understand. 

“I know how you feel,” she said. “I feel 
it, too. Sometimes it seems as though Bert 
were someone else—someone who doesn’t 
belong to us at all. He seems to belong to 
everybody else.” 

“We wouldn’t stay,” Mr. Holm said. “I 
couldn’t. ’ve got the cows, and I'd have 
to get back.” 

“It’s the photographers, the public—” 
she murmured. “Ever since he’s been ill, 
it’s been worse than ever.” 

“T wouldn’t mind them,” Mrs. Holm said 
brightly. “I’m used to—” 

“The nurses wouldn’t let you stay with 
him—” she began. 

“I guess I’d take care of my own child!” 
Mrs. Holm cried. 

“You couldn’t,” she said bluntly. Better 
to make them understand. “He has to have 
trained care. He can’t be allowed to run 
any risk. The doctor wouldn't allow it. 
They sent me to ask you not to come,” 
she said in desperation. 

“Well, I never!” Mrs. Holm whispered. 

“Everything is being done,” Kit pleaded. 

“I guess they don’t want us around,” 
Mr. Holm said suddenly. 


HE did not deny it. They sat in silence 
a moment. Now Kit wished she had not 
obeyed Mr. Brame. They should have been 
allowed to come if they liked. They must 
come still. What did it matter, if what they 
wanted most was to be with Bert? Then 
they should be with him. He was all they 
had. She flung Mr. Brame away. 

“We're all wrong,” she said. “You must 
go. We'll all go back together in the car. 
Bert won’t know you—you won’t mind 
that, will you? And the nurses—they’re 
difficult; they won’t let you stay. But you 
have the right to go to him.” : 

Mr. Holm shook his head again. He got 
to his feet a little stiffly. “No, I ain’t goin’,” 
he decided. “I see what you mean. It 
ain’t— He don’t hardly belong to us now. 
It’s like you said.” 

“’'m goin’,” Mrs. Holm declared. 

“No, you ain’t,” Mr. Holm told her. “Like 
he is now, we won’t do him any good. 
ee alone.” 

“eave him alone!” Mr. Holm roared out 
at her suddenly. He snatched an old cap 
from a nail and went out. 

“Tm sorry,” Kit whispered. 

“Sometimes I wish he’d never climbed 
up that mountain,” Mrs. Holm said heav- 
ily. “He’s always scared me so, climbin’ 
things. He’d get*a notion to climb the walls 
or somethin’ and go and do it and never 
tell me till he’d done it. I didn’t want him 
to go off to that heathen country anyway. 
A minister of God is what I always wanted 
him to be. I always prayed he’d be a 
preacher, and we could go and live with 
him. Then I had to give that up. He went 
and—” she stopped herself. “I'll go and 
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“What did he do?” Kit asked sharply. 
“That's what I want to find out. That’s 
partly why I came.” 

Mrs. Holm was taking away the dishes, 
and she clattered them in the sink. “Now, 
Kitty, it’s for him to tell you—if he wants 
to—not me,” she said. “Anyway, it’s 
over. You go on and get yourself washed, 
and Ill boil you an egg the way you 
like it.” 

She might have been a child, so firm a 
dismissal was in Mrs. Holm’s voice and 
manner. She was suddenly intensely 
angry. 

“I'm going to find out, you know,” she 
said very quietly. Yes, she was going to 
find out exactly what Bert was, and then 
she would know what to do with him. 

“You won't find out anything that mat- 
ters now,” Mrs. Holm replied. “He’s just 
what he is. Anything that happened to him 
ae make him any different from what 

e is.” 

She turned her back, and Kit went up- 
stairs. She made up her mind. After she 
had eaten she would go and find that girl 
at the drugstore—Lil, Bert had called her. 
Lily Roos, Mr. Brame had said, was the 
woman’s name. That was why people had 
kept coming into the drugstore the day 
Bert had taken her there. They wanted to 
see them together, Bert’s wife and Lily 
Roos. She was suddenly enraged at Bert. 
How had he dared to put her in such a 
position? And why had Bert wanted her 
to see his wife? 

It came to her suddenly that it had been 
wonderful of Norman to tell her baldly 
that he did not love her. It was kind of 
him, brave of him, kind to her. She could 
trust a man like that, whether he loved 
her or not. Norman would never have let 

i lf be caught in petty lies. 

She went back downstairs, her hair 
brushed and her body bathed. She ate her 


egg and some bread and butter and milk. | 


Through the window she could see Mrs. 
Holm standing firmly against the wind as 
she pinned clothes to the line. 

She opened the door and called, “I’m 
going down to the village!” 


jie car stopped at the drugstore, and 
she went in quickly lest she fail in 
courage after all. The drugstore was quite 


empty except for the woman behind the | 


counter who had her back turned as she 
washed dishes busily in the sink. She was 
humming in a loud cheerful voice. 

She looked up, and burst into talk. 
“Well, I didn’t hear a soul! But I don’t 
hardly expect anybody now for an hour 
or so, unless it’s on the drug side. All my 
regulars have had their breakfast, and it’s 
too early for the ice-cream sodas. 


“Say, I knew you was here. Your chauf- | 


feur come in here for coffee and dough- | 


nuts. “Who’re you?’ I says. I didn’t know 
his rig, see? ‘Mrs. Holm’s chauffeur,’ he 
says. Well, I knowed then you was here. 


Now, what'll it be?” She mopped up the | 


counter with energy as she talked, her 
keen small gray eyes never quite meeting 
Kit’s gaze. 
“Please, just to talk a little,” Kit said. 
“Sure thing,” the girl agreed smoothly. 
If she was surprised, her powdered pink 


face showed none of it. She wiped her | 
hands and came from behind the counter. | 


“Want we should go in a booth?” 
“Yes, perhaps that’s best,” Kit agreed. 
They sat down, and Kit gazed into this 

full, coarsely pretty face. 

“You'll think it strange,” Kit stam- 
mered. “I hardly know how to begin. But 
we—I—have heard something about you— 
and Bert.” She wanted to say “my hus- 
band,” but the words would not be spoken. 

“Bert tell you?” the girl demanded. 

She shook her head. 

“I just bet he wouldn't!” the girl 
claimed. “I said to myself that 
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Lotion. Never sticky. Have velvety-soft, 
“adorable” hands. Jergens is only 50¢, 
25¢, 10¢, $1.00, at any beauty counter. 
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hands or satin-smooth hands that 


attract? Supply beautifying moisture for dry 
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Add a spoonful of 
“beefy” Bovrit and the 
homely “stew” takes on 
an aristocratic bearing 
that even a king’s chef might envy. 

Bovrit, a concentrate of the extrac- 
tives of fine, lean beef, has a savoring 
quality that makes stews, soups, gravies, 
sauces and other dishes deliciously rich 
and appetizing. And extra-nourishing, as 
well. (20 to 30 pounds of beef are re- 
quired to produce one pound of extract 
used in making Bovyrit.) 

No pantry shelf should be without a 
jar of Bovrit—not only for cooking, 
but for making one of the tastiest and 
most invigorating beef-beverages known. 
Bovrit—Great Britain’s Great Bracer 
for fifty years—has a flavor that is re- 
mindful of the juicy richness of sizzling 
roast beef itself. Served hot, it’s a mar- 
velous drink—invigorating, fatigue-fight- 
ing, chill-chasing. 
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@ Make it yourself. 
BOVRIL; grown-ups 
enjoy its stimulating effect; invalids 
find it easy to take and assimilate. 
Food and drug stores have BOVRIL. 


BOVRIL OF AMERICA, Inc., Camden, N. J. 
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wouldn’t of come here to the store that 
day and act like nothing had happened.” 

“Will you tell me just what happened?” 

“Sure, Kit,” the girl replied. “Call me 
Lil, will you, Kit? Everybody does. There 
ain’t any reason why you and me should 
hate each other, at that. You maybe see 
something in Bert I didn’t see. Hell, that’s 
no harm. I told ’em right off when they 
ast me how I felt about Bert Holm’s mar- 
ryin’ again.” 

“Who asked you?” Kit inquired. 

“The newspaper fellers. There was three 
or four of ’em down to see me. And I says 
to ’em, sure, I was married to Bert Holm, 
see, but now I ain’t. I went out to Reno, 
see, and got myself as good a divorce as 
any Mrs. Van-What’s-Her-Name.” 

“Were you and Bert married a long 
time?” Kit asked in a low voice. - 

“Hell, it seemed long!” Lil laughed. 
“Actually I guess it wasn’t hardly a year. 
We didn’t hit it off. It happened kind of 
too quick. You know how them things 
happen, you're kind of—well, you know 
what I mean—kinda ready to fall, and 
Bert’s awful good-lookin’, and when he 
wants to, knows how to get a girl all right. 
But I won’t have no funny business. I 
says, no, not unless you mean marriage. 
So he-says—we was at the Sunday School 
picnic—say, ain’t that a joke?—‘Hell,’ he 
says, ‘I mean whatever you mean.’ So I 
says, ‘All right, lead me to the preacher.’ 
I didn’t think he would. But you know 
how he is—just like a kid takin’ a dare. 
So he says all right, and we jumped in his 
ear, and first thing I knew, I was standin’ 
before a minister, sayin’ ‘I do.’” 

“And then?” Kit asked. 

“Oh, there wasn’t much to it,” Lil re- 
plied carelessly. She twisted a stiff blonde 
curl around her finger and arranged it 
against the others. “I gave up my job here 
and moved out to that farm of his. Say, 
how do you stand it there? I fought with 
his old woman the first day. And Bert 
stuck by her, and kept stickin’ by her, so 
I says, ‘This ain’t my kind of life,’ I says. 
So I came back here and got my job back.” 
She paused, considering. “At that, I don’t 
know if Bert would’ve let me get a divorce 
if it hadn’t been for his mother. He used 
to talk about him gettin’ a garage here in 
town, and I’d have kinda liked that.” 

“Why, then— Why—” Kit murmured. 

“Oh, I got sick of him,” Lil said frankly. 
“T just got fed up. I don’t know why. Don’t 
ast me— Those kind of things just happen, 
don’t they? One day a fellow sends chills 
up and down you when you look at him, 
and the next you don’t care. I guess the 
truth is Bert’s too much of a kid for me. 
I like ’em maturer than what he is. He’s 
the kind that’s goin’ to be a kid till he 
dies. And the truth is I don’t want a man 
I gotta be a mother to. Understand, there’s 
no harm in him. He’s just dumb, that’s all.” 

She spoke with large tolerance. The 
door opened, and a red-haired plasterer 
came in, his overalls splotched with white. 

“Excuse me,” Lil whispered. She rose. 
Then she leaned toward Kit. “Don’t you 
worry, Kit,” she whispered. “It’s all over 
with me. I ain’t going to bother you. I 
ain’t low.” 

She straightened, showed perfect white 
teeth in a great smile, and sauntered to- 
ward the counter. 

Kit rose and went out to the car. Curry 
held the door open, correct and severe. 
She was passionately glad to get into the 
car and have him tuck the robe about her 
—glad to roll noiselessly away—away— 
away— 


ie WAS late dusk, and out of the wintry 
darkness she came into the warm, 


lighted hall. She had never been so acutely 


conscious of the value of beauty and lux- 
ury and ordered formal living as she was 
when Smedley opened the door of the 
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house. The drawing-room doors were 
thrown back, and across the deeply car- 
peted floors she saw the fire burning and 
the lamps lighted and the glow of flowers. 

“Dinner will be served in about half an 
hour, miss,” Smedley observed. 

Her impulse was to say she would not 
be down. And then she decided she wanted 
to bathe in scented water and brush her 
hair until it shone and wear her dark blue 
velvet dinner gown. She felt fastidious to 
the last drop of her blood. 

“Ts there any change in Mr. Holm?” she 
asked. 

“I believe he is exactly the same, miss,” 
Smedley said mournfully. 

There were letters on the table, and 
she went to them. They had been sorted— 
a great pile of fifty or so for Bert, and two 
for her. She picked them up. 

A bill—both of them bills, probably. She 
glanced at them carelessly, and then felt 
the blood stop in her veins. The other was 
a letter from Norman Linlay. She knew 
his writing instantly. She would, of course. 
But why need it still stop her blood to 
see his close, fine writing of her name? 
No, not her name. This was the first time 
he had written Mrs. Bert Holm. It made 
her another woman. 

“Tell my mother I am back,” she told 
Smedley. 

“Yes, miss.” . 

She went upstairs, the letter clutched 
in her hand. There was no imagining why 
Norman should write. Probably it was 
nothing—tickets for a play, perhaps. She 
did not know whether he had a new play 
or not. She went into her room and shut 
the door and stood with her back against 
it and tore open the envelope. 


“Kir—” her name was there just as it 
used to be—“I have been hellishly busy 
on a play, or I'd have written before to 
say I’m sorry your young man is ill. And 
my play is the best I’ve ever done. You 
must see it, and mind you tell me so— 
none of your free speech, if you please, I 
want to hear it’s the most wonderful play 
of our generation—nothing less. Matter 
of fact, it is. 

“Here’s hoping the young man is soon 
over it. 

“As ever, 
“NORMAN” 


GHE folded the letter again and stood 
trembling. She wanted to hear his 
voice. She had somehow to know simply 
that he was. All the careful detachment 
of these months was swept away. It was 
not a matter of love—no, simply a neces- 
sity to know he was himself as he always 
had been. If she could look at him and 
hear him speak of anything at all, it would 
restore some balance in herself. 

She went swiftly to the telephone and 
dialed the old number. She had not even 
thought of it day upon day. But it was 
there, habitual as ever. Someone answered 
—a servant. 

“Ts Mr. Norman Linlay at home?” she’ 
inquired. 

“T think so, madame. Just a minute,” the 
voice came back. 

It was impossible that he could be there 
so casually as this, so completely within 
her grasp. She had forced heosele co long 
to think of him as gone, as dead, as in- 
finitely away from her. And all the time 
he had been as close as this. Why had it 
ever seemed important to her that he did 
not love her? The important thing was 
simply that he was alive. 

Then his voice came, exactly his voice. 
“Hello?” 

“This is Kit,” she answered, trying not 
to weep. What was there to weep about if 
he were alive? She felt all unstrung and 
loose in her bones. She sat down, straining 
to hear his voice again. 
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hand-picked, packed in just the right syrup 
to accent their exquisite goodness. Delicious 
alone—or try them with chocolate sauce. 
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And whether you take 
your coffee “now” — 
or “later’’— be sure it’s 
Del Monte Coffee! 


And this colorful trio gives only a 
glimpse of the many tempting and 
easy desserts you can make — with 
Dex Monte Fruits to help you! 

There’s pineapple, for instance — 
in six convenient styles! And think 
what you can do with purple plums, 
Kadota figs, zesty grapefruit. If time’s 
short, Det Monte Fruit Cocktail or 
Fruits for Salad are ready-fixed! Or 
splurge with cherries, seedless grapes 
—or berries, four kinds! 

Amazing variety! And they’re all 
Det MonteE—a name you know —a 
quality you’ve tested and trusted for 
sO many years. 

That's why — whenever you buy 
canned fruits—it’s such smart shop- 
ping to see if Det Monte packs the 
ones you want. Look before you buy. 
Look for Det Monte first. It pays. 


Looking for cheers? Surprise the 
family with Det Monre Peaches, 
arranged alongside lady fingers and 
whipped cream. Short on work—but 
what a flavor delight! You'll like 
Det Monte Sliced Peaches, too. 
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“Everything turns out right” with individ- 
ual pie shells of graham cracker crumbs 
encasing Det Monte Apricots. They're tree- 
ripened Blenheims — canned orchard-fresh — 
a menu-triumph however you serve them. 











Del Monte labels tell you—the 
style of pack, size of fruit, number 
of pieces or servings in the can— 
other facts to help you shop. An- 
other Det Monte service to make 
your buying easier, shrewder— 
another very good reason to look 
for Det Monte first! 
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CAN STAND SO MUCH 
_AND NO MORE: 


YOUR NERVE 


BOSTON TERRIER—A cross between the 
English bulldog and white English terrier, but 





this gentle, loyable house pet is strictly an 
American product. First bred in Boston some 
60 years ago. Once called the “ Roundhead,” 








today he is the “American Gentleman” of dog- 
dom. The phrase “ Boston terrier expression” 


is almost a synonym for intelligence in dogs. 





DOG’S nervous system re- 
sembles our own. But when 


a dog’s nerves tire, he obeys his 
instincts—he relaxes. Do we? Ex- 
perience shows that we are more 
likely to let the nerve-tensing ac- 
tivities of our lives all but “drown 
out” the warnings of instinct to 
ease nervous tension. 

Pride in our work—home- 
making, business, profession — 
may all too often prod us to keep 


on...keep on...until our nerves 
are strained and tense! 

And yet every hour of the day 
can be more pleasant...easier!... 
when you avoid ragged nerves. 
So learn what a pleasure it is to 
let up—light up a Camel! Camels 
are mild and rich-tasting —a su- 
premely enjoyable cigarette. As 
for nerve protection— smokers 
find that Camel’s costlier tobaccos 
are soothing to the nerves! 


These people with work 


to do break nerve tension by Letting Up 


—and Lighting Up Camels 


Running an adding machine is 
Elsie Ferril’s job. It could be 
nerve-wracking, but it isn’t! 
“When I feel nerve tension 
coming on,” Miss Ferril says, 
“I doa very simple, pleasant 
thing. I let up —and light up a 
Camel. That’s my way of avoid- 


ing nerve strain.” 











Long hours of concentration 
over charts and technical equip- 
ment put a strain on Louis S. 
Lojas, hard-working astrono- 
mer. “ No matter how absorbing 
my work is,” he says, “[ prevent 
nerve tension. I let upand light 
up a Camel. And I find Camels 


really soothing to the nerves.” 
















This home-maker is easing her nerves by letting up 
and lighting up a Camel! The frequent enjoyment of 
Camels can help you take life more calmly too. Smokers 
find Camel’s costlier tobaccos soothing to the nerves. 
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“Well, Kit!” 

“T have your letter.” 
* “That’s good. How is he?” 

“About the same.” 

“Tough luck, but he’ll pull through—has 
to, with everybody pulling for him. It 
makes a compelling atmosphere.” 


She hadn’t anything at all to say to 
him; the necessity was only to hear his 
voice. 

“I suppose you’re very busy, Kit?” 

If he asked her, she would— 

“No, the trained nurses don’t let me 
near him. It’s frightfully tedious waiting 
about. Nothing to do, really.” 

“Dinner tomorrow? I don’t lunch, you 
know.” 

“IT know. Yes, Norman, I'd like it.” 

“Same place?” 

“Yes.” 

“Same time?” 

“Ves,” 

“Good-bye, Kit.” 

“Good-bye,” she breathed. She heard 
the telephone click. He was gone. But he 
had given her tomorrow. There hadn’t 
been a tomorrow five minutes ago. Only 
another day. 

And in a luxury of sudden ease she be- 
gan to undress. In the same ease 
she poured the bath salts lavishly 
into the hot bath and bathed slowly 
and dressed herself to the last fas- 
tidious detail. Then slowly she went 
down the great staircase to dinner. 

Later she went upstairs to Bert’s 
room. Miss Weatherly arose. 

“He’s just dropped asleep,” she 
said voicelessly. 

Kit nodded and went to the bed. 

He looked very ill indeed. There 
was nothing there to remind her of 
Bert. 

“Better?” she asked the nurse in 
a whisper. 

* The nurse shook her head. “The 
same.” 

She went away as she came. No 
use thinking ahead—at least, not 
ahead of tomorrow. There was no 
harm in thinking of tomorrow. It 
was not as though Norman loved 
her any more. If he did, of course 
she would not go. But if he did 
none of this could have happened. 

She would not have been Kit Holm, 
but someone else. It was quite safe 
to think of tomorrow. 


‘THE old habits were there as 
though they had never been 
broken. Her feet had not forgotten the 
shallow step of the door into the small, 
intimate restaurant, or her hand how the 
door swung, and when she went in, her 
eyes turned straight to the table in the 
far corner. 

She had waited there often enough alone 
for Norman, who was late or who never 
came at all if a rehearsal went on. They 
had agreed that such a thing might happen 
to him, but knowing it might had never 
made it easier. 

But today he was there. She saw him 
instantly. The habit of her heart held, too. 
It leaped in the old accustomed way. She 
held it firm—not letting it shine now out 
of her eyes or sing in her voice. She wound 
her way among the closely placed tables 
to their own table. He looked up and rose 
to his feet, and they clasped hands quickly. 

He looked as he always had; nothing 
changed. His same forthright face and his 
dark straightly gazing eyes were before 
her. They sat down, and he took the menu. 

“Same?” he inquired, lifting dark brows. 

She nodded. “Exactly.” 

“What’s your play?” she asked when 
the waiter had taken their order. 

“Oh, it’s a good play,” he said reluc- 
tantly. “Nobody likes it much except me, 


so I know it’s a good play. You wouldn’t 
like it.” 

“How do you know?” she retorted. 

“Not a chance of your liking it, Kit,” he 
declared. “It’s all about a rough-shod chap 
who cuts away one thing after another.” 

“What for?” she inquired. 

“Just to be free,” he replied. 

“But what does he do?” she persisted. 

“Nothing,” he said, shrugging. 

“It doesn’t sound like a play,” she told 
him. 

“It is, though,” he declared, “a damn 
good play.” 

“But what’s the end?” 

“He gets free!” 

“Norman, that’s no end—if nothing hap- 
pens!” . 

“Silly! It’s the only happy ending in the 
world!” 

But this was happy enough for her, she 
thought, looking at him, watching the old 
flashing changes of his face. His mouth was 
still beautiful. Too beautiful. And why 
more beautiful than Bert’s always hand- 
somely curved lips? This mouth was never 
still. There was no telling what its shape 
was. It changed with every change of his 
face: a hard mouth, a cruel mouth, a warm 
mouth. But she had a few times seen it 


FUTILITY 


By Eleanor Graham 


] ASK myself what difference it makes 


Whether I mar this page with words or tears— 


People grow weary of a heart that breaks; 


People grow tired of reading through the years 


That love is pain; and beauty, cruelty; 

And these are what we live for. Strange that I 
Should go on telling of the inner me, 
Knowing my words can only flare and die. 


Perhaps an angry witch pronounced a curse 
Above my bed the day that I was born. 
Why do I not destroy my faded verse? 
Why do I cling to something old and worn? 
I do not know. But far into the night 


I scorn desire and tears—and write and write. 


grow miraculously tender. And because of 
that she kept watching it. 

The waiter brought a beefsteak hissing 
on a metal plate and heaped with mush- 
rooms and red peppers. He cut it with 
quick strokes and placed portions before 
them. 

“And Bert Holm, Kit? Is he really like 
his pictures?” 

“He is,’ she answered. Bert was what 
they must not talk about. She must refuse 
to let him play his mind upon Bert, be- 
cause then it would be upon her, too. 

“So what?” he inquired calmly. 

He was eating with a fine zest as he 
talked. He was always so: eating hugely 
of what he chose, and capable of touching 
nothing of a thing he had not chosen for 
himself. 

“It’s pleasant,” she replied, on guard. 

“Like living with a famous portrait,” he 
went on. 

“A favorite portrait,” she amended. 
“One you wanted--chose—and will always 
keep.” 

“For decoration?” he inquired inno- 
cently. 

“Don’t!” she said, breaking in upon him. 
“I won’t go on with this. He’s lying des- 
perately ill. Perhaps I shouldn’t be here.” 


“All right,” he said. “If you want it 
straight, here goes: I knew the moment I 
heard your voice last night that you were 
unhappy.” 

“Tm not unhappy.” 

“Yes, you are, or you wouldn’t have 
called me. A happy woman doesn’t write 
letters or call one up on the telephone.” 

“Perhaps I didn’t want to write you.” 

“If you'd been happy, you wouldn’t have 
cared whether you wrote or not. It would 
have meant nothing.” 

“IT might be happy and still not have for- 
gotten—everything.” 

“Not you, Kit. That’s Gail, maybe—tast- 
ing the leftovers of an old love out of cold 
curiosity. Not you, though.” 

“You mustn’t humiliate me again,” she 
whispered. She pushed aside her plate. 

He shook his head. “I never humiliated 
you. I honored you. I might have married 
you out of pity, thinking I could neglect 
you afterward. But I knew I couldn’t neg- 
lect you. Any stupid woman can be neg- 
lected. God, that’s most of them!” 

‘He frowned, and lit a cigarette restlessly. 
“Kit, ’m not going to stir into your affairs, 
God knows. Why did I want you to come 
here? I don’t know, and that’s the truth. 
I wanted to, that’s all. And you wanted to 
come, or you wouldn’t have. All I 
say is, don’t think you have to stick 
anything. You don’t. Nobody does. 
I didn’t, did 1? And don’t wait until 
you see the next step over the preci- 
pice. Go on and cut the rope.” 

He leaned over to her suddenly 
and put out his hand across the 
table to her. 

She did not answer or put out her 
hand. 

“What made you do it?” he asked 
so simply that she was overwhelmed 
with a sudden rage. 

“You haven’t the rizht to ask me 
that—you, of all people:’ she cried. 

“Why of all people?” he de- 
manded. 

“Why? Because—you didn’t love 
me.” The words tore themselves out 
of her, and immediately she wished 
them back. 

“What has that to do with it?” he 
asked. 

“Instead of suicide,’ she heard 
herself murmur, and was terrified. 

His voice was like a flow of blood 
fresh from a wound reopened, It 
must be stanched, or she would die. 
If he would be flippant now, it 
would be a caustic for her aid. If 
he would only be flippant as he 
so often was! But he was not flippant. In- 
stead he said with a puzzling sort of sad- 
ness: “Don’t think I am nothing but 
ruthless. The thing was I wouldn’t go on 
with less than you wanted. You want a 
great deal, Kit—more than a man has, per- 
haps, to give a woman. You’d have been 
unhappy with me.” 

She sat quivering under his gentleness. 
If he had been sharp and smart, she could 
have held him off. But now she was de- 
fenseless. She picked up her gloves and 
began putting them on quickly. At least, 
she had seen him; at least, heard him 
speak. 

“I must go,” she said indistinctly. 

He paid no attention to this. He went on 
quickly: “Perhaps I ought to have given 
you the choice of unhappiness, though, 
Kit. Perhaps that’s where I haven’t been 
fair to you. Granted you'll never be happy, 
which unhappiness do you prefer: the one 
you have now or the one you’d have had 
with me?” 

She stood up and belted her brown 
tweed coat. “The point is that you told me 
you didn’t love me enough,” she said 
bluntly. 

“I didn’t,” he said honestly. “Not for 
‘what you wanted. But you haven’t what 
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( ini DREN, DOCTORS SAY, are naturally careless. 
Many grownups, too, fail to realize the necessity 
for a soft, highly absorbent bathroom tissue. 


As soon as your little child is old enough to understand, 
she should be taught the standards of cleanliness that will 
help her to grow up into a fastidious young woman. 


Luxury Texture Tissue will make it easier for her to de- 
velop these proper habits. Ordinary tissues may be too 
rough, stiff or highly glazed, too lacking in absorbent 
qualities to give you the assurance you want. 


Teach your child now to use extra-soft, extra-absorbent 
Luxury Texture. Scott Paper Co., ; : 
Chester, Pa., also makers of Waldorf 
Tissue and ScotTowels for home use. 


Copr., 1939, Scott Paper Company 
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you want now, have you?” He flung the 
question at her so directly that she felt as 
though she physically dodged it. 

“I have what I chose” she said. 

“What you’d choose again?” 

“T think so.” 

He put a bill under his glass and rose. 
as made me see I was wrong,” he 
said. 

He took her arm abruptly and piloted 
her through the tables. He said, “If you 
were doomed for misery, you might as 
well have stayed with me.” 

“I’m not miserable!” she said hotly. 

“You are,” he retorted. “I’ve looked at 
you hundreds of times—beside him. You're 
perfectly miserable.” 

“Tf T-am, I don’t know it!” 

They were standing out on the street 
now, arguing. So they had argued in the 
past, under this very lamppost, over and 
over again, over everything. He stood there 
before her, hatless, the wind blowing his 
black hair, his eyes blazing and furious. 

“Damn you, I say you are!” he shouted 
suddenly. “I wish I’d gone and married 
you. Then I could have beaten some sense 
into you!” 

He jammed his hat on his head and 
flung himself away. He did not once look 
back, and she stood there, watching him, 
as she had done so many times before. 
But he never used to look back, either . .. 
Nothing between them could ever change. 
Whether it was a thing she wanted or not, 
as long as they lived, they’d be like this 
toward each other. Whether it was love 


or not made no difference. It was truth. 


HE let herself into the house with her 
own key, because, though she rang 
again and again, no one answered. When 
she opened the door, no one was about. 
Smedley, who was never far away, was 
not to be seen. Nor were the fires lighted. 
She was halfway upstairs before she 
heard a footstep hurrying across the hall 
below her. Looking back, she saw Smedley 
rushing forward with a tray. He had set 
foot on the lowest stair before he saw her. 


He stopped, dismayed. 


“Oh, miss—I’m sure— I would be using 
the service stair, only this is quicker. Mr. 
Holm is took very bad, miss. The doctor’s 
here and called another. I was sent for 
whisky and hot water.” 

“Go on at once,” she commanded him. 
ba be there as soon as I get my things 
off. 

She ran up the stairs. In her room she 
found her mother and father, waiting. 

“Bert’s worse,” she said quickly. “Smed- 
ley told me.” 

“Crisis,” her father said. “It came all of 
a sudden, about an hour ago. We couldn’t 
find you.” 

“Fortunately both nurses were here,” 
her mother took it up. “We were able to 
reach Dr. Leavitt, and he brought another 
specialist. Everything is being done. They 
don’t want us there.” 

“Nor me?” she inquired. She had al- 
ready flung off her hat and coat. An hour 
ago! Even if she had been called away 
from Norman an hour ago, she could not 
have done anything for Bert. And she 
would have missed that final certainty 
with Norman. 

“T called Gail,” Mrs. Tallant said. “She 
and Harvey will be over—just in case.” 

‘Do they expect him to die?” she asked. 
Her heart began its thick beating. Bert 
to die! 

“No, don’t, Kit—’”*Mrs. Tallant said hur- 
riedly. “While there’s life, you know. Be- 
sides, he’s so young.” 

She went to the door and opened it 
softly. They were all there about him. 
Smedley stood with the tray, his face an 
agony. She could not see Bert for the heads 
bent above him. No one saw her. She tip- 
toed to the foot of the bed and stood wait- 


ing. She could see him now—alabaster 
white. The dreadful flush was gone, and 
instead there was this shadowy whiteness. 

They looked at her, but no one spoke. 
The doctors were bent over him doing 
something—a hypodermic. Dr. Leavitt 
straightened. 

“I think we can work better if you are 
not here, Mrs. Holm,” he said. “Just wait 
in the next room, please. If there is any 
danger, we will tell you.” 

She turned instantly and went back to 
her own room. Gail and Harvey were al- 
ready there. The telephone rang, and her 
father went to it. It was Roger Brame. She 
heard her father’s curt voice. 

“No, no news. Very low, that’s all. 
They’re getting ready for more oxygen. 
No one knows.” 

He hung up the telephone. “These 


damned ghoulish newspapers,” he said 


simply. 


“Let me attend to the telephone,” Har- / 


vey said. He moved to the telephone as 
he spoke, a solid firm figure. She saw Gail’s 
eyes follow him. Gail in a gray suit, fitted 
to her slenderness, and a dark wine blouse, 
and a hat poised on her head, and as in- 
tense as an exclamation mark. 

She felt them all about her, these who 
were her own, solidly about the Kit whom 
they knew and who belonged to them. But 
there was a part of her which did not be- 
long to them and which they did not know, 


a part of her which had somehow to settle 


its own life. 


F BERT died, then silence would be her 
solution. She would grieve, but it could 
scarcely be an intenser grief than she had 
been feeling all these days—a grief for 


something that was not and that had never | 


been. Death would mean only that it could 
never be. Bert would end for her as he 
was, that was all. The dream would be 


gone and with it the hope of its fulfillment. | 


If he died now, there would be return to 
another emptiness. Or would there? 


Her vague sad eyes, wandering, caught 
Gail’s sharp gaze fastened upon her and | 
saw Gail’s fingers, lifted to her lips, blow | 


her a kiss. She smiled quickly. 

There was a knock on the door, and 
Smedley came in. 

“What is it now?” Mrs. Tallant de- 


manded. The man looked too silly for | 


anything, his face all pursed up. What 
was he going to do—cry? 


“Oh, madame,” he panted, his voice go- | 


ing into a squeak. “I feel I’ve got to tell 
you, madame, and you, sir—and miss, 
ma’am—” 


They stared at him. No one had ever 


seen Smedley like this. 


“Smedley! Don’t be ridiculous!” Mrs. | 


Tallant said severely. 

“No, madame,” he whispered. “I don’t 
forgive myself, madame. But I’ve been 
afraid that he took his death that night 
—one night he went out with me—” 


“Went out with you, Smedley?” Mrs. | 


Tallant’s amazed voice was like ice down 
his collar. 

He gulped and went on, faintly. “Yes, 
madame, to a prizefight on First Avenue. 
He got very warm, and then he wouldn’t 
put on his coat— Said he was hot—” To 
his own horror, he sobbed. 

Mrs. Tallant looked quickly at Gail and 
bit her lip. It was like Bert, her look said, 
to be dying, so he couldn’t be blamed or 
even spoken to. Going out with the butler, 
of all things! It had been sheer luck that 
it hadn’t got in the papers! 

“That'll do,” Mr. Tallant said suddenly, 
and Smedley was so glad it was over he 
muttered, “Yes, sir,” and hurried out. 

Kit had not said a word, and now she 
sat, white and stiff, and her mouth strained 
as though she were trying not to cry. 

“Kit, relax!” her mother called to her 
sharply. “It doesn’t help Bert a bit to be 

















Qa well tuad 


The shape of your baby’s head...the strength and 
straightness of his back...these signs tell you if your 
baby’s bones and teeth are growing right! To help build 
them strong and sound, your baby needs one special 
factor— Vitamin D. These winter months when sun- 
shine does not supply enough, be sure to give him a 
dependable source—Squibb’s Cod Liver Oil! 


a fine, full cheat 


1 


Here’s how Vitamin D helps babies develop a chest 
that’s deep and full. It transforms into hard bone 
structure the calcium and phosphorus their food sup- 
ples. Give your baby the Vitamin D he needs. Start 
now with Squibb’s Cod Liver Oil! 


.... a trong back 


ting Squibb’s Cod Liver Oil regularly every day. Look 
at the straight, strong back ...the fine, sturdy frame- 
work it has helped him build! 


Vitamins guarded ! With Squibb’s you get full value for your cod liver oil money! 


There’s no padlock on the bottle, but under the cap you'll find a transparent seal 
that keeps air from contact with the oil and retains the carbon dioxide. One 
teaspoonful of Squibb’s contains as many units of Vitamins A and D as three tea- 
spoontiis of a cod liver oil which just complies with the minimum requirements 
of the U.S. Pharmacopeia. Get your money’s worth! Ask your druggist for Squibb’s. 


SQUIBB’S Cod-Liver Od 








Ever since he was a few months old, he has been get- | 


RESTORE FABRIC FRESHNESS 
by removing Fabric film 


Remove the film of ingrained dirt from your 
not-too-new frock and it looks fresh as new. 
Sanitone Cleaning brings back both the feel and 
the appearance of newness. 





Sanitoning is triple-action cleaning, removing all three 
common soils ( grease-, perspiration-, and solid-types). It re- 
places the fabric oils which ordinary dry cleaning destroys. 





Try out Sanitone! Look on the opposite page 
for the name of the Sanitone Cleaner in your 
neighborhood. Carefully selected for his skill 
and reliability he is licensed to use this patented 
Sanitone method of fabric cleaning. Call him 
today! Emery Industries, Inc., Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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CLEANERS 
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... Loday. 


THESE CLEANING ESTABLISHMENTS ARE LICENSED TO USE SANITONE 


ALABAMA 


AUBURN—Ideal Laundry 

BIRMINGHAM—Utopia Cleaners 

DOTHAN— Monarch Dry Cleaners 

GREEN VILLE—Sunshine Cleaners 

MONTGOMERY—Lifsey Dry 
Cleaning Co. 

TUSCALOOSA—Morgenthau 
Cleaners 


ARIZONA 


PHOENIX—McKean’s Model 
Laundry and Dry Cleaners 


ARKANSAS 
LITTLE ROCK—Price-Gordon Co. 


CALIFORNIA 


BAKERSFIELD—Sanitex Cleaners 

HAN FORD—Hanford Laundry and 
Dry Cleaning Co 

LONG BEACH— Petri’ s Odorless 
Cleaners 

LOS ANGELES—Fanset Dye Works 

PASAD ENA—Elite Cleaners 

PASAD ENA—The Royal 

RIVERSIDE—The Bell Co. 

SAN DIEGO—Royal Cleaners 

SAN LUIS OBISPO—Strongs 
Cleaners 

SANTA ANA Washington Cleaners 

ae es BARBARA —St. Paul Dye 

r 

STOCKTON—’ Xclusive Laundry 

WATSONVILLE—Watsonville 
Laundry 


COLORADO 


Se cee JUNCTION—Excelsior 

aun 

GRAND + UNCTION—New 
Method Inc. 


CONNECTICUT 


MIDDLETOWN—Enmpire Dyeing 
and Cleaning Co. 

NEW BRITAIN—New Britain 
Dry Cleaners 

TORRINGTON—Gates & Ce. 


DELAWARE . 
WILMINGTON—Sayer Bros. Co, 


D. of C. 


WASHINGTON—Elite Laundry 
WASHINGTON— Manhattan 


Laundry 
WASHINGTON—Palace Laundry 
FLORIDA 


DAYTONA BEACH—Daytona 
Beach Laundry 

JACK SONVILLE—Roy A, Brown 
Cleaners 

PENSACOLA—Workman’s Cleaners 

SARASOTA—Lily White Laundry 


GEORGIA 


ATLANTA—Joe May, Inc. 
AUGUSTA—Stark-Empire Laundry 
COLU M BUS—Snow’s Laundry 
MACON —Snow’s Laundry 
MOULTRIE—Moultrie Laundry & 
Dry Cleaning Co 
SAVANNAH—Snow’ s Laundry 
VALDOSTA—Star Laundry 


IDAHO 


IDAHO FALLS— White Star Laundry 
LEWISTON—C. O. D. Laundr, 
POCATELLO—Troy-Parisian 
TWIN FALLS—Parisian Citaneea 


ILLINOIS 


CHICAGOLiberty Cleaners 
CHICAGO—North Side Cleaners 
CHICAGO—N. Preib & Co 

EAST MOLINE—Bickel’s Cleaners 
EVANSTON—North Side Cleaners 
EVANSTON—Shore Line Cleaners 
OAK PARK—N. Preib & Co. 
WILMETTE—Shore Line Cleaners 


INDIANA 


BLOOMINGTON—New Home 
Laundry Company 
ELKHART— Elkhart Cleaners 
EVANSVILLE— Kleiderer Bros. 
EVANSVILLE— Krauss Cleaners 
FORT WAYNE—Troy Dry 
Cleaning Co. 
GOSHEN—Gilbert’s 
HAMMOND—Mottle Cleaners 
HUNTINGTON—Moon & Moon 
INDIANAPOLIS—Crown Laundry 
MUNCIE—French Steam Dye Works 
SOUTH BEN D—Aristo Dry Cleaners 
VIN CARINE PSGeey, s Cleaning 
orks 





ie OUR SANITONE 


Sanitone is a patented cleaning method 
that removes soils gently but thoroughly 
from filmy frocks and heavy woolens. 


IOWA 


BELLEVUE—J. C. Kurth Dry 
Cleaner 

DES MOINES—Miller’s Laundry 

DUBU QUE—Sommerteld’s 

MARSHALLTOWN—Marshalltown 
Steam Dye Works 

SIOUX CITY—Davenport Cleaning 
Company 


KANSAS 


ARKANSAS CITY—Osage Cleaners 
CON CORDIA—Rox Cook, Cleaner 
DODGE CITY—Dodge City Laundry 
EMPORIA—The New Process 
Laundry 
GARDEN CITY—Penny Cleaners 
HUTC HINSON— Model Laundry 
INDEPEN DENCE—Cash Cleaners 
IOLA—Ableson Cleaners 
LARNED—Ideal Laundry 
LIBERAL—Penny Cleaners 
MANHATTAN— Manhattan 
Cleaners 
PRAT T—DeLuxe Cleaners 
TOPEKA—Ripley’s Dry Cleaners 
WICHITA—Luling’s City Laundry 
& Fashion Cleaners 
WICHITA—Robison & Moore 


KENTUCKY 


DANVILLE—The Danville Laundry 
FULTON—O. K. Laundry & Cleaners 
HOPKINSVILLE—Hopkinsville 
Model Laundry 
MIDDLESBORO—Middlesboro 
Steam Laundry M 
OWEN SBORO—Dell’s, Inc. 
PADUCAH—The Owen Cleaners 
PRINCETON—Farmer’s Dry 
Cleaners 


LOUISIANA 


ALEXANDRIA—French Unique 
Cleaners 

BATON ROUGE—Kean's Inc. 

DE RIDDER—De Ridder Steam 
Laundry 

LAFA Y ETTE—New Lafayette 
Steam Laundry 

LAKE CHARLES—Lake Side 
Laundry 

MON ROE—Weil Cleaners, Inc. 

NEW ORLEANS—Randon's 


Cleaners 
SHREVEPORT—White’s Cleaners 


MAINE 


AU BURN—Watkins Cleansers 
AUGUSTA—Berty’s Cleaners 
BANGOR—Hillside Dye House 
PORTLAND—Watkins Cleansers 


MARYLAND 


BALTIMORE—Archer’s Laundry 

BALTIMORE—Elite Laundry 

EASTON—McCord Laundry 

SILVER SPRING—Morningside 
Laundry 


MASSACHUSETTS 


FALMOUTH— Robbins Laundry 
GREENFIELD—The Roy] Cleaners 
HOLY OKE—Hegy’s, Inc. 
LAWRENCE—Meadow Brook 
Laundry _- 
LOWELL—Highland Cleaners 
LYNN—Parisian Dry Cleaners 
NEW BEDFORD—Bush & Co., Inc. 
OAK BLUFFS—Marshall's 
Launderers and Cleaners 
PITTSFIELD—Stetson Dry Cleaners 
SALEM—-Salem Laundry Co. 
SOMERVILLE—White Cross 
Laundry 
SPRINGFIELD—City Dye Works 
WELLESLEY—Lake Waban 
Laundry 


MICHIGAN 


DETROIT—La Measure Bros. 

FLIN T—Lash Garment Cleaners 

GRAND RAPIDS—Cole’s Laundry 
and Cleaners __ 

IRONW OOD—Miller Cleaning Co. 

LANSING—French Dry Cleaners 

LANSING—Riker’s Cleaners & 


Dyers 
SAGINAW—Aubry Cleaners & Dyers 
ST. JOSEPH—Sanitary Dry Cleaners 
STURGIS—Sturgis Dry Cleaners 
THREE RIVERS—Three Rivers 
Cleaners 


MINNESOTA 


DULUTH—East End Cleaners 
DULUTH— Yale Cleaners 
MINNEAPOLIS—Waldron’s, Inc. 
WINONA—Winona Cleaning Works 


MISSISSIPPI 


ae KSON—Crescent Laundry 
{ERIDIAN—Classic Cleaners 


MISSOURI 


BUTLER—Butler Laundry & 
Cleaners 

JEFFERSON CITY—Quality 
Cleaners 

ST. JOSEPH—Conser Laundry and 
Cleaners 

ST. LOUIS—Chapman Bros. 


MONTANA 


BILLINGS—Billings Laundry Co. 

GREAT FALLS—National Laundry 
and Dry Cleaners 

MISSOULA—Missoula Laundry Co. 


NEBRASKA 


ALLIANCE—Keep-U-Neat Cleaners 

FAIRBURY—Lambert’s Cleaners 

KEARNEY—Liberty Dry Cleaning 
Company 

LINCOLN—Modern Cleaners 

NORTH PLATTE—Model Cleaners 

OMAHA—Live Wire Cleaners 


NEW HAMPSHIRE 


CONCORD—Concord Cleaners 
DOV ER—Purcell Cleaning Co. 
KEENE—James E. Robertson, Inc. 
NASHUA—Coronis Cleansers 


See for yourself that Sanitoning makes 
clothes look better... wear longer. Call the 
Sanitone cleaner in your city listed below. 


OHIO 


CHILLICOTHE—Lang’s Dry 
Cleaning 

LIMA—Sealts Cleaning Co. 

MARION—Anthony’s Laundry & ° 
Dry Cleaners 

MIDDLETOWN—Gough-Lamb 


Cleaners 

STEU BENVILLE—Butte's Laundry 
Company 

TROY—Pearson’s Laundry & Dry 
Cleaning Co. 


OKLAHOMA 


OKLAHOMA CITY—The Vogue 
Cleaners 

PONCA CITY—Valeteria Cleaners 

TULSA—Buhl Cleaners, Inc. 

TULSA—Hardman Master Cleaner 


OREGON 


EUGENE—Electric Cleaners 

MEDFORD—Medford Domestic 
Laundry 

PORTLAND—Aladdin Cleaners 





LICENSED 


CLEANERS 






This mark is your assurance of satisfaction 
and fine cleaning service. Only the country’s 
leading cleaners are licensed to display it. 


NEW JERSEY 


ATLANTIC CITY—Dorraine 
Cleaners 
BRIDGETON—Menz Bros. 
CAMDEN—Lynch’'s 
CAMDEN—Reed Bros., Inc. 
ELIZA BETH—Morey La Rue 
MILLVILLE—Menz Bros. 
NEWARK—Imperial Laundry 
OCEAN CITY—Wainwright 
Cleaners 
PLAINFIELD—Mrss. G. O. Keller, 


Inc. 
RED BANK—Leon’s 


NEW MEXICO 
ALBUQUERQUE— Excelsior 
Laundry 


au 
LAS CRUCES—Acme Laundry 
ROSW ELL—Excelsior Cleaners 
SANTA FE—Santa Fe Electric 


Laundry 
TUCUMCARI—American Cleaners 


NEW YORK 
BATAVIA—DeLuxe Dry Cleaning 


ompany 
GLEN COVE, L.I.—S. & G. 
Cleaners F 
JAMESTOWN—Anderson Cleaning 
Works 
LOCK PORT—Conway Dry 
Cleaning Co. 
MIDDLETOWN— Middletown 
Laundry 
NEWA RK—Stott's Launderers & 
Dry Cleaners 
NEW BU RGH—Newburgh Laundry 
ONEONTA—Hoffman Dry Cleaning 
WATERTOWN—Fair Ground 
Cleaners 


NORTH CAROLINA 
CHARLOTTE—Charlotte Laundry, 


Inc. 
DURHAM—Model Laundry Co. 
HICKORY—Service Cleaners 
HIGH POINT—Sartin Dry 
Cleaning Co. 
LENOIR—Model Laundry, Inc. 
MT. AIRY—Poore’s Dry Cleaners 
REIDS VILLE—Reidsville Laundry 
Company 
STATESVILLE—Sloan's Cleaners 
WINSTON-SALEM—Sartin’s 
Cleaners 





PENNSYLVANIA 


ALTOONA—Altoona Sanitary 
Laundry 
BRAD FORD—Bradford Laundry Co. 
CHAM BERSBURG—The Cham- 
bersburg Laundry and Cleaners 
COATESVILLE—New Idea Laundry 
COLUM BIA—Haldeman’s Cleaners 
EASTON—Morey La Rue 
ERIE—J. F. Anthony Cleaners 
HANOV ER—Hanover Laundry & 
Dry Cleaners 
LANCASTER—Haldeman’s Cleaners 
LEBANON—Olt’s Cleaners 
NORRISTOWN—Schafer’s Cleaners 
PHILA DELPHIA—Elite Laundry 


Company 
UNION TOWN—French Dyers & 
Cleaners 
WASHINGTON—Penn Sanitary 
Cleaners 


RHODE ISLAND 
WESTERLY—Elite Cleaning Works 


SOUTH CAROLINA 


GREENVILLE—Royal Cleaners 
ROCK HILL—Rock’s Laundry & 
Dry Cleaning Co. 


TENNESSEE 


JACKSON—Star Laundry & 
Jackson Cleaners 


TEXAS 


ABILENE-—J. & L. Dye Works 
ABILENE—Russell & Roberts 
AMARILLO—Doche & Company 
AMARILLO—Panhandle Laundry 
& Dry Cleaning Co. 
ATHENS—Hart Cleaners 
AUSTIN—Kelly Smith Cleaners 
BELLVILLE—Star Cleaners & 


'yers 
BROW NSVILLE—Model Laundry 
BROW NWOOD—Evans Dyeing & 
Cleaning Co. 
CORPUS CHRISTI—Sunshine 


Laundry 
DALHART—Dalhart Laundry 
DALLAS—Oriental Laundry Co. 
DALLAS—Zenith-Casino, Inc. 
EASTLAND—Moder Dry Cleaners 
EL PASO—Acme Laundry 
FT. WORTH—Berry Bros. & 
Donohue, Inc. 
GALVESTON—Ideal Dry Cleaning 
Company 


TEXAS—Continued 

GREEN VILLE—Roy George 
Cleaners 

HEN DERSON—Cannon-Hale 
Cleaners 

HOUS TON—Ineeda Laundry & 
Cleaning Co. 

LONGVIEW —Glover’s Cleaners 

MARLIN—Hammer’s Dry Cleaners 

MT. PLEASANT—Thrasher’'s 
Cleaners 

PALESTINE—Elite Cleaners 

RANDOLPH FIELD—Universal 
Cleaners 

SAN ANTONIO—Alan Sparger 


leaners 
SAN ANTONIO—Yates Laundry 
Company 
SWEETWATER—Conley’s Cleaners 
VERNON—Model Cleaning & 
Dyeing Co. 
WICHITA FALLS—Wichita 
Cleaning & Dye Works 


OGDEN—Model Launderers- 

Cleaners 
VERMONT 

BRATTLEBORO—Paul W. 
Lawton, Cleaners 

BURLINGTON—Vermont Cleansing 
Company 

ST. ALBANS—Pasman Cleaners 

ST. JOHNSBURY—Palmer Bros. 


VIRGINIA 
CHARLOTTESVILLE—Home 
Laundry, Inc. 
LYNCHBURG—Crutchfield’s 
Cleaners 
LYNCHBURG—Hughes Dry 
Cleaning Corporation 5 
ROANOKE—Garland Cleaners 


WASHINGTON 

LONGVIEW—Longview City 
Laundry 

LONGVIEW—City Cleaners 
SEATTLE—City Dye Works 
SEATTLE—Enmpire Laundry Co. 
SEATTLE—Troy Cascade Laundry 
SEATTLE—Model Electric Laundry 
SPOKANE—Crystal Laundry Co. 


WEST VIRGINIA 
CHARLESTON—Elite Laundry 
CHARLESTON—Nu-Way Cleaning 

Company ‘ 
HINTON—Keaton’s Cleaners 
HUN TINGTON—Farmer's 
LOGAN—Wilson Cleaning Co. 


WISCONSIN 
ASHLAN D—Ashland Dye Works 
BARA BOO—Imperial Cleaners 
BEAVER DAM—Beaver Cleaners 
BELOIT—Hulburt & Winger 
FOND DU LAC—Fond du Lac 

Steam Laundry 

GREEN BAY—Model Cleaners 
GREEN BAY—Walker’s Cleaners 
LA CROSSE—Modern Laundry & 


Dry Cleaning Co. 
MANITOWOC—Globe Launderers 
& Cleaners 


MANITOWOC—H. Zannacker & Son 
MILWAUKEE—Milwaukee Novelty 


Dye Works 
MILWAUKEE—Wisconsin Dye 
Works 
SHEBOYGAN—Art Imig’s Cleaners 
SUPERIOR—Holzberg’s Cleaners 
WAUSAU—Northwestern Cleaners 


CANADA 
BRANTFORD, ONT.—Brantford 


Laundry 5 
CALGARY, ALTA.—Ontario 
Laundry, Ltd. 
CALGARY, ALTA.—Templeton’s 


Ltd. 

CHATHAM, ONT.—Maxwell 
Cleaners 

HALIFAX, N. S.—Cousins, Ltd. 

MONTREAL, QUE.—Dechaux 
Freres, Ltd. 

OTTAWA, ONT.—Parker’s Cleaners 
& Dyers 

REGINA, SASK.—Queen City 
Cleaners ; 

REGINA, SASK.—Arthur ‘Rose 
Cleaners 

SASKATOON, SASK.—Arthur Rose 


Cleaners 
SYDNEY, N. S.—Cousins-Forsyth, 


Ltd. 

TORONTO, ONT.—Ever-Ready 
Cleaners 

VANCOUVER, B. C.—Granville 


Bros. 
VANCOUVER, B. C.—Cascade 


Laundry P 
VANCOUVER, B. C.—Dominion 
Laundry : 
VANCOUVER, B. C.—Empire 
Cleaners : 
VANCOUVER, B. C.—Pioneer 
Laundry E 
VICTORIA, B. C.—New Method 
Cleaners : 
WINNIPEG, MAN.—Quinton’s 
Cleaners 


THE BEAUTY TREATMENT FOR CLOTHES 
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so intense. You only wear yourself out.” 
Kit quivered at her mother’s voice. No, 

but what new deception was this of 

Bert’s? Before she could answer herself, 

the doctor came to the door. He took off 

his spectacles and smiled. 

“T am most happy to tell you,” he an- 

nounced, “he is going to get well.” 

(To be continued) 


They Used To Call It 
Petting 


(Continued from page 12) 
it true that nobody likes to be put in his 
place, to be made to feel like an ill-man- 
nered, objectionable culprit? Boys and 
young men are every bit as sensitive as 
girls, and often a good deal more so. 
Whether you kiss them or not isn’t so 
important as you think it is, but how 
you make them feel is very important 
indeed. It’s probably the most important 
part of popularity, and the girl who 
knows that is almost invariably a belle. 
She manages to say no with good humor 
and no ill feeling. She can turn the epi- 
sode into a joke—or, better still (though 
harder), into a grown-up comedy with 
conversational sparring that makes the 
young man feel sophisticated—and he 
likes her twice as well as he would have 
if she’d adopted a prim, schoolteacher 
manner, and three times as well as he 
would have if she’d been “easy.” 
But, you may say (and you are almost 
certain to think it, if you are one of those 
who have a normal interest in this all- 
too-normal pastime), there are degrees 
of petting, and surely there is no great 
harm in a very little. The truth is that 
there is no such thing as a very little 
petting. Not, that is, for long. What is 
a very little one week is nothing at all 
the next, and what follows seems like a 
very little. It’s a progressive matter, and 
the farther it progresses, the less your 
companion thinks of you. 
This may seem unreasonable to you, as 
it has to thousands of girls and women. 
After all, he started it (probably). If you 
egged him on a little, very subtly of 
course, he enjoyed it. Why should he like 
you less because you entered into his 
game? 
The fact that there isn’t much logic in 
the answer doesn’t lessen its truth. This 
is the way young men feel and always 
have felt, and it’s a little stupid not to rec- 
ognize it. You’ll have so much more fun 
if you do. You'll be pursued more; and, 
to a girl, being pursued is infinitely more 
fun than being the pursuer, just as, to a 
boy, it’s always the reverse. 
After all, this is your game—this mat- 
ter of keeping just out of reach something 
that, deep down inside, you know is im- 
portant. Keeping it for a right time, and 
not seeming a prude as you do it. Any- 
body can have a scattered, temporary 
popularity by doing as the girls in the 
suburbs did—the girls nobody liked. By 
their method, the boys get excitement 
cheap. Like most cheap things, it seems 
cheap even while it seems exciting. 
The better trick is, of course, harder. 
It shows more wisdom and requires more 
intelligence. It’s a matter of being a good 
friend and companion and something 
more—but knowing just how much more, 
and having the wit and wisdom to stop 
right there. . 
And the price—if you don’t? That de- 
pends on you. It can be anything from 
a feeling of shabbiness to something truly 
tragic. Plus, of course, a loss in the kind 
of popularity you want. 
This all sounds like an old-fashioned 
tract, but I can’t help that. There are 
some facts of life that just don’t change. 





DR. EDDY’S 


Question-Box 








5 ~, 2 — +. 

There is absolutely no basis for any such 
statement. There is nothing m one fruit 
we a: rs — . 
juice which could have any injurious 






effect on the nuirienis of another 
juice; and if you can improve palatabili 
by such mixtures, go ahead and mb 
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Grapefruit is a very good aid to diges- 
<p being a good source of both Vitamins 

and C. If, as you siaie, acid fruits rri- 
a your stomach when tak taken alone. eat- 
ing grapefruit with a meal would tend io 
reduce any such disturbance. 





—— —— Vitamin D 





These alphabetical vitamins are difficult 


to keep track of. Grapefruit juice and to- 
mato juice are good sources of vitamin 
C; but neither coniains any vitamin D. 


If Kept Cold. There Is No 





The only factor that suffers through ex- 
posure of the tomato juice is the vitamin 
C—scurvy-preventing vitamin. Oxidation 
desiro ys this vitamin, but the destruction 
is slow in an acid medium like iomat 
juice, and it is still slower if the tomato 
juice is kepi cold. 


No Seen: from v ae Tablets 


ae 





zt 
ar 


There is no danger to the 


aS preset 






















HERE'S NEWS, 


JELKE’S GOOD LUCK 


Me %/S THE ONLY MARGARINE 






YES, AND BECAUSE 
IT IS DATED FOR 
FRESHNESS, GOOD LUCK 
CONTAINS NO ARTIFICIAL 
PRESERVATIVES 


“DATED FOR 
FRESHNESS” 






Guaranteed Freshness is One Important Reason 
for Sik LUCK’S Delicious, Wholesome Flavor! 


g able to buy a mar- 
that it needs no artificial 


_ ‘That’ Ss what ~Dating 
ae does for you! It guar 

Goop Luck reaches you 
original fresh, wholesome 








e about 
smoot h, 
hard or 





JOHN F. JELKE COMPANY - CHICAGO 


Also Makers of GOOD LUCK Mayonnaise and 
Whipped Dressing 


5 than 7,500 U.S. P. units 





of vitamin A per Ib., 


*Goop Lucx has not less =< D. 
2 contains vitamin 


brittle but spreads readily even at 
refrigerator temperature. Thus in both 
flavor and texture Goop LUCK gives 
you everything you ’ve always wanted 
in a ‘spread for bread’ and for your 
cooking and baking, too. 

Besides all these advantages modem 
mothers know Goop LUCK contains 
those important essentials for growing 
children—vitamins A* and D*. 
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Every woman isa law unto herself—women’s sanitary needs 
differ on different days and what’s best for another woman 
isn’t necessarily right for you. But only you can tell which 
type or combination meets YOUR needs best...each day! 


So Kotex’ offers “All 4° types of sanitary protection— 


Regular Kotex* Sanitary Napkins—in the familiar blue box. 


Junior Kotex*—in the green box. Somewhat narrower than Regular, for 
days when less protection is needed. 


Super Kotex*— in the brown box. No longer or wider than Regular, yet - 


its extra absorbency provides extra protection. 


Fibs,* the Kotex Tampon—the new invisible protection that’s worn 
internally; requires no pins or belt. Only Fibs are Quilted for greater safety 
— greater ease of insertion — greater comfort in use. Recommended for 
the final days, particularly. 


*Trade Marks Reg. 
U.S. Pat. Off. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 















All types of 

Kotex Napkins have 
. these patented Kotex 
features 





KOTEX FITS — 


Kotex has flat Tapered Ends* 
—that’s why Kotex fits... 
gives protection without bulk 


—without showing. 
(#U. S. Patent No. 1,857,854) 


ABSORBS MORE— 


Kotex has a special Center 
Strip* that guards against 
spotting. 





(*U. S. Patent No. 1,863,833) 







STAYS WONDERSOFT! 


Kotex has Wondersoft Edges* 
cushioned in cotton to pre- 


vent chafing. 
(U.S. Patent No, 1,946,626) 


\oulll Sveo— KOTEX IS MADE FOR YOU! 








Brushing cleans, polishes, 
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exercises 


f yee has been a great year 


for experimenting with hair. 

Everybody has talked about 

the merits of pinning it up or 

letting it hang or anchoring it 

halfway. Scarcely a woman 
breathes who hasn’t debated in front 
of her mirror the question of ears 
covered or uncovered. Timid souls 
did their hair up and promptly took it 
down again. The more courageous 
tried coiffure after coiffure until they 
hit on something charming. They all 
studied old paintings and old fashion 
plates for inspiration, and quoted 
Paris and Hollywood and that court 
of final appeal, the opinion of men, 
in support of their stand. 

But in all this furor little has been 
heard about the matter of greatest 
importance to you—how to have 
good hair. I mean hair that looks 
strong, clean, and healthy, and shines 
in the light—hair with body and 
spring so that you can twirl it, brush 
it into place, tuck in a couple of 
combs, and then forget it because you 
know it will behave. I am thinking of 
curls that look soft and touchable 
and not too reminiscent of your per- 
manent wave. 

You can have nice hair like that if 
you work for it. Even if your locks 
look dull and uninviting now, there 
is hope for you because a new crop 
keeps coming along at the rate of 
about an inch every six weeks. It is 
largely up to you whether a year 
from now you have a shining mane 
or a lifeless mop. 

Have you, for example, ever real- 
ized that what you eat affects your 
hair? It does; of course it does. You 
know, if you think about it, that your 
health and your hair are intimately 
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Repairs keep curls in perfect shape 


related. A fever, even a slight illness 
or a cold may dim the beauty of your 
topknot for quite a while. What you 
eat day in and day out has a pro- 
found effect. If you want bright, man- 
ageable tresses, you must eat sen- 
sibly and get plenty of the necessary 
minerals and vitamins. Old stuff? 
Yes, but straight stuff. So don’t skip 
over this with the thought that you 
ate a carrot day before yesterday. 
Make up your mind that every day’s 
menus from now on will include 
milk, dairy foods, fresh vegetables, 
and fruits. 

There is a theory that vitamin B, 
which is found in whole-grain ce- 
reals, nuts, and seeds, may be impor- 
tant in keeping hair from graying 
prematurely. This exciting theory is 
based largely on laboratory experi- 
ments with rats, though there is some 
evidence that it is applicable to hu- 
man beings. If you are worrying about 
gray hairs which are appearing all too 
early, you might start experimenting 
on your own. It can’t hurt you to 
make certain that your diet includes 
this mighty vitamin, and it may help. 

Then, when you grow a crop of 
good hair, take care of it. Keep it 
clean. Wash it often enough so that 
it smells sweet and looks inviting. If 
your hair is very dry and brittle, use 
a mild shampoo. If it is oily, use a 
stronger one. Free-lathering sham- 
poos, whether soap or soapless, are 
usually stronger than those that 
lather little or not at all. In hard- 
water areas the foamy scapless lather 


BY RUTH MURRIN 





Bright hair is built on a good diet 


that rinses out perfectly makes 
shampooing easy. Whatever kind 
of shampoo you use, good rinsing is 
important. 

Between shampoos your brush is 
your hair’s best friend. There are 
five good reasons why you should 
brush your hair vigorously every 
day. One, to get rid of dust and loose 
dandruff scales. Two, to rouse the 
life-giving circulation in the scalp. 
Three, to carry the oil from the scalp 
down the length of your hair and 
make it silky-soft. Four, to polish 
each strand until it shines. Five, to 
train your hair in the smart line of 
your new coiffure. 

If dandruff is a problem to you, 
you must be especially conscientious 
about brushing. You must keep 
everything that touches your hair 
clean. Just before a shampoo, brush 
each section of the scalp briskly with 
a rotary motion. This will loosen the 
dandruff so that it can be readily 
washed away. After brushing, mop 
the scalp with a cleansing tonic or 
a mild antiseptic liquid. Watch to see 
how soon the dandruff reappears, 
and wash your hair immediately. 
Don’t, expect a permanent cure. It 
takes persistent treatment to keep 
the scalp clean. 

Finally, train your hair to do what 
you want it to do. If it is straight, a 
good wave is the foundation of your 
coiffure. Choose an expert operator 
to give you your permanent, and 
don’t insist on too tight a curl. It 
may result in an unattractive frizzy 
effect. 

Learn how to repair curls that 
straighten out, and ends that strag- 
gle. Just dampen small strands with 
thin wave set, twist them into little 


The new line is up at the temples 
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rings, and pin with two hairpins. Or 
use one of the many curlers on the 
market. The. result may not be per- 
fect at first, but practice will give 
you the knack. 

Never try to save your pretty hair- 
do by disturbing it as little as possi- 
ble; it will only end by looking 
messy. Instead brush and comb it 
thoroughly, part it neatly, and then 
brush into position. If your brush 
follows the line of the original ar- 
rangement, the hair will fall in place 
by itself, and you then have only to 
anchor it there with combs and a few 
pins. 

And now that you have said good- 
bye to the curls nestling on your 
neck, strive especially for a good 
line. A sweep up from your temples 
that flatters your face, a curve in 
back that gives new charm to your 
silhouette, a head that is small, 





poised, and distinguished—that is the 
general effect to keep in mind. There 
are a hundred new ways of achieving 
it—and one of them is bound to be 
utterly charming on you. 
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suet What steps should 
_ you take to keep your 
heir lustrous and strong? 
- Fhe new Powder Puff tells 
you. To receive it send a 
three-cent stamp to. Ruth 
Murrin, Goon HovustKeer- 
tne. Address: 57th Street 
at Bh Ave., New York City 
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DRAWINGS BY SIDNEY HUBBARD 








SWEEPING LASHES 


For a year I have been trying to at- 
tain eyelashes that are long and beau- 
tiful. I keep them oiled all the time, 
but they remain about the average 
length, and I want them very long. 


Very few people have long, sweep- 
ing lashes, and if you are not one 
of these few, I do not know any way 
in which you can attain them. But 
you can make what you have seem 
longer by always using mascara. The 
tips of the lashes are usually light in 
color, and you can make them show 
to the last fraction of their length 
by darkening them with mascara. 


PROPORTION PROBLEM 
Can you send me exercises which 
will reduce waist, hips, thighs, calves, 
and ankles one inch each? 


We can help you reduce your meas- 
urements; you cannot expect to cut 
down each one exactly one inch. The 
reduction will be proportionate to the 
amount of fat in each spot and also 
to the work you do on it. Hips and 
thighs are usually well-cushioned, 
and ankles are mainly bone; so if you 
take an inch off your hips, you will 
do well to get a quarter of an inch off 
your ankles. 
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CALORIE COUNT 
1 have been on a reducing diet, and 
my weight is now just right, but I am 
at a loss as to how to keep this figure. 
Can you tell me exactly how many 
calories are required to keep 130 
pounds at a standstill? 


Since the number of calories you 
require depends on your size, age, 
and general health, it is impossible to 
give you a definite figure. But you 
can easily find out for yourself. 

To begin with, make a habit of 
weighing yourself twice a week. If 
you continue to lose, eat the extra 
slice of bread or a little more of the 
fat or sugar you crave. If you gain, 
cut down again. As a guide to start 
with, you may follow the rule sug- 
gested by some authorities: multiply 
your height in inches by 17 to find 
the number of calories necessary 
daily for a woman whose routine in- 
volves only light exercise. 





GRIM LINES 


What can I do about two down- 
drooping wrinkles on either side of 
my mouth? My friends tell me they 
give me a stern expression. 


Massage with cream every night, 
and look in the mirror as you do it to 
make sure that your strokes are up 
and out over the lines. Study yourself 
to uncover any tendency to tighten 
your mouth into hard do-or-die lines. 
Learn to relax the muscles. Practice 
a happy expectant expression with 
the lips slightly parted. Lift the cor- 
ner of your mouth every now and 
then in the Mona Lisa smile. Puff out 
your cheeks as in the picture at the 
right and pretend you are blowing a 
trumpet. 

All these suggestions will help you 
lose that grim expression. 





WASHED-OUT BLONDE 


Iam a washed-out blonde with blue 
eyes and freckles. I would like my 
hair to be darker. It might help me 
to stand out more. 


If you would really like your hair 
to look darker, wash it with a mild 
shampoo and use a little brilliantine 
afterward. Oil in blonde hair always 
makes it appear darker. - 

But why don’t you keep the bright, 
light locks so many other girls envy 
you and get distinction through a 
smart up-at-the-temples hairdress 
and your make-up and color scheme? 

Instead of using your accustomed. 
pale flesh face powder, try a deep 
rosy beige tone that will give your 
skin more color and sink your 
freckles. Blue eye shadow, brown 
mascara, and fresh bright rose lip- 
stick will give importance to eyes 
and lips. 

Finally, choose clothes that will 
make your hair look sunny and your 
eyes very blue. 
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AT COLLEGE 
ALMOST ALL 
THE GIRLS LUX 
STOCKINGS. WE'VE 
LEARNED FROM 
Mm EXPERIENCE LUX 
#\ CUTS DOWN RUNS 













“It’s EASY to cut down runs with 
Lux,” say girls everywhere! Here's 
the reason. Lux saves the elasticity— 
then stockings GIVE under strain, 
SPRING back into shape. 
Runs don’t pop so often! 


A little Cake-soap rubbing and 

for soaps with harmful alkali 
ee 50 weaken elasticity—then runs 
—LuxX IS 


4 ee = are apt to come. Lux has no 
THRIFTY : harmful alkali. Save the 
vs : elasticity of your stockings. 
Make it a rule to Lux them 
after every wearing. For ex- 
tra economy buy the big box. 


saves elasticity and cuts down RUNS 
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town-calls ‘or 
young enchantment, Yardley's 
English Lavender, traditional : 
golden-topped bottles, 1.10, 
1.50, 1.95, 3.30 at finer stores. 






S ENGLISH LAVENDER 


} THE LOVABLE FRAGRANCE 










This is Tomorrow 


(Continued from page 44) 
enough to keep her from grieving any 
more, her brother had left home. He had 
felt he owed it to his pride to leave Miss 
Patricia and the old people to bear the 
trouble as best they could. The end of his 
story was ironic: he had died without a 
will, possessing nothing but some shares in 
an oil well in Oklahoma; but the well had 
come in. His desertion and death had saved 
the family; the old people were suddenly 
well off. They had built the small stone 
church to the prodigal son’s memory. Now 
Miss Patsy had the family income, and a 
kindly stupid cousin kept house for her 
and tried to see that she didn’t run away 
to the woods. 

Perhaps tonight she had gone down Doe 
Creek. Mr. Winter had a too familiar 
imaginary picture of himself slipping and 
sliding on wet stones and over the edges 
of muddy banks, calling “Oh-h-h, Miss 
Patsy!” 

Mrs. Winter saw that picture as plainly 
as he did. “Now mind, Charles, if you 
don’t find her by midnight, you come back. 
Or a come after you.” And then she went 
inside. 


HE HURRIED along to the firemen’s 
hall, where the volunteers were wait- 
ing. No fear that there would not be 
enough! The town loved Miss Patsy, with 
her wandering wits and her warm heart. 

And the rector bore with her even when 
she interrupted his Sunday service. Time 
and again she had risen up in church, 
gaunt and tall, breaking into the psalter 
or the lesson or even the sermon, to say 
with her bright pathetic smile to the con- 
gregation: “I wish to announce that I am 
being married tomorrow. You must all be 
sure to come.” And Mr. Winter would 
gravely answer: “I thank you for myself 
and everyone present, Miss Patricia. And 
now will you please sit down?” 

She would sit down again, nodding to 
them happily this way and that, and the 
service would go on. 

He was remembering all this as he came 
in sight of the group that was waiting for 
him. And of course he volunteered to lead 
the hardier walkers down Doe Creek. 

The searchers had been scattered to 
their quest for some time when a long car 
turned off the main road at the other end 
of town, stopped first at the home of Joel 


'| Henry, the town clerk, who was persuaded 


to give its occupants a marriage license, 
and then went on to stop in front of the 
rectory. 

Luke and Ellen got out of the car. The 
small house lay all dark, and so did the 
low mass of building across the road which 
might have been another house or a barn 
or anything. They had thought they had 
seen a distant light just there, across the 
fields, before they left the highway, but 
that must have been a mistake. Ellen said 
faintly, with disappointment, 

“Everybody’s asleep.” 

“We'll wake them,” said Luke. 

There was a step on the gravel. All at 
once somebody was standing beside them 
in the road. A tall old woman, gray and 
noble-looking. She wore a man’s wide felt 
hat, which was not unbecoming to her 
strong features. in the moonlight, and a 
long dark cape that almost swept the 
ground. She said, with an odd expression 
which Ellen would almost have called 
mischievous if the stranger had been less 
imposing, 

“T think the rector has gone down Doe 
Creek.” 

Ellen faltered, “Oh.” 

And Luke said, “We want to get .. .” 
He changed the form of his words and 
said firmly, “We are going to be married.” 

“Oh,” cried the old woman with a sud- 


den beautiful softness in her face, “so am 
I. Tomorrow. People tell you that tomor- 
row never comes, but it isn’t true. It comes 
if you have patience. And tomorrow’s my 
wedding day. I hope you'll be there.” 

“You're very kind,” Ellen said courte- 
ously and bravely. But she slipped her 
hand into Luke’s. 

“We have a lovely church for weddings. 
It’s all ready for mine, just waiting. Do say 
that you'll come.” 

“We'd like to,” said Luke, “but we have 
to get married tonight. We’re going on. Do 
you think the minister will be back soon?” 

She assured them eagerly that he would. 
“Promise me to wait for him. Getting mar- 
ried is so important, isn’t it? I can’t wait 
with you, I’m so sorry. But you mustn’t 
go away. Tell me that you'll stay.” 

They said they would stay for a while 
at least, and that seemed to content her. 
She said in a stately manner but with a 
bright smile at them: 

“And I'll expect you tomorrow. At my 
wedding. I invite you.” 

She had already forgotten that they had 
said they could not come. She turned away 
across the road and went through a gate 
under the trees. 

“Luke, ought she to be going about 
alone? I think she’s mad, don’t you?” 

“Yes, sweet. I’m sure she’s mad. But as 
gentle as a child. And nobody would do 
her any harm. Shall we wait in the car 
till the minister comes?” 


Bat Ellen thought she would like to 
sit on the low doorstep of the cottage 
and look at the moon. Everything was very 
still. Haste seemed to have dropped away 
from them, now that the roaring wind of 
their journey was no longer in their ears. 

“We have time to wait, haven’t we, 
Luke? I like it here.” 

“Lots of time yet.” He folded her hand 
in his. Feeling her fingers tighten, he 
swore to himself to wait here all night, if 


need were, till the minister came home. | 
Ellen should have her way, whether this | 


obsession of hers was morbid or not. 


She had never told him just how soon | 
she had begun to suspect that Warren had | 


lied to her. But it must have been very 
soon. One day she had even gone back to 
the place where they were married. To 
look, to make sure. The sign was there, 
over the door of the cluttered dusty office: 
JUSTICE OF THE PrEAcE. The man himself 
was there. He was really a justice of the 
peace, no impostor, she found. The visit 
had reassured her for a while. 

But presently Luke had found her in 
that town, far away from home, where she 
lived almost forsaken. 

Luke’s eyes had not missed the shab- 
biness of her dress. “Tell me the truth. 
Does he take care of you, provide for 
you?” 

She had said nothing. 

He had asked: “Do you wish to go 
home? I'll take you there.” 

“To my mother? No. Oh, no.” 

“How are you going to live?” 

“Tm taking a business course. I have 
the promise of a job.” 

He drew her almost roughly into his 
arms then, and said: “You can’t go on like 
this. You aren’t a wife, you’re a widow. 
Come away with me.” 

“No. I’m married to him, Luke.” 

But Luke had come to say good-bye on 
his way to Brazil—how strange to think 
that had been no longer ago than this 


morning!—and found her with the letter | 


in her hand. It was from Warren, and it 


said he was not coming back. It said, too, | 


that he was not her husband. He had had 
another wife all along, someone he had 
left out West. 

Luke had shouted: “Splendid! Now you 
can marry me at once. Right off, today. 
And we'll sail for Brazil.” By the time they 
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came back all curiosity about her first 
marriage and her presumed divorce would 
have died away, he said. 

“But how can we—” 

“How can we get married? We'll get 
married on our way. Not in this state— 
we'd have license trouble. But we'll be 
over the line by nine o’clock. We can find 
a minister anywhere.” 

“You'll surely find a minister, Luke?” 

“T swear it, my dear.” 

He wished for her sake that they could 
be married in a church. No doubt this 
late-roving parson for whom they waited 
now was a decent fellow, no doubt the 
quaint small room—a dining room, a par- 
lor—in which Ellen would stand beside 
him was a friendly, homely, pleasant 
place. But what he desired for her, for 
them both—the atmosphere of consecra- 
tion that might have set this ceremony 
forever apart from that other one—would 
not be there. He was sorry that the rectory 
wasn’t at least standing close by the side 
of some little white meeting house with 
a steeple. Even the shadow of a spire might 
have seemed to Ellen to bless them as 
they passed on their way. 

Her head was quiet against his 
shoulder. She asked idly: 

“Did the tall old woman go into 
that house over there—if it is a house 
—under the trees? She went that 
way. But it stays dark.” 

Somewhere near at hand a clock 
struck twelve. The moon, traveling 
toward the west, was moving all the 
shadows eastward. Ellen slept, and 
Luke’s own eyelids drooped. When 
footsteps on the road made them lift 
their heads, they saw the moonshine 
falling sharp and clear over the way 
on’a low tower and a pointed window 
that had not been visible before. Ellen 
exclaimed breathlessly: 

“Oh, Luke! A little church!” 

The rector and his wife, coming in 
at the gate, heard the words and the 
tone. Even before Luke asked if the 
thing could be thought of—if it was 
possible at that hour—they had un- 
derstood. This pale, lovely girl with 
the sensitive face wanted to be made 
a wife not in their house but over 
there, before an altar. To be sure, the 
hour was late, and the rector was 
tired; tired and discouraged as well, 
for Miss Patsy had not been found. 
Mrs. Winter was weary, too. But did 
weariness matter when a girl’s face 
wore that hungry look? The rector’s 
wife said, 

“Charles dear, it isn’t much after 
twelve.” 

A few minutes later Ellen and Luke 
were splashing their faces and hands 
with cold delicious water, and Mrs. 
Winter in the kitchen was swiftly 
cutting sandwiches for a wedding 
supper. 

“Such nice young people, Charles: 

And I’m afraid they’re poor.” The 

young strangers touched her—the girl so 

shabby and thin, the young man in a 

coat so badly needing the cleaner! Their 

car was decent-looking enough, at least 

by ets but was no doubt second- 
and. 

And then Mr. Winter, his fatigue for- 
gotten, was once more crossing the road. 
He was glad they wanted to be married 
in his church, before its simple altar. It 
was no trouble, not a bit. He supposed, 
regretfully, that he couldn’t refuse the 
fee. This young man was somehow not the 
kind to whom one said no. Nothing to do 
but to pocket the bill. 

He stepped into the transparent black- 
and-silver gloom of the church. But before 
his finger found the switch for the chancel 
lights, he started. He saw that the big 
west door, under the rose window, was 
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open wide. He did not remember leaving 
it that way, but he must have done so. 
How could he have overlooked it, even 
in his agitation and fatigue! A mystic light 
flooded the aisle: he consoled himself for 
his fault by thinking that these young 
people were about to see his small church 
at its loveliest. He thought, “They’ll never 
forget.” 

And thus he allowed them to see it first, 
with Mrs. Winter and the sexton waiting 
behind them to be their witnesses. A vault 
of beautiful half-darkness, pierced with 
soft patterns of light from high windows; 
and below, letting in the luminous night, 
the arched open door. 

But it was a moment later, when they 
turned toward the altar and the sexton 
put on the chancel lights, that they gasped. 
For they were looking into a bower of 
snow. Chancel and altar were a flowering 
cloud of whitest bloom. Great branches 
of wild plum and dogwood, starred thick 
with blossoms, covered the woodwork and 
the walls. 

Someone’s amazing toil had brought all 
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heart swelled with thankfulness as if for 
a beautiful miracle. A strange impulse of 
Miss Patricia’s clouded brain, born of her 
own sorrows, had glorified the moment of 
vows for these two wandering children 
(how young they seemed!) before him. 
He would always remember the girl’s ex- 
alted face. 

He closed the book. The bride spoke to 
the bridegroom, and Mrs. Winter did not 
hear her words, but the young man 
flushed with surprise and happiness. That 
flush was the leap of Luke’s blood when 
he knew that the old memory had stopped 
hurting. There would be no more ghosts 
in Ellen’s eyes. She looked as if someone 
had touched the lines of fear and care in 
her face and taken them away. 

Mr. Winter said, “Nancy, my dear, I will 
follow you and our friends to the house.” 
The tone of his voice said to her, “I have 
a reason.” 

She guided Luke and Ellen to the vestry 
door. As Luke kissed his new-made wife, 
Mrs. Winter whispered to the rector: 

“Did you hear what she said to him just 
now”? ‘How glad I am that this is my 
only wedding!’ An odd thing to say, 
but as she said it, rather sweet. And 
poor Miss Patsy’s flowers! Of course 
they’re hers. The altar never looked - 
so lovely.” 

“Never, my dear.” 

And so he was left alone with Miss 
Patricia. He thought afterward that 
even before he came close to her he 
had had a premonition, he had known 
how it was to be. And-when he saw 
her face, it was confused and strange 
and hollow-eyed. Her cape and dress 
were muddied and torn; the tired 
hands in her lap had great dark 
scratches on them. For one fevered 
hour, eager and hallucinated, she had 
done the work of a strong man; now 
the strength of her delusion was ebb- 
ing; he could almost see it go from 

er. 

In a thread of her old voice Miss 
Patsy said: “My guests—I am glad 
they could come. I hoped they would. 
I invited them, you see.” She sank 


It’s about a very nice lady who 
tried her hand at flirting in order 
to get a hat. Readers of this mag- 
azine who like smart hats can 
acquire all the information they 
want about the newest ones by 
reading, in the same issue with 
Juliet Tompkins’ story, the spe- 
cial spring fashion section. It’s 
most exciting and full of surprises 


sideways on the red cushions of the 
pew, as if she were glad to rest; she 
laid down her head like a child. “It 
was a lovely wedding. A good omen. 
I am so happy—this is tomorrow.” 

She settled her cheek more com- 
fortably, with a child’s smile for the 
ending of a good day. And with one 
contented quivering breath, there 
abe with her old friend, Miss Patsy 

ied. 

There she was to lie for another 
hour, safe in her quiet sleep. For 
why, the rector thought as he rever- 
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this glory from the woods and massed 
the flowering boughs into a tapestry of 
palest green and snow white, so beautiful 
that Ellen, shaken, felt sudden tears in 
her eyes. 

Outside the cave of brightness that was 
the chancel, the church was softly dark. 
The rector was startled to see a tall caped 
silhouette stand there; he saw it move 
quietly in and take its seat among the 
shadows. Something that was solemn and 
peaceful in its movement told him that no 
interruption would break this service to- 
night. It had entered the church like a 
benediction. 

He lifted the book in his hands and 
began, “Dearly beloved—” As he read the 
familiar words for the bridal pair and their 
witnesses—and for the single listening 
figure that was the congregation—his old 


ently closed the gate after him on his 
way to the cottage, should there be 
any talk of death and sadness while 
he and Nancy sent bride and bride- 
groom—their guests and Miss Pa- 
tricia’s—on their way? For this single 
hour, even Nancy need not know. Let ~ 
Miss Patricia sleep on, with her cheek 
on the red cushion, with the flowers of 
the woods looking down on her. 
Presently he and Nancy, standing there 
by the gate, would hear the purr of the 
moving car grow fainter as it moved 
away from them.It would sink to a hum, 
to a fading murmur; it would be heard no 
more. And in the redescended deep still- 
ness, perhaps they would listen to the 
church clock striking one. Deep stillness, 
deep night, deep peace. He would lay his 
hand over Nancy’s on the top of the gate 
and tell her then how Miss Patsy had said 
at the last, “I am so happy—this is to- 
morrow.” 
And far down the moonlight road they 
would see a pin dot of red go round a 
curve and disappear. 
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We hope you're stepping into a smart 
new Mercury on the very next bright 
day, in your most successful costume. 
Because here’s a car with style-sense 
that meets your challenge! The per- 
fect taste of the interior . . . the 
cord-paneled upholstery and sleek 
simplicity of the instrument panel 

..all set that beauty standard known 
as the Mercury Mode. 

The lines of the Mercury are long 
and low and fleet. You’re not sur- 
prised to find it huge inside, even to 
the luggage locker which holds all 
the bags and miscellany for a mid- 
winter vacation. Won't you see this 
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clothes but in needlework. The 
charming pieces shown here, special- 
oe designed by Anne Orr, fairly beg to 
made 
Above, in the center, is an unusual 
seene of the Swiss mounizin border, 
with peasants in typical costumes. You 
can make this as one large picture or 
two. separate pictures as shown, and you 
can make it in needle point or petit 
point. B-2702, 28¢, has the insignia 
working diagram and directions for 
making both sizes, needle point and 
petit point. Made in needle point, the 
large picture is 20” x 35”; separaie pic- 
tures are 14” x 20”. One skein each tone 
tapestry wool used im large design, or 
pair, $3.75. Needle-point canvas. $2.15. 
Made in petit point, the large picture is 


[z= S a revival of old charm not only 
in 


9” x 16”; separate pictures, each 6” x 9”. 


One skein each tone of six-strand 
fioss for large petit-point picture, or 
pair, $1.25. Petit-poimt canvas, SOc. 
At right is an appliqué guilt, 
modern in design, ty in color- 
ing. The varicolored flowers are ap- 
pliquéd on a foundation of soft color 
(you may order peach, rose, blue. 
green, or yellow background for the 
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FAIR. 1939, BY ENTERING COOD 
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We announced this contest last month 
—hout you stil] have time to enter. Win 
fame and a free trip by making a quilt 
that commemorates this greatest of 
World’s Fairs. Besides first prize. prizes 
of $300. $200. and seven of 310 with 
honorable mention will be awarded. 
Prize quilt will be displayed during the 
Fair at R. H. Maey’s in New York City. 
and will be sold if the owner desires. 

Entry blanks must be in by March 
30th. The contest closes April 30th. 


Send 10¢ for bulletin on 
contest instructions to Good 
Housekeeping Bulletin Service 
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owers); the stripes are made 
ops of white bias fold. Hot-Iron 
Pattern B-2703, 58¢, provides sufficient 
stamping pattern for stripes and border 
for a quilt $8” =x 104”, with directions for 
ete coloring, and quilting. Package 
131, $9.75, carries foundation ma- 
iexiel for top of quilt ali stamped for 
placing the appliqué flowers, material 
stamped for makmeg the flowers, and 
enough bias fold for the scalloped stripes 
and border; also a quilting pattern and 
directions for appliquéing the quilt. 

On either side of the quilt are two 
lovely pictures embroidered im silk: 
one in tones of rose, the other orchid, 
each with touches of green. The design 
is about 3” x 435”. Hot-Iron Pattern 
B-2701, 28¢, has patierns for 2 pairs of 
embroidered pictures, with directions 
for stitchery and coloring. Enough pure 

silk embroidery thread for 2 pairs, $1. 


HOW TO ORDER: For all mate- 
rial om this page send stamps or 
money order to Anne Orr, Needle- 
Goop HouSsKEEPING, 
Sith Street . at 8th Avenue, N. Y. C. 
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Since Mickey thought it only fair But Pomeranians and Chows 


To give his pet the finest care, Rolled languid eyes and lifted brows 
He made him up and groomed his hair And asked in low, refined bowwows 
So he might win the show. How he got in the show. 
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Alas, alack! Disaster came But one small pup of half-pint size 
Before the judge called Pluto’s name: Was caught when smoke got in his eyes. 
The place was filled with smoke and flame; And Pluto, hero, got grand prize 


The dogs all left the show! As champion of the show! 
110 , 


Take a Number 


(Continued from page 27) 
smiled again. “So do Clark Gable’s, and 
what’s good enough for Carole Lombard 


is good enough for me! Well, good-bye | 


now. I'll be seeing you all!” She disap- 
peared from the doorway, and they heard 
esl ea of her mules going down the 


“Well!” exploded Gooey. “Of all the 
slimy, sneaking things which craw] in the 
underbrush, she’s the lowest!” 

“How does she know Ed? Where did 
she meet him, Mimi?” asked Harriet. 

Mimi was staring at the door. “At the 
Merry-Go-Round—on Saturday after the 
matinee. She saw us and pounced on me 
as though she were mad with joy to see 
me. Then she went to work on Ed with 
those eyes. You know how she is.” 

“Do we!” snorted Red, with the chorus 
joining in. 

“Men are such fools,’ philosophized 
Harriet. “They just don’t see that under- 
neath the Lady is a Louse.” 

“When you slash a throat,” said Flea, 
“do you go from right to left—or left to 
right?” 

They all laughed except Pink, who 
looked disgusted. 

“Yen,” she said, regarding Flea with 
scorn, “you're a help! Asking Mimi what 
her plans were! Of all the stupes!” 

“Well, how should I know Mimi was just 
saying that?” wailed Flea. “I thought she 
meant it!” 

“T did,” said Mimi. 

“What do you mean?” asked Gooey. 
“What are you going to do now?” 

“Find a new man, of course.” 

“But how?” asked Red. “Men don’t ex- 
actly grow on trees!” 


IMTS eyes were on something across 
the room. She uncurled herself from 

her chair, crossed the room, and picked up 
a football program from the table. “They 
grow on gridirons,” she said. 

They watched her, fascinated, as she 
started turning the pages of the program. 

“T think,” she said, “that I can find just 
what I want in here!” She ran her finger 
down a page. “Now, let me see—Number 
19, height six feet one, weight 175, age 21, 
position quarterback, prepared at Exeter 
—guess I'd better look at his face.” She 
flipped through a couple of pages, studied 
one closely, and murmured: “Umm-huh. 
I think he’ll do very nicely!” She stood 
up, and her eyes swept over the bewil- 
dered faces of the Grumps. 

“Tf anyone is interested,” she said with 
a grand manner, “I am just about to invite 
the captain of the Harvard football team 
to the dance. His name is—er—Stanley 
Wilson.” 

They all gasped. 

“You're crazy!” exclaimed Harriet. 


“You don’t even know him!” said Gooey. | 


“That,” returned Mimi, unruffled, “gives 
us both something to look forward to.” 
She started toward the door. 

“Stan Wilson!” said Flea in an awed 
voice. 

“You wouldn’t dare!” said Pink. 

“Oh, wouldn’t I?” retorted Mimi. “Just 
watch me!” She stalked out the door. 

The others looked wide-eyed at one an- 
other for a second, then, scrambling to 
their feet, they tore pell-mell down the 
hall after Mimi. 

Mimi picked up the phone. She had a 
rather sinking feeling and a suspicion that 
ice water was running through her veins, 
but she didn’t falter. 

“How do you know how to reach him?” 
asked Harriet. 

“Ssh!!” said Red. “Let her alone. Don’t 
talk to the driver!” 

Quite a bit went on between Mimi and 
a series of operators. Then finally they 
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heard her say, “May I speak to him?” and 
they all stiffened with attention. 

“Hello,” said Mimi. “Is this Stan Wil- 
son?” 

“Yes,” said the voice at the other end. 
A nice voice! “Who is this?” 

Mimi swallowed a lump as big as a ten- 
nis ball, then plunged ahead. “This is Mimi 
Kent.” 

“Who?” 

“l’'m calling from Wellesley.” 

“Who did you say? Sounds as though 
you said Mimi Kent.” 

“I did. That’s me.” 

“T don’t know any Mimi Kent—or do 
I?” he hastily added. 

“No. That’s just the trouble.” 

“Wh—I beg your pardon?” 

“T say that’s just the trouble. Because 
if I knew you, I could ask you to the dance 
next week, couldn’t 1?” 

There was a pause. Then— “Say, what 
is this anyway? Are you playing games, 
or did someone hire you to do this?” 

“Someone dared me,” replied Mimi. “In 
fact—”’ she had a sudden inspiration— 
“they bet me ten dollars that you wouldn’t 
come.” She waited. 

“Oh. It’s a matter of money, then?” The 
voice Sounded amused, and quite in the 
spirit of things. 

“Yes,” she humbly replied. “I’m poor.” 

“Are you also beautiful? Poor girls are 
always beautiful, aren’t they?” 

“No. But I have personality,” 
she brightly added, and Flea be- 
gan to choke with laughter. 

“Oh, you do, do you?” He 
sounded more amused than ever. 
“Well, what do you look like?” 

“My eyes are hazel, and my 
hair is—oh, dear! I’m neither a 
blonde nor a brunette, I’m afraid. 
In between, you know.” 

“Hmm. Well, is it nice hair? 
With golden lights in the sun and 
alligihat?2: 

“Maybe,” said Mimi. 

“T get it,” he said. “Youre tall, 
tan, and terrific.” 

“T wouldn’t say that,” said 
Mimi. 

“And you dance like a dream?” 

“That depends on the man and 
the mood.” 

“One more thing, then. Do you 
by any chance have buck teeth?” 

SINot 

“Okay. Dll take a_ chance. 
When, where, and all that?” 

paca at nine. And I live in Shaeffer 
Hall.” 

“Very well, Miss Kent. Miss Mimi Kent. 
It’s a deal!” 

“Thank you. Good-bye!” 

“Good-bye, Mimi.” 

Mimi hung up and turned to the others 
in a daze. “He’s coming!” she gasped. 

They broke into wild shrieks and yelps 
as they surrounded her. Flea, tugging at 
Mimi’s arm, finally managed to get her 
attention. 

“Mimi—get me one! Oh, please, Mimi!” 

“Get you one what?” 

“A football man. Do what you just did 
again—for me. Please!” 

Mimi was aghast. “Why, I can’t do that, 
Flea! Don’t be silly!” 

“Oh, yes, you can!” 
“Please, Mimi!” 

“But, ye gods! That'll mess everything 
up! They'll think we’re only taking them 
for a ride.” 

“No, they won't,’ said Flea eagerly. 
“Neither one of them will tell the other 
that’s how he got the bid, because they— 
he’ll be afraid he might be wrong all the 
time, and he won’t want to look foolish!” 

“T think she’s got something there,” said 
Harriet. 

“I know she has!” said Gooey. “And it’s 
too good to keep for herself. Is there a 
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persisted Flea. 


Number 23 in that lineup for me? I've al- 
ways liked 23.” 

Mimi looked at her with horror. “Now 
don’t tell-me you want to do it, too!” 

Gooey snatched the program away from 
her. “Number 23,” said Gooey, “six feet— 
180— Whee! All right, Mimi, do your stuff 
again.” She shoved her toward the tele- 
phone. 

“I want Number 7,” said Red. “Seven is 
always lucky.” 

“T want the smallest man on the team,” 
squeaked Flea. 

“For Pete’s sake!” exploded Mimi. 
“Can’t I ever have any good ideas without 
it’s becoming a community affair?” 

“Hush, dear,” said Gooey. “And pick up 
that telephone!” 

“You take 10, Flea,” said Red. “He’s only 
five feet five.” : 

“What’s your number, Harriet?” asked 
Pink. 

“Take a number,” sang Red. “Take any 
number! Step right up and get your men— 
right off the gridiron! Number plee-aze!” 

Mimi groaned and again picked up the 
telephone. 


Tt WAS the Night. The dormitory which 
housed the Grumps fairly rocked on its 
foundations with excitement. Every sin- 
gle Grump was agog and then some. 
Mimi was just finishing dressing. “Oh, 


THE DREAM SHINES ON 


By Nancy Byrd Turner 


ONE weary night when dark was not yet gone 
I waked and said, as though the words were given 
“But still the dream shines on.” 


DAY was not near; no star looked through the gloom; 
But courage suddenly was with me, like 
An angel in the room. 


AND now, whatever sorrow waits with dawn 
In other years, I shall not be afraid, 
Knowing the dream shines on. 


Mimi, you're a knockout!” said Flea in 
adoration. “With that good-looking dress, 
and your hair and your lovely tan, you’re 
all tawny—and it’s lovely! I'd give any- 
thing to be tall and look like you!” 

“Flea, darling!” Mimi leaned over and 
kissed her fondly. “Don’t be a silly little 
goose! They don’t come any cuter than 
you! 

“Mimi!” shouted a voice. “Oh, Mimi 
Kent—your man’s downstairs!” 

Mimi stood frozen to the floor, looking 
at Flea. “Oh, Lord,” she whispered. “Oh, 
Lord-oh-Lord-oh-Lord! I’m absolutely 
terrified!” 

Flea pushed her toward the door. “Go 
on, for Pete’s sake, and see what he’s like 
—then come back and report! Wait! Your 
flowers—” She sprang across the room for 
the gardenias which had arrived before 


dinner, and pinned them lovingly at 
Mimi’s throat. 
Mimi wildly looked at her. “Flea! 


What’ll I say to him?” 

“Scream ‘Daddy!’ at him, and throw 
your arms around his neck! Or anything. 
Go on, Mimi!” She shoved her out the 

oor. 

He stood up as Mimi approached him. 
He was beautifully tall and thinnish, and 
yet his shoulders were marvelously broad. 
His hair was dark and sleek; his eyes were 


blue and determined-looking; his nose— 
Mimi always worried about noses—was 
perfect; and his smile, which had a very 
nice twist, was devastating. Mimi could 
hardly believe her eyes; he was too good 
to be true. She smiled up at him as he took 
her hand. Never had she felt so embar- 
rassed—and yet so happy. She seemed to 
have swallowed hundreds of tiny, tinkling 
bells, and they were all trembling inside 
her. 

“Good-evening—Mimi?” Just to make 
sure. 

She nodded and beamed up at him. 
“Good-evening—Stanley?” 

His smile broadened. “You are looking 
wonderful, Mimi, and you haven’t changed 
a bit!” He leaned a little closer, and said 
in a confidential tone, “How’m I doing?” 

“You're doing fine,’ she replied in the 
same tone. ‘“Couldn’t be better!” 

“IT think I got the best of the bargain,” 
he whispered back. “You exceed my fon- 
dest hopes. I didn’t expect you to look like 
this!” His eyes were saying much more 
exciting things. 

“J_J—T’ll get my wrap.” She started to 
turn away. “Oh! The gardenias are beau- 
tiful! It was terribly sweet of you!” 

He just looked at her, smiling, and she 
popped into the elevator feeling so happy 
that she could have burst into silly song 
like a canary. : 

As she walked into her room 
in a dazed fashion, the Grumps 
crowded around her. 

“What's he like?” 

“Ts he smooth?” 

“What'd he say?” 

“Mimi!” exclaimed Harriet. 
“You look as though you had 
seen a ghost!” 

“T have,” replied- Mimi, abso- 
lutely starry-eyed. “He’s a phan- 
tom of delight, if I ever saw one! 
He’s gorgeous!” 

She started toward the door 
with her wrap just as Flea and 
Red burst into the room. Red was 
shrieking with laughter, but poor 
Flea looked as though she were 
about to cry. 

“Oh, it’s marvelous!” choked 
Red. “It’s terrific! Flea’s man is 
here, and he’s as big as a truck! 
He’s immense!” She went into 
another round of hysterics. 

“But didn’t the program say 
five feet five?” said Harriet. 

“Tt must have meant six feet 
five,” whooped Red. “He’s at least that!” 

“He’s the biggest thing I ever saw!” 
wailed Flea. “Ill never be able to dance 
with him” <4: > 

“Maybe you can play piggy-hack all . 
evening, dear;” said Harriet heartlessly. 

Red was still shrieking. “Flea and I hid 
behind the palms to watch them arrive, 
and I never saw anything so funny in my 
life! Each one comes barging in, sees the | 
others, stops short, and glares. There’re 
five of them now sitting there watching 
each other and trying to look nonchalant. 
It’s marvelous!” 

Mimi gave a loud groan and dashed out 
the door. = 

“What’s wrong with her?” asked Red 
in surprise. 4 

“Nothing—she just took one look at 
Number 19 and fell like a cheese soufflé!” 
answered Harriet. 

Mimi’s heart was racing madly. She 
thought she couldn’t bear it if he became 
angry. Surely he must suspect something. 
She couldn’t get there fast enough. 

They were all sitting there as Red had 
said, looking rather deliberately non- 
chalant. There was an unmistakable on- 
guard attitude about them, and Mimi mo- 
mentarily wondered what would happen 
if somebody suddenly blew a whistle. She 
pulled out all the stops in order to smile 
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NOW BROILING'S 
EASY. Imagine! A 
broiler that doesn’t 
smoke. That grills 
meats almost twice 
as fast as ever be- 
fore. That pulls 
or swings out so 
there’s no hot rack 
to handle! Just one 
of the wonderful 
features of the new 
Gas Ranges — and 
how you'll love it! 


THIS SEAL represents the latest developments in 
cooking equipment. It stands for 22 super-perform- 
ance standards established by the American Gas 
Association. Leading gas range manufacturers are 
now making de luxe ranges that include all 22 
features. Such ranges are identified by the CP Seal 
which signifies “Certified Performance.”’ All modern 
Gas Ranges have many of these features, in sizes 
and models to fit every pocketbook. 





LET GAS DO THE a BIG JOBS * COOKING * WATER HEATING « REFRIGE 





HY, they do the cooking 

almost by themselves!” 
women exclaim when they see the 
remarkable things an Automatic 
Gas Range can do. “And they’re 
as far ahead of ordinary ranges as 
a spanking new car is ahead of the 
one-hoss shay!’ 

It’s true! Today’s Gas Ranges 
are different! You'll find that they 
practically revolutionize the whole 
routine of cooking. 

Their super-speed cuts down 
cooking time. The magic clock con- 
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NOW CHECK THE FEATURES 
YOU HAVE ON 


YOUR PRESENT RANGE! 


gag CLICK SIMMER BURNER—Low 
economy fiame with “chcx St& 
nal for waterless COOxIPE- 

— No 
AUTOMATIC LIGHTING - Ni 
matches to strike—No wailing 
—Instant heat. 
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GIANT BURNER—For fastest top- 
stove cooking. Extra wice heat 
spread for large utensus- 


TYPE TOP BURNERS— Direct 
oe toward bottom of utensils 
—save gas—won't clog 


KELESS SPEED BROMLER—Pex- 
pened grill keeps fat away from 
fame Eliminates smoke. 
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HEAT CONTROL—Assures exact 
oven temperature required. No 
more “guess-work baking 


: -BEARING ROLLERS—Give 
| ep con >> on broiler 
and utensil compartments. 


AST PRE-HEATING OVEN— 
= wate maximum oven heat in 
fraction of time required by ordi- 
nary ranges. 


LOW-ROASTING OVEN— Holds 
a heat for “low tempera- 
ture” cooking. Temperature will 
pot creep Up- 
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trol ...temperature signal ...minute 
minder...heat control—all release 
you from “stove watching.” In fact 
—the modern Gas Range was spe- 
cifically designed to give housewives 
new leisure. 

See these wonder-workers as soon 
as you can. Your Gas Company or 
Appliance Dealer has a variety of 
models. You won’t be able to resist 
their sleek beauty—their amazing 
performance. 
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CLOCK CONTROL. This 
miraculous device 
turns oven 
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Drowsy at nine? Eyes dragging 
over the page? Then these 
three G-E MAZDA lamps... 
60, 100 and 150-watt...will 


help you brighten upand end 
“that dull, sluggish seeing.” 





Guests love it when you have better light! Practical 
suggestion: a 150-watt G-E bulb (20c) in the card 
table Jamp and in|each I. E. S. end-table 15° 
lamp,a 100-watt bulb. . . . . . only 


Even bowl licking is simpler in a 
light conditioned kitchen. You 
can see to get the last drop! 20° 
For your kitchen, 150-watt 
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Get a package of brighter G-E 
bulbs, including these three sizes 
...-60-watt, 100-watt and 150-watt. 
Then begin to light condition. 
That simply means to have enough 
light to make seeing easier and 
prevent eyestrain. 9 out of 10 
homes need this help. 


Goodbye spotty make-up when your dressing 
table is lighted like this. Itlets you see your 
face. In each lamp, 60-watts. If you read 
in bed, be sure your bed lamp has at 15° 
least one 100-watt or two 60’s (each) 


GENERAL ( ELECTRIC 


MAZDA LAMPS 
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brightly enough to cover her nervousness. 
He was beautifully casual as he joined her, 
and they started out. 

“My favorite dress!” he exclaimed loud- 
ly for the benefit of the gallery. 

Mimi neatly returned the service. “I 
thought you’d be pleased!” They smiled 
at each other with perfect understanding. 

“I hope you don’t mind walking,” said 
Mimi. “It’s not far to the gym.” 

“Oh, no,” he replied. “I often walk. You 
see, I’m the Harvard man who doesn’t 
have a car.” 

“I have a bicycle,” said Mimi, “but it 
isn’t built for two.” 

“T never trust bicycles. They’re so vacil- 
lating.” 

“Oh, don’t you ride them around Cam- 
bridge?” 

“Some do; some don’t. Speaking of 
Cambridge—it seems that we’re well rep- 
resented here tonight.” 

“T beg your pardon?” 

“That appears to be the Harvard back- 
field sitting back there in Shaeffer Hall. 
And a couple of tackles.” 

“Oh, is it?” Mimi registered surprise. 

“Umm-huh. Funny they all hit Shaeffer 
Hall, isn’t it?” 

“Why, yes, it is, isn’t it?” 

“One of those strange coincidences.” 

Mimi could feel him looking at her. 

“For a moment,” he continued, “I began 
to think that maybe it wasn’t my classic 
features which attracted you; that maybe 
that call of yours might have just been 
part of a sweepstakes.” 

Mimi laughed nervously. “Sweepstakes? 
What do you mean?” 

“Just an expression,” he said. “Er—just 
how did you happen to pick on me for this 
affair?” 

“Well, I—I liked your voice.” 

“But how did you happen to call me so 
you could hear my voice?” 


OR a moment Mimi was stumped, then 

she remembered the write-up of a game 
which she had read. in the Transcript. She 
didn’t like football games and wouldn't 
go to them, but she always read the write- 
ups so she wouldn’t feel too ignorant. 

“J__I—” she was prettily confused—‘“I 
saw you play against Yale, and—I liked 
the way you got mad after that touch- 
down of Yale’s. You looked awfully mad!” 

“You liked that?” 

“Yes! Of course I liked the way you 
caught that pass, too, and that gorgeous 
touchdown.” 

“You wouldn’t kid me?” He gave her a 
sidewise glance which was skeptical, but 
nicely so. 

Mimi mentally crossed her fingers, and 
felt relieved. The first set was over, and 
it looked as though things were going to 
be all right. All right? Marvelous! 

His voice awakened her. “There wasn’t 
anything else you liked?” 

“Umm_-huh,” twinkled Mimi. “That pro- 
file. And that look of determination about 
the eyes.” 

He tried not to look too pleased. “Well, 
that’s something personal anyway. You 
know we football men develop awful in- 
feriority complexes. We’ve found out— 
most of us—that the moment football sea- 
son is over our rating goes down to Minus 
C. After we yank off our headgear we’re 
not so hot.” 

“Aren’t you being modest?” 

“I should say not. For example, take the 
girl who gave me my first bid to this dance 
tonight.” : 

“This dance?” 

“Yep. And I refused because I know 
why she asked me. She’s one of those Back 
Bay buds who specialize in showing off 
the big fish of the moment. She’d have 
waved me around all evening like a pen- 
nant; then about next week she’d be out 
for crew men. Or something.” 


Mimi had a horrible feeling of guilt. She 
had called him because he was a football 
captain—and part of the idea had been 
to wave him around under Weaver’s nose. 
But the way she felt about him now had 
nothing whatever to do with his gridiron 
antics or his fame. She liked him. She 
wished that she could tell him that she 
had never felt the slightest interest in 
football men. 

“That’s what I like about you,” he went 
on. “That straightforward nonchalance. 
None of that ‘You’re so wonderful’ bunk. 
And I can tell that you’re definitely not 
a snob.” 

Mimi felt a little better. She tried to 
ease her conscience by the thought that if 
she hadn’t called him, they would never | 
have met; and what a pity that would 
have been! - 

“And now,” he said, taking her arm, 
“let’s talk more about you.” 

Mimi suppressed a shiver of ecstasy. She 
mustn’t give herself away. She must be 
smooth and sophisticated. She must act as 
though she were used to going out with 
famous football captains. ! 

“My story’s a short short,” she said. 

“Why?” 

“Because when you say that I live in 
Swampscott, go to Wellesley, and play a 
lot of tennis, you’ve practically exhausted 
the subject. I don’t do anything interest- 
ing. I don’t even play a piccolo.” 


W ONDER of wonders, he was a marvel- 
ous dancer. Mimi was only aware of 
his arms around her and the sweetness of 
the music—and the way he smiled down at 
her when the music stopped for a moment. 
He hadn’t spoiled it all by saying some- 
thing stupid like “Where have you been all 
my life?” or given her the usual big line. 
He just looked at her and smiled—and 
Dae her closer. Everything was too per- 
ect. 

“Hello, Mimi,” drawled an unpleasantly 
familiar voice beside her. 

As she feared, there was the dark face 
of Weaver wearing its sweetest smile. And 
she was dancing with Old Elephant Ears 
himself. 

“T saved you this dance, Mimi, as 1] 
promised,” cooed Weaver. 

None of the names which rushed to 
Mimi’s mind seemed bad enough to fit 
Weaver, so she merely murmured, “How 
nice.” They exchanged introductions, and 
Mimi, watching Stan glide away with the 
willowy Weaver in his arms, had murder 
in her heart. 

“Well, well!” Ed leered down at her. 
“Little Nell is doing right well by herself 
tonight! Stan Wilson, no less!” 

“Ts that so remarkable?” 

“It’s quite a leap from a struggling law 
student to the football captain of the 
year!” 

Mimi coolly regarded him. “I would 
hardly call one who crawls about in a 
Cadillac wrapped in coonskins a strug- 
gling student. For that matter, I don’t 
think I’d even call you a student.” 

He roared in appreciation of this and 
began to bellow in her ear with the music, 
“You couldn’t be cuter—you couldn't be 
sweeter—” 

She could have kissed the female stag 
who trotted up and cut in at this point. 
“Thank you!” she said to Ed, simply ooz- 
ing gratitude; but she didn’t mean him. 

She retreated to the sidelines, from 
where she cast anxious eyes in search of 
Stan and Weaver. She decided to cut in 
the moment she found them. If Weaver 
thought she was going to walk off with 
him, she was mistaken; she could just keep 
her paws off! 

Flea appeared at her side. “Hi, Mimi,” 
she said gloomily. 

“Oh, hello, Flea. What’s wrong? Aren't | 
you having a good time?” 











Try this modern 





kitchen WORK-SAVER 





No trouble to keep your stove shin- 
ing. Wipe it with an absorbent 
ScotTowel after every meal. 





Wipe scraps out of your sink with 
a fresh ScotTowel. Throw them 
away—ScotTowel and all! 





more paper than the average. 


MAKE THIS WEIGHT TEST! 
ScotTowels are softer, stronger, more 
absorbent and actually cost less, because 
each roll of ScotTowels has 2 to 3 ounces 


OU reduce your dishwashing time by scrap- 

ing plates with ScotTowels. There’s no 
need to change the water—no greasy ring 
around your sink to be scoured! 


And there’s no frantic searching for a cloth 
when something spills. You reach for a Scot- 
Towel— wipe up the mess and throw the Scot- 
Towel away. Every kitchen task from draining 
fried foods to wiping floury hands is made 
easier, quicker with ScotTowels! 

You revolutionize your kitchen work when 
you install a handy roll of sparkling, clean, 
cloth-like ScotTowels! ao 

At grocery, drug and 
department stores—2 
big rolls—300 strong, 
white ScotTowels— 
for 25¢. 
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Perhaps Aunt May’s advice will help solve your 
baking problem, as it did Helen’s. 






















“Listen to me, Helen— “You see, 
you'd save yourself a lot 
of worry and be more cer- 
tain of success when you 
bake, if you used a steady 
action baking powder, 
like Royal.” 


“These photographs of cake, magnified, 
show why the action of baking powder 
js so important 10 success in baking. 






STEADY “BAKING 
POWDER Aes 

his is the normal re- 
cae of steady baking 
powder action. Note 
the delicate but firm 
grain and fluffy texture 
of this cake. It will re- 
tain its moisture and 
delicious flavor—stay 
fresh longer. 
















UNEVEN BAKING 
POWDER ACTION— 
See how an uneven 
baking powder action 
may ruin texture by 
breaking down the tiny 
cell walls ..-- make it 
coarse... crumbly. 
This cake will dry out 
—lose its flavor—set 
stale more quickly. 















Royal, made 
with Cream of Tartar, has 
a steady baking powder 
action that promotes a 
close, even texture. This 
fine-grained texture makes 
cakes more delicious. They 
stay fresh longer, too!” 




























“it only takes about 1¢ 
worth of Royal for a cake 
—while your other in- 
gredients cost 30 to 40 
times that much. Isn’t it 
foolish to risk them when 
dependable Royal costs 
so little?” 










SOMETHING YOU SHOULD KNOW! 


ROYAL is the only nationally dis- 
tributed baking powder that is made 
with Cream of Tartar—a pure fruit 
product from luscious, juice-heavy 
grapes. ROYAL leaves no “baking 
powder” taste. Ask your grocer 
for ROYAL when you buy. 


A HELPFUL COOK BOOK — FREE! 
!f you bake at home, you should have a copy 
of the Royal Cook Book which tells you how 
to make delicious cakes, biscuits, muffins and 
pies. Send your name and address to Royal 
Baking Powder, 691 Washington Street, New 

k York City. Dept. 12. 
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Flea looked wistful. “I would—if every 
tall girl in Wellesley weren’t determined 
to get my man for herself. It’s awful! They 
walk right over me and pounce on him 
like hungry wolves!” 

“That’s what you get, darling, for not 
picking on someone your size,’ replied 
Mimi absently, still looking for Stan. 

“Gee, you're lucky, Mimi! The way Stan 
Wilson looks at you when you're dancing, 
anyone can tell he goes for you in a big 
way!” 

Mimi’s face was radiant. “Oh, Flea! Do 
you think so?” 

“Gosh, yes!” replied Flea. “Anyone can 
see that. You look wonderful together,” 
she added sadly. “You’re both so tall and 
so good-looking.” 

“Flea! Here he comes! I’m going to cut 
in. Flea!” Impulsively she turned and 
squeezed Flea’s hand. “I’m crazy about 
him!” she whispered. Then she started to- 
ward the floor. 


See and Weaver were now only a few 
feet away. As they wove in and out 
among the dancers Stan’s eyes fell on 
Mimi. For a moment he looked at her, but 
it was as though he had never seen her be- 
fore. Completely ignoring her eager smile, 
he looked away again, and in a moment 
had skillfully guided Weaver toward the 
center of the floor. _ 

Mim stood rooted to the floor, her smile 
frozen to her face. He didn’t want her to 
cut in! He wanted to dance with Weaver! 
He had fallen for her, too! Mimi couldn’t 
have been more definitely rejected if she 
had been left standing at the altar. A wave 
of crimson surged over her face, and she 
burned with humiliation. She felt Flea’s 
hand slip into hers. 

eit happened, Mimi?” whispered 
Flea. 

“Nothing!” replied Mimi bitterly. “Noth- 
ing at all. I just got the wrong number, 
I guess!” 

Flea squeezed her hand. For a moment 
they stood there silent. Then they were 
joined by Red. j 

Red took one look at Mimi’s face and 
knew. “Why didn’t you keep away from 
her, Mimi? You should have known what 
she would do!” 

Mimi merely shrugged her shoulders. 

“Weaver should have gone.to Harvard 
or Yale instead of Wellesley. She’d have 
had a much better time!” said Red. 

“So would we!” added Flea. 

“Oh, what’s the difference!” exclaimed 
Mimi. “Let’s forget it!” 

“If we were men, we would probably 
get drunk,” said Flea hopefully. 

The music had now stopped, and Stan 
and Weaver were walking toward them. 
Weaver was scintillating all over the place. 

“Hello, darlings,” she cooed. 

Three dirty looks were her reply. She 
didn’t seem to notice. 

“If you don’t mind, Mimi,” she gaily 
went on, “I'll borrow Ed. for a while. I 
promise to bring him back later on!” 
There was a wicked gleam in her eye. 

“You’re welcome to him, I’m sure,” re- 
plied Mimi dully. “But you'll have to look 
for him!” 

Weaver looked surprised. “Oh, are you 
two playing games again?” 

Mimi didn’t even bother to reply, and 
after a few kittenish remarks to Stan, 
Weaver drifted away. 

“Tll be back!” she trilled. 

aca what we're afraid of,” muttered 
Red. ‘ 

Stan offered them cigarettes. As he 
lighted hers Mimi had to make an effort 
to keep her hand from shaking. Her face 
was like a mask. Stan inhaled his smoke 
and looked around him with an air of 
polite boredom, After a few minutes of 
rather awkward silence, Flea and Red 
muttered excuses and left them. The si- 


lence continued. Mimi, miserable, was 
thinking, “I’m not going to make conver- 
sation if we stand here all night!” Ob- 
viously, he wasn’t going to exert himself 
to entertain her. So they stood there, not 
looking at each other, puffing away in 
stolid indifference to the merry babble of 
voices which surrounded them on all 
sides. 

Finally the music started again, and 
there was a quick rush of those couples 
who always dash out at the drop of a 
drumstick. 

“Shall we?” he asked with devastating 
indifference. 

Mimi smiled mechanically, and they 
oozed onto the floor with all the joyful 
eagerness of two aristocrats being led to 
the guillotine. 

It didn’t help matters any that the or- 
chestra was pbc Night and Day—al- 
ways Mimi’s favorite. To dance to Night 
and Day with someone you thought you’d 
fallen in love with—who was holding you 
as gingerly as though you were covered 
with a rash—and probably straining his 
eyes over your head to catch a glimpse of 
someone else! 

She stumbled. 

“Pardon me,” he said coldly. 

“Sorry—it was my fault,’ she mur- 
mured. 

“Think nothing of it.” His eyes for a 
frigid instant looked into hers. “We all 
make mistakes.” 


SHE was glad when somebody cut in, 
and she wasted no time in looking for 
one of the Grumps. She’d had enough, and 
that was that! Never had she been treated 
so badly in her life. That old line about it 
being better to have loved and lost was 
a hot one; like fun it was better! It was 
awtul! 

She found Flea still looking wistful. 

“Flea, 'm going home. Will you tell 
Stan that I was ill or something? I don’t 
care what you tell him. It won’t make any 
difference anyway.” 

“Oh, Mimi, don’t do that. I wouldn’t give 
him the satisfaction. Or Weaver.” 

“What's the difference? If I stay, she'll 
have the satisfaction of flaunting him in 
my face all evening, and I can’t stand that. 
As for him, Ill never see him again any- 
way. I hope.” She wandered off in the 
direction of the dressing room. Flea’s eyes 
followed her with a troubled look. For a 
moment she stood there indecisive, then 
she looked back to the floor again. There 
was Stan Wilson—with Weaver entwining 
herself around him like poison ivy. Flea’s 
lips tightened. She was pretty fed up with 
the whole situation; witches like Weaver 
tossing their torsos about and walking off 
with Mimi's football captain! Mimi—who 
danced so divinely and was such swell 
fun; Mimi—whom she adored! Flea started 
forward. 

She reached up and tapped the broad 
black shoulder. “May I cut in?” she asked 
airily. 

Weaver looked down at her with 
haughty surprise. “Of course,” she mur- 
mured in a tossing-a-coin-to-the-poor 
manner. 

“Thank you,” said Flea. 

Weaver uncoiled herself and slithered 
away. Like a chagrined black snake, 
thought Flea as she slipped into Stan’s 
arms. . 

“Hello, Little Mouse,” he said. 

“It’s Flea, not mouse,” she replied. “And 
yours is Dopey, isn’t it?” 

“I beg your pardon?” 

“Dopey,” said Flea again, and was sur- 
prised at her own boldness. “At least it 
ought to be.” 

He didn’t quite know how to take this. 
“Are you by any chance trying to flatter 
me?” 

“After Weaver? Don’t be silly. No, I just | 
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Pi A NEW FUR CoAT L” 


“Isn’t it a beauty, Mother? It was just 
lucky that Bob could give it to me. 

Bob had been working ages on Mr. 
Weems for a contract. If I hadn’t 

seen them on my way home 

Si and invited Mr. Weems 


to dinner...” 







1. “I had about an hour to get a meal 
that would put Mr. Weems in the right 
mood. So out came my Knox ‘Quickie’ rec- 
ipe book and Knox Gelatine. Eleven min- 
utes’ fixing, and my salad was ready to set” 


ee 





*‘Grand;} he says, ‘but when my cook makes a MRS. k NOx’s “QUICKIE"+ 
jellied salad, it’s so sweet and flavored up WINTER SALAD 
I don’t know what I’m eating!’ (I’ll wager #1 eny nea “A Dackage— Serves g : 


the cook uses gelatine desserts for her salads 
instead of plain Knox Gelatine.)” 
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3. “1 owe this coat to you, Mother. You 
told me to use 100% pure Knox Gelatine 
whenever the recipe says plain gelatine. Not 
flavored gelatine desserts, with their 85% 
sugar! Now with those new Knox ‘Quickie’ 
recipes...Knox is a regular whirlwind? 


IS PURE GELATINE-—NO SUGAR 





















O36" Mail This Coupon Today. 
ACT NOW...28 New Recipes! 


' Come out of the kitchen sooner! 
Send for Mrs. Knox’s new ‘‘Quickie”’ 
eo? recipe book of saladsand desserts made in 
fe 9 to 19 min, Get it first and tell your neighbors. 
7 KNOX GELATINE, BOX 52, JOHNSTOWN, N. Y¥. 












EVERY BUSY HOUSEWIFE 
SHOULD HAVE THIS BRAND-NEW 
TIME-SAVING RECIPE BOOK 
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Why REVLAN a fotien ds fovcttle nal 


“Reston is my favorite nail enamel because it wears so well and stays lustrous 
so long,” says Elizabeth Gibbons, striking photographic model. “Tt comes in exclusive 
shades ... You can’t find such colors anywhere else! And Revlon goes on easily— 
never streaks. Its rich quality texture makes nails beautiful. Since I’ve been using 
Revlon, my nails are so well-behaved! Revlon is the only nail enamel in the world 
for me!” © More fine beauty salons throughout the world prefer Revlon Nail Enamel 
over any other nail polish because it stays on beautifully between manicures and 
creates steady customers. An outstanding example is Ivan, Fifth Avenue Hair Stylist, 
who has dressed many of the crowned feminine heads of Europe. In Ivan’s New 
York salon, Revlon is always used, because it meets Ivan’s exacting standards as 
though made to his order! You will prefer Revlon. You will find it best for looks, 
best for wear, best for the nails! Featured in leading department stores and in 
quality beauty salons. + New! Revlon’s juELTone: Rich vintage color in three grad- 
uated tones: 1, light and delicate; 2, medium, more intense; 3, dark and dazzling. 


LiTy 2 
Mul Tits e” At last! A normalizing nail treatment developed by 


Revlon to help keep nails strong, flexible...given with Lactol, a creamy emulsion, 
thermostatically heated. Ask yourBeauty Salon for this Lactol treatment manicure. 


Revton eee. Cnamel Corporation 3 


d_29 west Z OTH ST.* NEW YORK +4 DA SPARKS ST.* OTTAWA = 


: Tones xe ; 
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think that anyone who prefers Weaver to 
Mimi is crazy, that’s all. And I just thought 
I'd tell you.” She smiled brightly at him. 

“Well, well!” He returned the smile. 
“Won’t you tell me more about myself?” 

“No, I haven’t got time. I just stopped 
by to tell you that. Oh, yes—I nearly for- 
got. What I really came to tell you was 
that Mimi has gone home. She doesn’t feel 
well. She wanted me to apologize and all 
that, but I don’t think I will.” 

He raised his eyebrows. “Oh, I suppose 
you think she doesn’t owe me an apology 
for going off and leaving me flat after get- 
ting me here on false pretenses!” 

Flea’s face wrinkled in bewilderment. 
“What false pretenses?” 

“What you really mean to tell me is that 
she’s gone off with her friend Ed, isn’t it? 
Or should I say fiancé?” 

Flea stared at him. “Ed? For Pete’s sake 
what gave you that idea?” 

“Now don’t try to kid me. Aren’t they 
a mean—well, isn’t Mimi crazy about 

“No, she certainly isn’t crazy about Ed!” 
Flea began to see daylight. “I think I smell 
a rat named Weaver. And if it means any- 
thing in your life, Mimi likes you a whole 
lot better than she ever did Ed, and she’d 
probably kill me for telling you, but she 
went home because you made her feel bad 
—so there, too!” 

“Umm-huh,” he replted cynically. “And 
I suppose she didn’t get me here because 
she had quarreled with Ed and wanted to 
show him. I suppose she didn’t tell me that 
the reason she asked me was that she liked 
the way I played football—and she’s never 
even seen me play! Weaver told me that 
Mimi never goes to football games!” He 
snorted in disgust. 

“So what?” retorted Flea. “Can’t she 
like you without liking the way you play 
football?” Unconsciously she hit the 
bull’s-eye. “She doesn’t go in for football 
men, but she likes you! And she asked 
you because she didn’t know anyone she 
liked well enough to ask. She wanted 
somebody different! And the moment she 
saw you she fell for you.” 

He stopped in his tracks, causing three 
couples to telescope together. “You’re not 
kidding me?” 

“Honest cross my heart!” 

“Where is she?” 

“She’s gone. But you might catch her—” 

“Might? Hell! I will. If you’ll excuse 
me?’ 

< Flea grinned happily at him. “Will L!” 
she said, and he was gone. 


AS MIMI walked slowly out of the gym, 
there was a sudden gust of cold wind. 
She drew her wrap around her and began 
to scuff through the leaves. She felt deso- 
late, cast off—like something out of Way 
Down East. She didn’t want to go back to 
Shaeffer. She didn’t know what she wanted 
to do. She stopped and looked back. A few 
bicycles were leaning against the walls of 
the gym, and suddenly she realized that 
what she wanted was a ride on a bicycle. 
Preferably one which would end up with ~ 
a broken neck. 

After a bit of hitching and struggling 
with her long skirts she was finally all set, 
and she pushed off. She didn’t know whose 
bicycle it was, and what was more, she 
didn’t care. 

She was pedaling along aimlessly to- 
ward the big hill when she heard a bell 
ringing sharply, insistently behind her. 
She pulled over to the right to let the 
other bike pass. As it shot past her she 
saw that its rider was a tall figure in tails. 
He looked back over his shoulder, and the 
bicycle careened crazily. 

“Mimi!” 

Mimi sharply drew in her breath and 
almost let go of the handle bars. It was 
Stan! Her bike began to waver uncer- 


tainly. He had stopped now and was wait- 
ing for her. 
* “Mimi!” he called again. “I was trying | 
to find you!” 

She was almost on top of him now. Sud- 
denly she jerked her bike around to the 
left and, making a neat are around him, 
she swooped on down the road. 

“Mimi! Hey! Come back here!” 

Mimi pedaled harder. 

“Mimi! I want to talk to you!” 

Mimi tightened her lips and started full 
speed down the hill, aware that Stan was 
once more hot on her heels—or wheels— 
and yelling like a cowboy. She gave it all 
she had, but in a moment he had caught 
up with her, and they were zooming down 
side by side. 

“Will you stop before you break your 
fool NECK!” he shouted. 

“NO!!? 

“T_said—STOPPP!!” 

“T_said—NO!” 

“Mimi!” His voice was frantic, beseech- 
ing, and a lot of other things. 

“Go away!” 

“T will not—go away—until ’'ve—talked 
—to you!” 

Mimi didn’t answer. She just pedaled 
for all she was worth. They were back on 
level ground again now, but they were 
still burning up the road—that is, as much | 
as you can burn up the road with a bicycle. 

“Mimi!” he panted, “I—want—to say 
something!!” 

“Go ahead! It’s a free country,” she 
called back. 

teat RAsaeet io Ed?” 

oO. 


“Are you—crazy—about—him?” 
“ ”? 


“Well, I thought you were. Weaver told 
me—” 

“Go on back to her!” 

“T don’t want to go—back—to Weaver.” 

“Hah hah.” 

“T don’t want Weaver. I —want—you!” 

“TI—don’t—believe—you!” 


GUDDENLY there was the sharp warn- | 
ing blare of an automobile horn behind | 
them, and headlights flashed over them. A 
car was coming and coming fast. She was 
aware that Stan was fiercely yelling to her 
to get off the road, which struck her as 
being very silly since that was obviously 
what she was trying to do. Trying was 
right; her bike was frantically wibble- 
wobbling from side to side as though it 
were a jitterbug bicycle learning to shag, 
but it wasn’t going off the road. There was 
a moment of awiul panic and suspense, 
and then Stan crashed into her, and both 
bikes shot off the road at sharp right 
angles and collapsed beside a tree in a 
crazy tangle of flying legs, arms, wheels, 
and skirts. 

There was silence broken only by a 
vivid bit of cursing thrown back at them 
by the irritated driver. They were both 
temporarily occupied with sorting their | 
various scattered limbs. 

“Oh!” groaned Mimi, struggling to free 
her skirt, which was wrapped around the 
wheel of her bike like Fourth of July 
bunting. She was suddenly aware of a 
skinned knee and elbow. 

“Mimi! Are you all right?” Stan was 
pulling her to her feet. 

Sea 

“I’m terribly sorry, but I had to do it! 
Are you sure you're not hurt?” His arms 
were around her now. “Mimi. Darling!” | 

Mimi thought it would have been worth | 
breaking a leg to hear him say “Darling” 
the way he had said it. For that matter | 
she would rather break a leg than tell him 
the truth, but she had to do it. Quickly. 

“Tm all right,” she panted. “But listen, | 
Stan. I lied to you. ’'m everything you | 


program, and I asked you just because , 





4 a woman's business 


to look younger than she is! 
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Ir you are discouraged because your 
skin seems “acid’’; because it is suscep- 
tible to such blemishes as enlarged pores, 
blackheads, oily shine or scaly roughness, 
and is losing its fresh tone and smooth 
supple texture ..... 

Put these unique beneficial Milk of 
Magnesia creams to work on your skin! 
How they work. Just as Milk of Magnesia 
acts to relieve an internal condition of 
excess gastric acidity, so in these new- 
type creams it acts externally on the ex- 
cess fatty acid accumulations, in this way 
helping to overcome the premature age 
signs of an “Acid Skin.” 

PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia TEXTURE CREAM. 
This remarkable cream gives your skin all 
the acid-neutralizing benefits of Milk of 
Magnesia in a form which holds this help- 
ful ingredient on long enough to be ac- 
tively effective. Try it; you'll beamazed at 


2 sizes 30c and 60c¢ 





PHILLIPS’ 


Texture Cream 
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Is an “acid” skin making you look older than your 
% age? Don’t let it! Here’s a wonderful. new way to 
help overcome ACID SKIN (a troublesome condition 
caused by excess acid accumulations), and so to 
keep your skin younger looking and lovelier. 


the way it goes right to work on your skin! 
An ideal foundation cream. Until you use 
Phillips’ Texture Cream you won’t be- 
lieve that a cream can take and hold 
make-up so marvelously! This is because 
the Milk of Magnesia prepares the skin 
properly by smoothing and_ softening 
roughness, and removing oiliness and 
shine, so that powder and rouge go on 
evenly and last without touching up. 


PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia CLEANSING 
CREAM. And here’s a delightfully differ- 
ent cleansing cream, too. The Milk of 
Magnesia not only leosens and absorbs 
surface dirt and make-up but penetrates 
the pores, neutralizing the excess acid 
accumulations as it cleanses. Try it and 
see how thoroughly clean your skin is 
after a cleansing with it! 

Have a skin that makes you look 
younger—not older than you are! Guard 
against the flaws of “Acid Skin” with 
these beauty-giving creams — the only 
creams which contain the acid-neutraliz- 
ing ingredient, Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia, 


a 
re" CREAMS 


don’t like. I picked you out of a football) PHILLIPS’ CREAMS ARE MADE WITH GENUINE PHILLIPS’ MILK OF MAGNESIA 
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LOVE IS SUCH A 
PRECIOUS THING! 


WHY RISK LOSING IT WITH DRY, 







LIFELESS "MIDDLE-AGE’ SKIN ? 


1 THINK YOU'RE JUST 
SILLY TO RISK GET- 
TING DRY, LIFELESS 
"MIDDLE-AGE”’ SKIN ! 
yOU KNOW HOW MUCH 
A LOVELY COMPLEXION 
MEANS TO A MAN! 


BUT WHY DO 
YOU THINK 
PALMOLIVE 
WOULD HELP 
MY SKIN ? 
WHY IS IT 
DIFFERENT FROM 
OTHER SOAPS ? 


AND BECAUSE PALMOLIVE 1S 
MADE ONLY WITH OLIVE AND 
PALM OILS, ITS LATHER IS 
REALLY DIFFERENT ! IT 
CLEANSES GENTLY YET SO 
THOROUGHLY, KEEPS PORES SO 
CLEAN AND HEALTHY, LEAVES 
COMPLEXIONS RADIANT ! 


BECAUSE PALMOLIVE IS MADE 
WITH OLIVE OIL, A MATCHLESS 
BEAUTY AID PROVIDED BY 
NATURE HERSELF TO KEEP SKIN 
SOFT, SMOOTH, YOUNG ! THAT’S 
WHY PALMOLIVE IS SO GooD 
FOR DRY, LIFELESS SKIN | 


| GUESS I'D BETTER TAKE 
YOUR ADVICE AND USE ONLY 
PALMOLIVE, TOO ! THAT 
“SCHOOLGIRL COMPLEXION” 
OF YOURS CERTAINLY 
WORKS LIKE A CHARM 
WITH THE MEN ! 


SKIN SOFT, 
SMOOTH, YOUNG! 
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you were captain and I wanted somebody 
different to take to the dance. There wasn’t 
even any wager—” 

“No?” 

“No!” She was almost sobbing now. 
“And I’ve never even seen you play! I was 
only making conversation, and ’m an aw- 
ful liar.’ Her voice ended in a wail. 

“T don’t care about that. I thought after 
what Weaver said that you were crazy 
about Ed, and it made me sore as hell. I 
thought ’d made a damned fool of my- 
self, falling flat the moment I looked at 
you.” 

“And I thought you fell for Weaver.” 

“Oh, no. I got her number right off. 
Or,” he corrected, “I almost did.” 

“And I got yours,’ murmured Mimi in 
happy wonder. 

“You what?” 

“Nothing.” She smiled up at him. “I 
seem to have lost one of my slippers.” 

He found it and bent to put it on. “It 
looks as if Little Cinderella rides again. 
Everything running true to form—lost 
slipper, flight from ballroom—pursuit by 
worried male—and happy ending.” He 
straightened up, and then again he took 
her in his arms. “Tell me,” he said, “have 
you ever heard of A Kiss For Cinderella?” 


Five-in-Oné Scarf 
(Continued from page 53) 


in back, another becomes a wide soft belt. 

In fact, the treatment at the waist goes 
for the other four versions as well; you 
can do what you like with it. The Shawl 
collar version, Fig. 4, ties in a low knot, 
crosses below the bosom and again at the 
waist in back, and is knotted or slipped 
through a ring in front. 

The Suspender arrangement with 
straight-from-shoulder-to-waist line, Fig. 
5, is original and becoming, particularly 
to fuller figures. When first you try to ad- 
just it, you will feel like a contortionist 
or call for help. The trick is to slip one 
end of the scarf over the ring—always 
from the outside in toward the body and 
under—wind it completely around your 
waist, slip again through the same ring 
and hold in place while you repeat the 
performance with the other end, and tie 
together in the center; Fig. 6. Still another 
version, not shown, wraps around the 
waist as a sash and ties, apron fashion, in 
an enormous bow in front. 

Start all versions with the exact center 
of the scarf firmly pinned or tacked to the 
dress at the back of the neck. Here the 
width is controlled by ornamental twin 
rings, shirring or pleating, as you wish. 
Material required: 14% yard of 36” mate- 
rial, or 1 yard of 39” or 54” material, plus 
4 two-inch bone rings. These you will find 
in the art department of department 
stores, and ten-cent stores. Fold the ma- 
terial in a triangle to obtain a true bias; 
cut in strips 9” wide and join with tiny 
flat French seams. Finish the edges with 
a narrow rolled hem or have picoted. Slip 
the rings to the center of the scarf and 
tack; or omit them and shirr or pleat it 
to the width you wish. 


PLEASE report change of address direct 
to Goop HOUSEKEEPING, allowing 5 
weeks before change is to take effect. Send 
your old address together with your new 
one. Copies that have been mailed to an 
old address will not be forwarded to a dif- 
ferent city by the Post Office unless postage 
is sent to the Post Office by the subscriber. 
Avoid such expense and make sure of get- 
ting your copies promptly by notifying 
Goop HovusEKEEPING in advance of any 
change you wish made in your address 


News In Building and 
‘ Decorating Circles 





What You Ought to Know About 
Some Practical Household Needs 


The best way to get your money’s 
worth when you buy is to know the facts 
about the merchandise you are buying. 
One way to learn facts is through manu- 
facturers’ literature. Good manufactur- 
ers want you to know how to judge their 
product. We list below some very informa- 
tive booklets, which we will have manu- 
facturers send to you without any charge. 


The Wear and Care of Sheets. This is a 
subject dear to every housekeeper’s 
heart, and at this time you are doubt- 
less planning to restock on your sheets. 
Before you buy, read in this booklet how 
to judge quality, what sizes to buy, how 
to tell how much sizing is in a sheet, etc. 


The Story of Terry Towels. You will prob- 
ably be buying bath towels this month 


also. You will want to buy towels of good | 


quality, and this booklet will tell you what 
to look for. It also tells you how to com- 
bine towel colors with the colors you have 
in your bathroom. 


The Selection and Care of Blankets. 
There is more to buying a blanket than 
just feeling its weight. Weight doesn’t 
necessarily mean warmth. This booklet 
contains some excellent pointers on how 
to know blankets, how much to spend, 
and the right sizes to choose, as well as 
facts about colors and care. 


Add to the Capacity of your Closets. 
Here is the story of equipment that will 
make your closets models of efficiency. 
It shows equipment for hats, shoes, clothes, 
ties—and tells how to install it. 


Carpet Magic. Here is an excellent book- 
let illustrated in color. It contains the 
answers to questions you ask yourself: 
When to use broadloom? When to cover 
a floor from wall to wall? How to choose 
colors in broadloom? What about qual- 
ity? There are twelve lovely color schemes 
beautifully illustrated in sample form 
with full information on materials used. 


Good Ideas for Use of Pine In Building. 
If you really take pride in the appearance 
of your house, you will want to have this 
booklet. It contains pictures of several 
charming small houses, and a number of 
attractive interiors in which pine is used, 
including halls, living rooms, dining 
rooms, kitchens, a ship’s-style room for a 
boy, and a recreation room. These inter- 
iors will give you many excellent ideas 
for remodeling. 


Address Good Housekeeping Studio, 
o7th St. at 8th Avenue, New York City 
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Let Hinds Lotion help your 
hands say nice things about you 








Even one application makes 






Chapped Hands feel smoother! 





EOPLE look at your hands and think—‘‘She’s well groomed, hands so 
Pee oa let herself go, hands so rough!” Don’t let them 
stay that way. Use Hinds. Extra-creamy, extra-softening. Even one ap- 
plication helps soften up flaky chapping, comfort tiny “skin cracks” that 
sting and burn. Used regularly, Hinds coaxes back the “Honeymoon 
Softness” that wind, cold, steam heat, and hard water take away. Right 
now you can try Hinds without risking a cent. Without risking a cent! 
Do it. Good-Will Bargain (below) is at toilet goods counters. 


Copyright, 1939, Lehn & Fink Products Corp., Bloomfield, N. J. 


TIME EXTENDED 


ON GOOD-WILL BARGAIN 


Extra bottle with the medium size Hinds! 


MONEY BACK — Buy the medium size Hinds. You get a 
Good - Will gift bottle with it. Try the gift bottle first. If 
it doesn’t convince you that Hinds is grand for chapped 
hands, take the large bottle back unopened, where you 
bought it—and get Money Back. 


EXTRA LOTION— Keep both bottles and you get nearly 
20% extra lotion—at no extra cost! More of this fine lo- 
tion for the money than ever before! Also in 10c, 25c, 
$1 sizes. 


FOR HONEYMOON HANDS 


&. HONEY & ALMOND 
HINDS cream 
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NE little, two little, three little Indians— 
Roggi laughed hard at all they said. 


Now it’s his turn, and he wishes 
NYO ey ipDIi ES Mums would call him to go to bed. 


By James Swinnerton _ 





r ISTER Coyote, won’t you tell us 
Why you howl and look so sad?” 
“Folks,” he said, ‘“‘don’t ever like me, 
And it keeps me feeling bad.” 


Hi 
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EET-See drew his sweetheart’s picture 
In, he thought, a charming pose, 
But she doesn’t seem to think so, 
*Cause she hit him on the nose! 








Hawaii—where lovely beaches invite young and old to enjoy the glorious sunshine, refreshing trade winds, matchless 
bathing and Dole Pineapple Juice. (Photograph in full color by Grancel Fitz for the Hawaiian Pi 





neapple Co., Ltd.) 


~ o 


” 





During the 

final stages of 

ripening pineapples on 

the plant, the natural fruit 


sugar content rapidly increases. 





“Oh, Mother, may we have “Mmmm! Doesn’t Dole taste “I always depend on Dole, bothin Dole pineapples ripen on the 
some Dole Pineapple Juice?”  good...just like on the beach winter and summer. I know it’s plant, and have a maximum of nat- 
“Certainly—all you want. in Hawaii when we wrote on good for them. It’s the juice ural sugar and flavor, which fruit 
Go look in the ice-box.” the sand! Remember?” from ripe pineapples.” (See chart.) picked green do not have. 


Hawaiian Pineapple Co., Ltd., also packers of Dole Pineapple“ Gems,” Sliced, Crushed, Tidbits, and new** Royal Spears.” Honolulu, Hawaii, U.S.A. Sales Offices: San Francisco, 


e Listen to Phil Baker in “Honolulu Bound”’—coast-to-coast Columbia Network, Saturdays 9 to 9:30 P. Mik. S. Tt. 
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FOR THAT IMPORTANT A 
It’s good economy 






to use Imperial’s lasting beauty... 
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HOW TO MAKE THE 
MOST OF YOUR ROOMS 


Send 10¢ (to cover mail- 
ing costs) for Jean 
McLain’s book, “The 
Romance of Modern 
OF «MODERN Decoration.”’ It’s infor- 
DECORATIOV mative and helpful. Use 
aren paar coupon for Jean McLain’s 
oy 1 Air free advice on individual 
io decorating problems. 
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kK 3 of your home is wall space. Redecorating it gives Address: JEAN MCLAIN, Dept. G-32, Imperial Paper and Color Corporation, 




















your home more new atmosphere and style, at less cost, Glens Falls, 31 Cop AS 8. Tannerial, Paper esis eile 
than any other home improvement! Your walls deserve Give this information for every room Pare 
the world’s finest wallpaper. Choose Imperial Washable ; 
Wallpapers. Guaranteed washable and fast to light... ee Tipe ons 
they actually save you money because their delicate Size (Dimeaaines} Color Scheme Brekenred 
beauty lasts. The new 1939 Imperial papers are now on C Please also send me your book, ‘‘The Romance of Modern Decoration,’’ for which | enclose 10¢. 
display. They reflect the latest decorative trends, and Names iret 
are identified, in sample books, by the Imperial silver es F 
e ify a = - tate 
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label. Be sure your decorator shows them to you! FRANCHISED DISTRIBUTORS, DEALERS AND REGISTERED CRAFTSMEN EVERYWHERE 
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odernizing 
i good existing 

houses is a 
wise investment 
as a rule, as well 
as a means to 
added comfort. 
The Studio pages 
this month show 
pictures, costs, 
and plans of old 
and new houses 
which were awarded prizes in Good 
Housekeeping’s Remodeling Contest 
of 1934—1935. There may be slight 
variations of costs today, but here are 
practical suggestions for you of what 
has been done and the approximate 
cost. We advise that you employ an 















ymond D. Rite 





architect; his knowledge and _ skill 
will more than compensate for his 
small fee, and will insure a good job. 
Try to look at your house as if it 
were a stranger’s. Study its needs, 
and you will be surprised at the im- 
provement a little remodeling will 
achieve. It need not cost much. If it 
is very simple, it can often be done 
by the man of the house, aided and 
advised by other members of the fam- 
ily! And when you do the work your- 
self, the satisfaction is the greater. 
This house was remodeled by Miss 
Genevieve Hendricks, an experi- 
enced interior decorator, with the aid 
of an architect. It won the Washing- 
ton, D. C., prizes for both exterior 
and interior remodeling in Good 
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A PORTFOLIO OF REMODELING 


Housekeeping’s Remodeling Contest. 

As you can see, below, it was ex- 
tremely ugly, with a high stoop, pro- 
jecting bay, and narrow windows. In 
remodeling, the entire front was 
brought nearer the sidewalk; the 
windows were relocated and made 
wider; and, best of all, a basement 
entrance with a Colonial doorway re- 
placed the ugly high stoop. This made 
it possible to widen the front parlor. 
The parlor floor is now reached by 
stairs from the entrance hall below. 

Many other interior changes were 
made. Victorian mantels were re- 
placed by Colonial ones, a new bath- 
room was added, and a butler’s 
pantry provided. This complete 
transformation cost exactly $4082.70. 
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This bungalow, belonging to Mrs. Oakley 
Harrington of California, became a fine 
house and won the state prize in Goop 
HOUSEKEEPING’s Remodeling Contest 
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cottage became a Monterey-type 

house of good lines and pleasing 
proportions is shown in the two pic- 
tures above. In this case the owner 
was concerned with securing larger 
and more comfortably arranged 
rooms, rather than a greater number 
of rooms, and so the new house con- 
tains only one room (a bedroom) 
more than the old one. 

Originally there were three bed- 
rooms downstairs. Part of one, plus 
a sunroom and two closets, was 
added to the living room as shown 
by dash lines on the plan. Another 
became the present dining room with 
a fireplace added, and its bathroom 
was made into a much-needed pan- 
try. The third was retained, with its 
bath and dressing room. The old 
dining room, without alteration, be- 
came a sunny breakfast room. 

In the newly added upstairs you 
will see there are three bedrooms, 
each with its dressing room. 


Hes: an undistinguished one-story 


HAVE TO LIVE 


As this type of remodeling can 
readily be employed to increase the 
number of rooms in a house, we think 
you will be interested in the costs. 


Table of Costs 


Permits: vce GN ae a Oaee 
Cleaning and excavating.... 42.00 
Masonryicer tener upaae) AOL 
Brickwork eneareare See OOOO 
Rough lumber sos... 322 See ATO oud 
Finish and frames ......... 200.00 
Shingling #0002. 2-as «5 a eae 
Lathing and plastering...... 350.00 
Compo roofing .ces. . ss~ oa veer OO 
Sash, doors, blinds, screens.. 224.38 
Finishing floors s.'s..«<-2.9- s7 193-90 
Iron and ‘steel ies... panes 5.00 
Exterior, interior hardware. 143.19 
Carpentry—Labor ......... 460.00 
Plumbitig’ -.:. aac eae 506.22 
Sheetimetal > a.sne . oe etetee 39.50 
"Tike. hc: a. os eet oh ee ee 15.00 
Electrical wiring ........... 209.00 
Painting 2%. 2c see eos 314.00 
Total si) .3 2 srawrcorr.ta eee $3670.08 


IN AN UGLY HOUSE! 
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to alter the house at the right, with 

its pseudo-mansard roof and other 
unattractive exterior details, into the 
distinguished house of Colonial lines 
above. It was a large house, and the 
budget was limited, so every change 
had to be carefully studied. 

It soon became apparent that a 
balanced-type Colonial house was 
the best solution. This would take 
advantage of the existing high ceil- 
ings, the large window openings, and 
give a dignified appearance—an im- 
_portant consideration, as the house 
was on a prominent lot overlooking 
the surrounding country. 

This plan was worked out very well 
by shifting a few interior partitions 
and knocking off the original porch, 
bay window, and other objectionable 
exterior frills which you can see pro- 
jecting in dash lines from the plan. 

On the first floor the living room 
was made larger and better propor- 
tioned, a bedroom became the din- 


er drastic changes were required 


ing room, a breakfast room was 
added, and the kitchen rearranged. 
The stairease—a most expensive fea- 
ture in any house—was fortunately 
attractive and needed no alteration. 
On the second floor it was only neces- 
sary to relocate the bathroom and 
add another, remove the attic stairs, 
and add a few closets. This gave a 
usable plan—a_ well-lighted hall, 
linen and store ciosets, two bath- 
rooms, and four bedrooms. 

As the original house had only fire- 
place heating, a warm-air heating 
system was installed and also a com- 
plete new system of electric wiring 
and plumbing. 


Table of Costs 


Adl materiale. 45.52,85 2 eer $2100 
LehOte Aiscc cect. oe eee 1600 
Heating 7.22.35 ke Cae ee 310 
Willing 5 ’..cea nn ets sacri 105 
Plumbing and guttering ...... 485 
Fees, landscaping, incidentals... 800 


Total. . .$5400 





No thing of beauty was this house 
when it was acquired by Mr. Thomas 
H. Mitchell of Georgia. But see what 
a good architect did. It won the state 
prize for remodeled exterior in Goop 
HOUSEKEEPING’s Remodeling Contest 
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having enough closet space? This is 

one of the minor irritations that 
make a man leave home in the morn- 
ing with a scowl! Of course the ideal 
to strive for is a closet for every in- 
dividual, but at least there should be 
one closet to every bedroom. 

Yet in many otherwise well-built 
houses we find rooms orphaned of 
their closets. This is especially apt to 
be true of quite old houses, for people 
formerly used cumbersome ward- 
robes to hang clothes in. These pieces 
of furniture occupied valuable wall 
and floor space. 

It’s often a simple matter to add a 
closet or two to rooms that need them. 
On this page we show two solutions 
to the problem. The room above had 
a single window in an end wall, and 
was amply long so that building a 
closet 2’ 6” by 4’ 2” on either side of 
the window did not take too much 
from the room’s length. Even in 
smaller rooms this can frequently be 
done, using either lath and plaster on 


[ anything more maddening than not 


the studding, or wallboard, which is 
less expensive. This plan for closets 
has the added advantage of produc- 
ing a delightful little alcove for a 
dressing table or desk. Look about 
your own house and see if you can’t 
make use of this practical idea. 

The problem at the left is com- 
monly met. Here are two bedrooms: 
the smaller has no closet, and the 
larger has only one. What is the an- 
swer? Steal a little space from the 
larger room, and gain two closets, 
2 Sz byo 60" wears 

And when you are considering new 
closets, don’t forget the fittings. A 
built-in shelf for shoes is a joy and 
keeps them out from under foot. 
When this isn’t practicable, you can 
get adjustable metal shoe racks which 
fit on the inside of any size door. Hat 
stands, garment racks, etc., can be 
bought inexpensively everywhere 
and add greatly to a closet. And a 
long mirror! Every woman knows 
how important that is, and it can often 
be put on the back of a closet door. 





as old as its plumbing. With the cost 

of good plumbing fixtures as low as 
it is today, there is no reason to tol- 
erate an old-fashioned, inconvenient 
bathroom. Look at the modern bath- 
room above. Would you believe that 
it had once been the badly arranged 
room at the right? 

This bathroom was in a 23-year- 
old house. When the owners decided 
to remodel it, they determined to do 
a thorough job with new walls, new 
fixtures, and an entirely new plan. 

The old bathroom, with its high 
tank closet, tiny wall-hung lavatory, 
tub on legs, and conspicuous hot- 
water tank was unlovely in appear- 
ance and not even utilitarian, because 
it was difficult to clean beneath and 
behind the tub. The new arrange- 


' has been said that a house is only 


YOUD NEVER RNOW THE 


ment, with the bathtub across the end 
of the room, makes the usable space 
much larger. The shining white tile 
walls and floor provide a waterproof, 
easily cleaned surface, a decided im- 
provement over the old room. 

Best of all, the total cost of this 
complete modernization was only 
$420. The plumbing contractor sup- 
plied the new fixtures, including the 
built-in medicine cabinet, faucets, 
shower, and pipes, for $226 installed. 
This includes $143 for the new tub, 
lavatory, closet, and medicine cabi- 
net, $12 for pipes, fittings, and rough- 
ing-in materials, and $71 for labor. 

The electrical work, which cost $14, 
and all tiling, painting, and carpentry, 
which came to $180, were done by ex- 
perts in these various lines, under the 
direction of the plumbing contractor. 
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This is the family catchall. Into it go 
discarded vases, brooms, old lamps, 
the children’s skates. Yet since it is 
usually near the kitchen, it can eas- 
ily become the breakfast room below 
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right was sufficiently modern to have an attached garage. 

But modernity stopped short there. The downstairs ante- 
room (see the plan) served as the bathroom for three bed- 
rooms—all upstairs. A convenient arrangement! 

The present owner of the house is fortunate enough to 
have as his brother Henry Ives Cobb, the architect. Mr. 
Cobb completely remodeled the house, inside and out. The 
delightful little pine-sheathed living room above was origi- 
nally two smaller rooms with-no fireplace, as shown in dot~ 
ted lines on the plan at right. Removing the partition and 
building an exterior chimney with fireplace made the room 
much more livable. As a stroke of luck, an attractive old 
beam, hidden in the partition wall, appeared to lend interest 
to the ceiling of the new larger room. 

Bookshelves from floor to ceiling line one entire wall. To 
relieve any possible severity the insides of the shelves are 
painted a soft greenish blue—the predominating color in 
the picture above the fireplace. If you have always wanted 
a pine room, consider using sheathing rather than paneling. 
It is far cheaper and is very effective when combined with 
attractive moldings. 

The little dining room has a rather unusual color scheme. 
The walls are buff, with the woodwork a trifle darker. In 
one corner stands a charming corner cupboard painted red 
inside, to match the red floor. Many depressing dining rooms 


Wes it was remodeled the house whose plans are at the 











could be brightened by a change just as simple and inex- 
pensive as this. Unpainted corner cupboards may be pur- 
chased ready to install, or they are easily built. 

Upstairs the house was extended at the back above the 
garage and kitchen to give a maid’s room and bath, and a 
small guestroom. The two smaller bedrooms of the original 
plan became a large bathroom, closets, and hall. 

The picture at the left on page 130 shows what may be 
made of the frequently found storage closet measuring about 
7 x 10’. In the little sketch you will see just such a closet 
or pantry, used as a catchall by the entire family. Its one 
small window lights it inadequately. By extending the end 
wall to make a shallow bay window, this room can be made 
into a usable little breakfast room. It is estimated that the 
complete cost of this work, outside and in, will run between 
$175 and $250, depending upon the locality. 


TABLE OF Costs or REMODELING THE HOUSE 


Carpentr yew Or orn eens a aane Nees an 0s cies 01, Melee, nie $2900 
Masonryeworkreass sates coves hiss dv 5 RRP TS re 650 
Hlectrical swore. cette re cieiiais «10's cles soc. are sities cis es 430 
Plumbing, heating, sewage disposal, water .........- 1900 
Dg I Se ron e. ve cenc sc sscsewsvecah S10 

Totaly vase: .. $6355 


Color photography by Robert Bagby 





This is a dreary, small, and 


unlivable living room in 
which no one willingly 
spends any time. Throwing 
two small rooms into one and 
adding a fireplace made it 
into the inviting room at left 





FLAT ROOF 


STORAGE 


eee 









BEDROOM 







GARAGE 
166x178" 













7 BEDROOM 
10:0°xi0-6" 





| JKITCHEN Ff 
Q-6"x 13-0" 


= 


DINING ROOM i 


CL 













BEDROOM 
13*O*xIT6" 








This remodeled granary is on the 63- 
acre farm which Mr. and Mrs. Wilford 
Arthur Mason purchased and remod- 
eled in 1934. It won the Michigan 
prize for a remodeled interior in Goop 
HovusrEKEEPINGs Remodeling Contest 


magination and ingenuity are the 
priceless ingredients of successful 
and inexpensive remodeling. Look 
at the tumbledown granary above, 
and the bunkroom below, which it 
became. 

The owners of an old farmhouse, 
built during Civil War days, found it 
did not have adequate sleeping quar- 
ters for three small boys. What to do? 

An old granary, eighteen feet 
square, stood at some distance from 
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the house. With the eyes of faith the 
owners saw in it a bunkroom for the 
three youngsters. It was moved next 
to the house, set on a low concrete- 
block foundation, and extended to 
provide an entrance hall leading into 
the house, and space for a bath, 
closets, basement entrance, and stairs. 
On investigation it was found to 
have a maple floor, which, although 
somewhat marred, was sanded and 
successfully refinished. Apart from 
this it consisted merely of four walls 
and a roof. Windows were cut and 
enlarged where needed, and square- 
paned sash were installed. Steam heat 
was brought from the house. 
Ingenuity and imagination were so 
far rewarded. Now came pure luck. 
A hundred-year-old house in the 
vicinity was razed, and from it were 
salvaged at very low cost sheathing 
boards of rough Michigan cork pine. 
These had aged to a rich russet- 
brown which harmonized with the 
maple floor. They were used for pan- 
eling the entire bunkroom. Beams of 
the same wood, from the same source, 


span the ceiling and also make the 
bunk frames—two double deckers on 
each side of the room. 

Last of all, the three small boys 
were rewarded for gathering all the 
old square-headed nails they could 
find from the wreckage of the same 
house, and these were used to nail up 
the paneling. They proved quite a 
trial to the long-suffering carpenters, 
who were constantly warned against 
using modern nails. 

In addition to the built-in bunks, 
there are bookshelves and toy cup- 
boards of the cork pine. The whole 
interior is made gay by the use of 
Mexican blankets and pottery. Small 
ship’s lanterns light the lower bunks. 


TABLE OF COSTS 


labore secede .. .$195.00 
material 63.95 
Steam heating: labor,material 50.00 


Carpentry: 


Wiring: labor, material... .. 23.10 
Refinishing floor: labor...... 16.20 
materiale... "aunt 
Total. 42..$2360.00 
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to make it easy for you to 









decide the color of your new rug 


Your choice of 20 different color schemes. Each arranged 
around 


by Clara Dudley, well-known decorator . . . each built ar 
an Alexander Smith Foor-Plan Rug. Actual samples of rugs 
wallpapers, draperies, upholstery fabrics. 
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MAIL COUPON BELOW 


J YOUR RUG IS PERFECTLY STUNNING 
-IT MAKES THE ROOM 






You don’t need to spend a lot of money to 
make a room lovely. The secret of a charm- 
ing room is in the color scheme... that's 
why these kits are such wonderful help. Each 
one is based on a Floor-Plan Rug made by 
Alexander Smith, a name which has meant 
quality for nearly a hundred years. 
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Floor-Plan Rugs are made for people who 
have taste but limited incomes. The room 
pictured, based on one of these color scheme 
kits, owes much of its charm to the Floor- 
Plan Rug... yet the rug costs less than 
sixty dollars, 


Floor-Plan Rugs come in 36 sizes, a size to 
fit any room. Figures, textures, plain colors. 
Look for the gold label with the Good 
Housekeeping Guaranty. 


FLOOR-PLAN RUGS 


(TRADE MARK) 


are made only by 


ALEXANDER 
SMITH 


ITS AN ALEXANDER SMITH 
FLOOR-PLAN RUG 
-YOU'D NEVER GUESS 

HOW LITTLE IT cost! 






FREE Color Scheme Kit and Color Scheme Book 


ALEXANDER 


SMITH Alexander Smith & Sons, 295 Fifth Avenue, New York sy Stawa SoDie 


Send me a free Floor-Plan Color Scheme Kit for my_____._.____- 
; 
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your stomach? And we're not going to 
have a war, so you needn’t settle the whole 
thing right now.” 

_ “Well, you can’t tell,” said Dennis. “I 
just read a piece in the paper that says 
we have to expect war in Europe pretty 
doggone soon. But that don’t mean us. We 
learned our lesson all right.” 

“Gimme that paper,’ said Fuzzy. “I 
want to see if Greenberg got a home run 
today.” 

“What if he did?” Harp said violently. 
“T bet he won’t beat the Babe’s record. 
And if he does, what about it? It oughtn’t 
to be allowed, anyhow, with the ball 
faster, and, besides, the pitchers aren't 
so good.” —~ 

“T guess all the pitchers the Babe batted 
against were better than Hubbell or Ruf- 
fing or Dean, huh?” Fuzzy asked. 

But all the time Delia kept thinking 
about what Dennis had said. He sounded 
so different. As though actually he’d 
thought about his knee. 

The radio music just inside the open 
doorway faded. Delia took a long breath 
and began to listen, not just with her ears 
but with all of her. For days ske’d 
been listening like that. Every time 
the music faded or a program was 
cut off, every time a news broad- 
cast came on, that inner spring 
tightened. Not that she ever showed 
it. She didn’t show it now, her 
brown thin face wearing its usual 
amused expression, one hand swing- 
ing her tennis racket. But she was 
tight with listening—listening for 
words of the crisis in Europe, of 
the dark clouds that were gather- 
ing day by day, piling up black and 
menacing. 

And all the time there was an old 
sick, nameless fear, whispering to 
her under her laughter, tearing at 
her under her calm. Drumming on 
her heart ing—over there, 
over there, send the word, send the 
word over there—that the Yanks 
are coming, the Yanks are coming 
—Echo of a song she had heard be- 
fore. - 

Fuzzy rolled over full length on 

his back, his tanned little face 
turned to the evening sky. “Listen 
to what that guy says, Mom,” he 
said. “He says Hitler will march 
in a week. He’s got a nerve.” 

“He’s bluffing,” Harp said sharply. 
‘Dictators have got to be stirring some- 
thing up all the time. He’d better mind 
his own business. If he keeps on monkey- 
ing around, something will happen to 
him. But you got to hand it to the guy. 
I guess he’s done a swell job for those 
Heinies. I been talking to some of the 
fellows, and they say when you think 
what Germany was like when he took it 
over and now...” 

_“They’re always fighting over there,” 
Dennis said. “But don’t ever thi any- 
body could talk us into it. Not us. They 
made suckers out of us once—that’s 
enough.” 

“You never heard anything about prop- 
aganda, I guess,” Harp said, his voice a 
little shrill. “Why, I talked to a guy the 
other day, and he said already there’s 
propaganda going, telling us we have to 
keep the rest of the world doing our way 
to protect our fine country.” 

“Nobody’d fall for that,’ Dennis said. 
“Not any more. The one thing is, we want 
peace. We couldn’t get pulled into it.” 

“Where have I heard all this before?” 
Delia thought. “Another evening, and 
trees, and young voices saying things like 
this? Jim Taylor, and Wicky Barcliff, and 
poor Tim Weston, who died at Montdidier. 


The Sound of Wings 


. (Continued from page 34) 
Under the old trees at home. One by one 
they went. “Give the Kaiser hell for me, 
Jim. Pll be over if I can ever get out of this 
damn training camp.” 

Harp’s funny little shout of laughter 
brought her back. It always reminded her 
of the way he used to laugh when he was 
a baby. And he had been such a naughty 
baby, never sleeping a night through—and 

er Dennis, who was so good. 

“Sure, we were their good old Uncle 
Sam in the last mess,” Harp said. “They 
gave us the glad hand. Now they’re call- 
ing us Uncle Shylock, just because once 
in a while we politely mention it might 
be nice if they slipped us a few bucks they 
owe us. : 

“How did they know so much? We didn’t 
know all those things when we were 
young,” Delia thought. “Have boys 
changed? No, it’s the newspapers and the 
radio and the newsreels.” 

Fuzzy’s pop bottle, aimed at a tree, 
splintered loudly, and Delia jumped. It 
sounded like a bomb. The way a bomb 
might sound if it were dropped from the 
air on a peaceful home behind the battle 


AFTER ALL 
By Anne L. New 


WHEN I shall come to walk alone at last 
Out of this light I love into the new 

Strange twilight of another world, I do 
Not think old fears can hold me fast. 

No farther than a pebble’s careless cast 


There'll be a sign to tell me I've come through 


To a good place, and to a place that you 


Have paused to mark for me as you went past. 


NO EMPTINESS of interstellar space 
Could long suffice your eagerness to find 
Whatever lies beyond. You'll set a pace 
Across the universe. I shall not mind. 
Beyond the threshold of eternity 


Who knows what waits? Together we shall see. 


lines. Only, they said, there wouldn't be 
any battle lines in the next war. Aviation 
had changed all that. 

“Do you have to throw things?” she 
asked. “How’s for being quiet once in a 
while?” 

“Me,” said Fuzzy, “I wouldn’t let any 
of ‘em get away with it. When those Japs 
jumped on the Panay, I'd have gone over 
there with my little Navy and taught those 


fellows something, and then everybody ~ 


would have respected us. I say, if some- 
body starts bopping you around, the best 
thing to do is bop ’em back hard and 
quick. Saves trouble in the end.” 

Fuzzy was the baby. They’d brought 
him up to be tough. They’d been afraid— 
his brothers Dennis and Harper—that 
Delia would make a softie of him. But 
there hadn’t, really, been much chance of 
that. His young body was strong and quick, 
not long and lanky like Dennis’ or slight 
and wiry like Harp’s. When he moved, he 
had power and speed. A born fighting man. 

Dennis was like his father, and Harp 
was like Delia; but Fuzzy, the baby, was 
like Delia’s brother Michael. 

Delia’s eyes went over them, soft and 
compassionate upon Dennis, yearning over 


Fuzzy. Bright and narrowed upon Harp,’ 


understanding him, liking him, always 
watchful of him. But they adored Fuzzy, 
who was like Michael. 

There, under the trees, in the evening 
light that was half the sun’s farewell and 
half the promise of the stars, her heart 
was full of pride, of possession, and of 
something new and unbearable. Not again, 
not again, not again, it said with every 
beat, clicking it off like train wheels on 
a track. Not again. Not again. 

“Whyn’t you try keeping your trap shut 
until you know what you're talking about, 
Fuzz?” Dennis said. “Anybody would 
think you knew all about everything. I 
suppose you'd like to go to war.” 

“It might be all right,” Fuzzy said. 

“You’re always looking for trouble,” 
Dennis told him. “Some day you'll get it, 
picking on a guy bigger than you are.” 

“Tt won’t be you,’ Fuzzy said, and 
grinned at him. 

The radio was speaking. It had become 
a presence in the house. It interrupted 
everything. It spoke day and night. 
Strange, the voices of men you never saw, 
didn’t know, telling you what was going 


on. 

Chamberlain was going to Berlin. 
The British Prime Minister was go- 
ing to talk to the German Fuehrer, 
to try to find a way out, face to face, 
man to man. Nothing like it had 
ever happened before. It made the 
danger seem greater, yet it brought 
new hope. If two men could sit down 
and ‘talk together, they must find a 
way out for the world. . 

“T wouldn’t go,” said Fuzzy. “It 
won't get him anything in the end. 
Thing to do is slap Hitler down.” 

“Everybody wants everybody to 
slap somebody else down,” Dennis 
said. “I think it’s a fine thing. I 
think it’s about the biggest thing I 
ever heard. You, Fuzzy—all you 
think about is those books about 
guys that flew in the last war. They 
were all right, but it wouldn’t be 
like that now. Just think if they 
blew up Westminster Abbey and 
Stratford-on-Avon and Notre 
Dame...” 

Dennis was the sensitive one. 
Things hurt him so. It was only 
Dennis who remembered his father. 
Sometimes when she sat alone at 
night, he came and rubbed his 
cheek against hers and asked about 
his father. Little things. Once when they 
saw a movie together and it showed a man 
and woman who'd been happily married 
for years, she found Dennis’ boney hand 
in hers, as though he knew that if his 
father had lived, it would have been like 
that between them, too. Close and under- 
standing. As though he saw what she had 
missed. : 

It was Harper who was the only difficult 

one, really. Too much. imagination, too 
easily influenced. “I can tell whom you’ve 
been playing with, by the way you talk,” 
Delia had accused him once. A sucker for 
lost causes. His-young mind inflamed by 
what he read, heard, saw. When he was 
little—dear God, did everything go back 
to when they were all little and safe and 
her very own?—when‘he was little, she 
had te watch him carefully to see when 
he was acting. “It wasn’t a lie, Mom, it 
was a story,” he’d say. Music, beauty, ex- 
citement—Harper took them all and held 
them.: 
- Yes;sof them all, Delia knew, she was 
most frightened. for Harp. The wrong 
woman—the warong cause— And now he 
wanted to be a politician! All the isms 
crept into Harp’s agile brain and got mixed 
up there. 
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There was Denny, who was nineteen and 
ready for college—out of school one year 
for that operation on the knee he’d banged 
up playing football. But Denny didn’t want 
to go to college. He wanted to go to work 
and marry little Marte Wilding and have 
sons. More sons. Another generation of 
sons. 

There was Harp, who was eighteen, who 
wanted to work on a newspaper instead 
of going to college. “It’s better training 
for a politician,” he said. 

There was Fuzzy, who was fifteen now 
and always looking for trouble, so like his 
uncle Michael. Funny, before Fuzzy came 
she and Rodge had wanted a girl. “Never 
mind,” she’d told Rodge, when the nurse 
brought the baby in. “I'll have a daughter 
for you next time.” There hadn’t been any 
next time. There was to be no sister for 
her sons, no sister such as she had been 
to Michael. 

She didn’t think often of Michael any 
more. So long since she’d seen him. He 
had been so young. Why, he’d been as 
young as Dennis was now—as young as 
Harp—only a little older than Fuzzy. 

On her feet, she found that she was 
shaking, that her eyes were blind. 

Nobody could go through all that again. 
Not twice in one lifetime. And this time 
you'd know. No unfurled banners to hide 
the hideous truth from you this time. 

“Was it like this before the World War, 
Mom?” Dennis said. “I mean, did every- 
body get all excited? Did they have meet- 
ings and all that? Was Belgium kind of 
like Czechoslovakia?” 

Something was choking her, but Delia 
managed her voice at last, casual, ordi- 
nary. “A good deal like, I suppose,” she 
said. “We got pretty steamed up. But it 
was all a lot farther away. We didn’t have 
radio then, and for a long time we really 
didn’t think ‘much about it. We read the 
headlines and looked at the maps, and it 
seems to me we were pretty gay. We never 
thought it could mean anything to us until 
—until they did things that got us mad. 
We didn’t understand then the way we 
do now what war meant.” 

“Dad went,” said Fuzzy coolly, “and 
Uncle Michael.” 

“Yes,” said Delia, “they were very 
young, and your father—your father was 
like you, Dennis. Tall. After a while he 
got embarrassed because he wasn’t in uni- 
form like the other young men his age— 
he didn’t have to go, you know, because 
we were married and—but he felt strange. 
So in the end, he went.” 

a wouldn’t feel embarrassed,” Dennis 
said. 


DENNIS. Roger. So young and tall. So 
dark of eye and sensitive of face. She 

wes Ppa eine them. Her son and her hus- 
and. 

“I wouldn’t care, Delia,” Rodge had said, 
“if I wasn’t so darn tall. It makes me so 
conspicuous. A girl at the soda fountain 
where I got lunch today said, ‘Where’s 
your uniform, buddy?’ ” 

He had been ashamed. It seemed im- 
possible now to think they had been so 
cruel, but it was true. Women were 
ashamed, too, if their men weren’t in uni- 
form. They drove them into uniform. Fan- 
tastic. Incredible. But it was true. Could 
that happen again? 

Life driven by such little things as Roger 
being taller than the other men. And his 
being tall had been one of her first reasons 
for loving him, for she was tall herself, a 
tall young girl whose face was plain until 
you knew her, and then it was never plain 
again. Roger was so big and shy and awk- 
ward, like a Newfoundland pup. Couldn’t 
dance much, he would say with his dark 
smile, because his legs got all tangled. 

The amazing thing had been to find in 
him that delicate and gentle spirit. That 
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tenderness. That feeling for the rights of 
others that was in time to make him a 
great lawyer. 

There is a word for everyone, Delia 
thought, and the word for Roger was in- 
tegrity. Not a dry, dutiful word, but a 
word like a tall, fine tree. Men had loved 
Roger. Loved him. They had come to her 
when he had gone and let her see their 
tears for him. Man tears. That tribute kept 
her heart warm in the unbearable lonely 
nights when every awakening was new 
pain. 

Roger had idolized Woodrow Wilson. 
Roger, a struggling young lawyer, had 
said it was true there was such a thing 
as being too proud too fight. He had under- 
stood how Wilson was trying to put dig- 
nity as a shield between his country and 
war. 

“T can understand, Delia,” he would say, 
his dark eyes intent. “I—well, you can’t 
go around picking on every little guy that 
makes some crack at you. If you're so big 
you know you could lick ’em, and so does 
everybody else, you can refuse to fight, 
see?” 


HE HADN'T wanted to go even when he 
had been ashamed, insulted, slapped 
by the war spirit that inflamed the land. 
Then something had snapped in him, and 
he had believed that he must go. 

That night, when he sat holding Delia’s 
hand, he had read the words to her, care- 
fully, in his deep young voice. 

“Listen to what the President said,” he 
told her, and read, “ ‘But the right is more 
precious than peace, and we shall fight for 
the things which we have always carried 
nearest our hearts—for democracy, for the 
rights and liberties of small nations, for a 
universal dominion of right by such a con- 
cert of free peoples as shall bring peace 
and safety to all nations and make the 
world itself at last free.’ ” 

His voice shook. “It’s like that, Delia,” 
he had said. “There are things for which 
you have to fight. Bigger things than just 
keeping your own hide safe. Aren’t there? 
Aren't there? You have to live with your- 
self, and yet you can’t live for yourself and 
be happy.” 

Delia had believed, then. 

But she would never believe again. She 
would know. For here we were again, 
right back, with all that we had. fought 
for shattered. She knew. But there was 
her son Dennis now, with the same dark 
eyes and thoughtful brow. Could he be 
made to believe? 

In faith, that night so long ago, she had 
reached up and kissed her husband and 
said: “You go. You must go when you feel 
that way. I will get along, darling.” 

“I didn’t, I didn’t really,” she thought. 
“I didn’t really send him. It doesn’t seem 
possible that I did that. Why didn’t I hang 
on to him at any price? Now nobody re- 
members who went to war and who didn't. 
They think you were smart if you stayed 
out.” 

But Roger had gone—in a uniform that 
was too small for him. The sleeves weren’t 
long enough. He didn’t look heroic. It was 
almost more than she could bear, to have 
Roger look funny, his long, boney wrists 
sticking out of his sleeves. It wasn’t fair. 

And he had come back. Or had he? Not 
the same Roger. Some men had enjoyed 
the war. Some had glorious tales to tell 
about it. But not her husband. 

Never after that had he trusted life. Life 
had become a terrible business to him, 
without justice or truth or righteousness. 
As best she could she had shielded him, 
sheltered him behind her stronger faith; 
but it wasn’t much use, except that in their 
love he had found the only thing left to 
him of all his ideals and visions. 

You could mend shattered bodies some- 
times. Roger had come back from France 


wounded, mutilated in spirit. Afraid of 
everything. Afraid for her when the babies 
came. Afraid for the boys if they rode a 
bike or had a sore throat. Expecting evil, 
expecting the worst. Looking over his 
shoulder as though something might sneak 
ee aad deal him a deadly blow from be- 
ind. 

The war had widowed her. The Roger 
she married had never come back. “I was 
like a mother to him,” she thought, and 
after all these years her love seemed ter- 
ribly alive in her yearning over him, 
wanting to comfort him, wherever he was: 
That had been worse at first even than the 
loneliness—that thought that somewhere 
ae might be terrified, alone, cold, wanting 

er. 

Yet she had had a happy life. The lines 
around her eyes were laugh lines. Her 
mouth turned up at the corners. There had 
always been the babies. 

Now she was daunted. She looked sud- 
denly into Fuzzy’s blue eyes. 

“Uncle Michael went even before we 
were in the war,” Fuzzy was saying. 

Yes, Michael had gone. That going un- 
rolled before her on the quicksilver screen 
of memory, reels she had stored away and 
thought never to look upon again. 

“They’re so different, Delia and Michael, 
you can hardly believe they’re brother 
and sister, can you?” people used to say. 

That, Delia knew without rancor, was 
because Michael was so beautiful and 
Delia, just to look at her, was so plain. 
Delia was too tall and slim, and her hair 
was sandy blonde, and her eyes were gray. 
In a crowd, until you knew her, you never 
noticed Delia. But nobody could miss 
Michael. He stood out—he was as flashing 
as a drawn sword. 

It had never bothered Delia that her 
mother and father loved Michael better. 
So brilliant a son, so plain a daughter. 
But, oddly enough, it had made her and 
Michael allies. To her he gave his con- 
fidence, not to his mother. He used to come 
into her room at night and sit on the bed 
and talk, because Michael never wanted 
to go to sleep. He was afraid he might miss 
something. Maybe he knew already in that 
thing called a soul that he had to crowd 
so much of the life he loved into so very 
short a time! 

The little girl who had been Michael’s 
sister seemed to come alive inside Delia 
and ask her how she had lived all these 
grown-up years without him. That little 
girl couldn’t have imagined life—why, she 
wouldn’t have wanted to look ahead to 
life—without Michael in it. “Where’s 
Michael?” that was what the little girl 
had always asked. 

Now the woman was saying it— 
“Where’s Michael?” And there was no 
answer. 


Gye night very late he had sat on her 
bed and said in a high, excited voice, — 
“You'll have to tell Mother.” 

At once she saw that he was more ex- 
cited than he had ever been. He was blaz- 
ing. He couldn’t sit still; he got up and 
walked around the room, and the light 
caught his short, crisp curls, and his eyes 
danced down at her. 

“Tell Mother?” Delia had repeated, and 
sat up in bed, straight and thin in her plain 
white nightgown with the blue ribbons 
run in around the neck. 

“T’ve enlisted,” Michael had said. 

Of course at first she simply didn’t be- 
lieve him. There was a war, she knew. 
Michael had always talked about it a lot. 
About the Lafayette Escadrille and the 
Irish Guards and the army that came out 
from Paris in taxis and the battle of Mons. 
About the aviators—he knew all their 
names and how many planes they'd 
brought down. 

Yet it had never seemed like a real war. 





@ There are thousands of mothers 
who'll tell you their children have 
been healthier and happier... catch 
fewer colds, since their homes were 
“Window Conditioned.” 


Thousands of fathers will tell you, 
too, that they have reduced their fuel 
bills up to 30%... that “Window 
Conditioning” usually pays for itself 
in less than two winters. 

“Window Conditioning” means in- 
sulating your windows with two panes 
of glass instead of one. These two 
panes of glass—“double windows”, 
(often called storm sash) turn cold 
into comfort. 

There’s no problem in installing 
““Window Conditioning’’—and re- 
member there is a lot of cold weather 
still to come. If you have wood sash 


in your home, just call your lumber 
dealer. He'll figure your needs, handle 
everything, including F.H.A. finane- 
ing with No Down Payment. If you 
have metal sash, the manufacturer’s 
representative will gladly show you 


“Window Conditioning.” 


And since you will be looking 
through two panes of glass instead of 
one, the quality of the glass you use 
is doubly important. L-O-F Window 
Glass is noted for its greater freedom 
from waviness and distortion. These 
advantages cost you no more. Make 
sure that each light bears the L-O-F 
label. 


Send the coupon today for attrac- 
tive free booklet and enjoy “Window 
Conditioning” comfort this winter. 
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windows, and the drying out 
of the healthful moisture in 
the air. 
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Just like reading about the Civil War. 

“But, Michael,” she had said, “that’s 
silly. What in the world has it got to do 
with you? Mother will be furious.” 

“T’ve got to get into it,” Michael had said. 
“T can’t let all the other guys grab all the 
fun. Lots of fellows I know have gone. I 
want to get over there. It’s the last great 
adventure. Do you think I want to miss 
it? Besides, we'll get into it.in time, and 
then I'll be that much up on everybody.” 

“Oh, we won't, either,’ Delia had re- 
plied. “The President says we won't, and 
Father says so, and everybody says so. 
What—where—how could you enlist?” 

“Royal Air Force,” he had said. “And 
I’m leaving tomorrow.” 

“Tomorrow?” 

“War came to me then,” Delia thought. 
“Right then. It marched into my room. It 
seemed to march splendidly. I could hear 
music playing and see banners flying, and 
Michael in uniform, all decorated. 

“That is what I am so afraid of now,” she 
thought. “Can they ever dress war up 
again like that, for youth? For my sons? 
For—Fuzzy?” 

“Tomorrow,” Michael had said. That 
suddenly made it real. And then she was 
shaken, the music stopped playing, and 
she thought of guns and wounded men. 
She got out of her bed and went to her 
brother and took hold of him, hard. 

“Don’t go!” 

But Michael had only laughed. A gay 
young man going to a great adventure— 
man’s greatest adventure. 

“Don’t go, Michael,” she had said again. 

For it had seemed to her that she knew 
even then that Michael would not come 
back. Death could not miss so shining a 
mark as Michael. 

All night she had lain awake, terrified 
of telling her mother. But it had been, in 
reality, worse than she expected. For her 
mother had seemed to crumble, to grow 
old before her eyes. No protests, as though 
she understood Michael too well to pro- 
test. But Delia never understood how, 
looking at her frozen face, Michael could 
go. Perhaps he thought she would soon 
get over it. But she never did. 

“Why don’t you name him Michael?” 
friends had asked Delia when her second 
boy came. 

“No,” said Delia, with closed eyes. 

There would never be another Michael. 

For peace. Peace where there was no 
peace. For centuries men had been talk- 
ing peace. And here was war again. 

If anything like that should happen to 
Fuzzy—if she should have to go through 
that for Fuzzy— She went quickly in the 
door and stood against it, holding it be- 
hind her, unable to move. But they 
mustn’t see her like this. Ever. 

“Tf they knew I was afraid,” she thought, 
“it would do something to them. Bind 
them. All the past is coming through on 
me, it’s coming through on women like 
me everywhere in the world. Rushing 
up at us through broken barriers—broken 
by this new fear—this screaming radio, 
these new headlines, this threat over us. 
We put barricades against it, but now 
those are being torn down, and our past 
is swamping us. The things time has 
buried deep. The things we had to forget, 
to go on being happy. For women like me 
everywhere these things are coming alive 
again.” But she mustn’t let the boys know 
she was afraid. 

Fuzzy pulled the door out of her hand 
and bounced into the still room. He said: 
“How’s for a set of ping-pong before din- 
ner, Mom? You and I can take those two.” 

Then Harp’s arm was around her, thin 
and tight. “Hey, Mom, you’re not worry- 
ing about the war, are you? Look, we're 
just talking. Nobody in this country would 
ever stand for our getting into another 
scrap over there.” 
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“And even if they did,” Dennis said, 
“let some other dopes do the fighting. I’ve 
got better sense. You don’t know what 
smart sons you’ve got.” 

Fuzzy didn’t say anything. 

“Youll do,” said Delia. 

Normal, sane, just like every other day. 
The shouts, the mad chases after the elu- 
sive ping-pong balls. And afterward the 
four of them around the dinner table, 
talking baseball, talking swing music, 
talking about Harp’s new job at the paper. 

Yes, everything sane and normal. 

But it had been normal and sane before 
Michael came and sat on her bed that 
night, before she and Roger had sat to- 
gether that other night in their first little 
house. There had been no reality then in 
the threat. Only a lurking fear. 

“Cling to that,” she thought. “Cling to 
every minute of every day. Keep busy. 
Don’t think. Don’t listen. Don’t read.” 

But she couldn’t help it. The hot breath 
of war was panting against her body. 

The Prime Minister had come home 
from his airplane journey. Tension grew 
everywhere. People gathered everywhere, 
waiting for the papers, listening to the 
radio. Little groups, talking endlessly. 
President Roosevelt sent a message. 
Troops were massing again. Mobilization 
was almost a fact. England was preparing 
for an air attack. It was impossible, but 
it was true. ; 

Delia met other wemen, other mothers. 
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You can help keep out of other 
mothers’ hearts the fear that 
tortured Delia. Write to your 
Senators and Congressman, ask- 
ing them to vote for the Peace 
Amendment, which provides 
that our boys cannot be sent 
abroad to fight unless a major- 
ity of the voters, in a referen- 
dum, approve the declaration 
of war by Congress. Do it today! 
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Sometimes they said nothing. Sometimes 
they said, too gaily, “Of course I feel ter- 
rible if they’re going to have war in Eu- 
rope, but at least we can’t get mixed up 
in it again.” Either way, she saw in their 
faces her own reflected as in a mirror. 

Now the Prime Minister was speaking, 
and once his tired voice broke. “But if I 
were convinced that any nation had made 
up its mind to dominate the world by fear 
of its force, I should feel that it must be 
resisted. Under such domination life for 
people who believe in liberty would not 
be worth living.” 

Dennis looked grave, his eyes dark and 
thoughtful. He said: “He’s got something 
there. Life for people who believe in lib- 
erty would not be worth living—say, that’s 
something he said that’s pretty fine.” 

“Tve lived through this before,” Delia 
thought. “It’s like something that’s hap- 
pened to me before.” 

“It has nothing to do with us,” she said 
sharply. 

“IT sent my husband,” she thought. “I sent 
my brother—to make the world safe for 
those who believe in liberty. Not my sons. 
Not my sons. Don’t it of me.” 

“How do you know what anybody’ll do 
if there’s a war?” Fuzzy asked. “How 
do you know but that somebody’ll sink 
the Lusitania on you or do something you 
couldn’t let ’em get away with? Nobody 
knows. When there’s a war, anybody can 
do some dumb thing, and then where are 
you?” 


Where are you! She knew now where 
Fuzzy would be. 

“You wouldn’t want us to be the kind 
of men who wouldn’t fight, no matter 
what they did to us, would you?” asked 
Dennis slowly. 

“I would,” Delia thought. But she knew 
that never would she say it. 

She left them then, and went out, walk- 
ing without knowing where she was 
going. Her eyes and her mind seemed 
blurred. 

The air she breathed was full of war. 
Whether it came now or later—that heavy 
dead conviction that was upon so many 
people she carried like a cross upon her 
own shoulders—whether it came now or 
later, it would come. 

But it couldn’t. 

“T can’t bear it,” she thought. “Not again. 
This time there won’t be any music to 
still the terror beating in my heart, nor 
any flags to blind my eyes. This time I 
shall suffer it and know each step of the 
road. Something must stop it. Somebody 
must stop it. But maybe they can’t. Except 
for a little while. It’s all there seething 
underneath. And I’m going to be caught 
again. It waited just long enough for my 
sons to grow up and follow where my 
husband and my Michael went. 

“If there is war, either way I’m caught. 
If they go—I know well the taste of mis- 
ery. If they stay—no, Roger, no, Michael, 
even knowing the cost I don’t want them 
to be the kind of men who wouldn’t fight, 
for sometimes right is greater than peace. 

“IT don’t want peace at any price. But I 
want peace...” 

Her feet stumbled, and she stood still 
a moment. 

“What shall I do? What can I do?” she 
thought, and something spoke in her heart. 

The church was open. She knew that. 
All the churches were open these days. All 
the churches of the world. We do not think 
of You very often when things go smooth- 
ly, for we are very ordinary men. Some- 
where she had read that. But it does not 
seem strange to think of You in time of 
trouble. 

“There is only one thing I can do,” Delia 
thought. 

The church was quiet. Cool and gray. 
It did not matter what manner of church 
it was. Great churches, great abbeys, 
cathedrals everywhere were filled with 
women. Little churches on quiet hillsides, 
scarred churches with white crosses out- 
side their doors—in all these places women 
prayed. 

Delia went forward slowly to join the 
world of kneeling women. 

“Only You can help us now,” she said. 
“Don’t let it happen again. Not to Dennis 
and Harp and Fuzzy. Not to any mother’s 
son. We can’t bear it again. 

“They are so little, and I am their 
mother. Doesn’t that give me a right to 
speak to you? We have forgotten You 
sometimes, because life is such a vory 
busy thing—so hard sometimes. But You 
haven’t forgotten us, have You? There 
is a way by which men can find peace. 
Help them now to find it. 

“Your Mother had to bear it all, I know. 
But that was that we might learn to love 
one another and be neighbors. I’ve known 
the agony, too, You see. I can’t bear it 
again. Give us Your heart to feel with and 
Your eyes to see with, so that my sons 
need not go to war. Roger went, and 
Michael. There were so many men who 
gave their lives, gladly, because they 
fought for peace. Don’t let that sacrifice 
have been in vain. It isn’t fair. 

“Only You can help us now, it seems. 
Oh, God, arm us from fear and take our 
sons, every mother’s sons, under Your 
wings, You who so loved us.” 

When she went outside, the sound of 
wings seemed to go with Delia. 
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Amazingly different from ordinary salt because 


WHEN IT RAINS, IT POURS 
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Always the Three of Them 


supposed to stay home with your wife.” 

The first fairway stretched over a shim- 
mering valley to the green which topped 
a companion hill. Brant whipped his club- 
head. The ball hooked, tried like a daft 
thing to climb the hill, and rolled, rejected, 
into the depths. 

“Tll talk while we walk,” Charlie said 
as they started down the hill. Those four 
legs knew how to pace together; knee for 
knee they bent accurately and straight- 
ened. “First—I’d wish every bone in my 
body broken if it would take away that 
mouse.” 

“Skip it,” Brant invited. 

“That means I’m sorry. Only God knows 
how sorry. But I was feeling 
foggy anyway, and I saw 
red when I came across you 
and Dana—” 

“Just what did you see?” 

“It took me all night to 
figure out that I didn’t see 
anything. You two on the 
veranda—that was nothing. 
I guess it started with the 
orchids you sent her.” 

“Well, she didn’t wear 
them.” 

“Damn it, I think she 
wanted to. They were the 
right orchids.” 

Brant had half-frozen 
himself in a florist’s icebox 
finding the right white or- 
chids to pin against a girl’s 
wedding dress—exactly one 
year old. Knowing all the 
time that, sentimentally 
loyal, she would wear her 
husband’s. And that good 
old Charlie didn’t know 
there were any orchids but 
lavender ones which came 
invariably in bunches of 
three. 

So there had been no girl 
to wear Brant’s flowers. 
Casually he had looked at 
the proposed guest list and 
refused, amiably, to claim 
any feminine name for him- 
self. 

“Whom’ll you bring, 
Brant?” Dana had said, 
turning to him. 

He loved her eyes; bronze 
and spangled with green. 
And clear as bell tones. 

“Myself. Why make one 
girl miserable when I can 
make them all happy? I'll come stag.” 

And he had. He had dragged through it, 
doing duty as an extra man, nourished by 
glimpses of Dana’s happy face as she pro- 
gressed from one pair of arms to another. 

From his place at the bar, among the 
shifting ovals and squares and circles that 
were the faces of the dancers, he could 
sometimes see the beautiful line of Dana’s 
shoulder, the surprising tender tower of 
neck revealed by the way she was wear- 
ing her hair these days, piled on her head 
in some new old-fashioned way. Eventu- 
ally he got into the Big Apple someone 
had organized. 

‘Come on,” he said to Dana. “This isn’t 
your style. You’re a waltzer by nature.” 

She made a little face, but they went 
outside, The veranda stretched out toward 
the moon, its tiles diminishing away to 
the balustrade in a dream pattern. 

“See,” Brant said, “there’s air out here. 
Real air.” 

They put their elbows on the balustrade 
as if it were a ship’s rail and stared out 
at the rolling grounds, made black and 
crystal by night and the moon. And that 
was all there was to it. No kiss, no touch, 
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(Continued from page 37) 
no little game of hide-and-seek of hands. 

Then, striding across the tiles, his heels 
vicious as bullet cracks against the stone, 
Charlie came out to them. 

“T’ve had enough, damn you!” he said 
to Brant. 

His face was screwed up, a little boy’s, 
afraid to cry. But his hand, as it flew out 
from his shoulder, packed something like a 
mule’s kick. For Brant there was a flash 
of color, a star-spangled banner to look 
at, and then—from the rosebushes, a view 
of the night sky. The oath Charlie flung 
after him was _half-heartbroken, half- 
astonished, and Dana said in a long voice- 
less breath, “Oh, Charlie.” Then the 
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DID YOUR MAID QUIT? OR 
DID YOU FIRE HER? 


It usually depends on who is telling the story. 
You say good maids are hard to get. Good 
maids say their living conditions are a scan- 
dal, that their mistresses are often selfish and 
stupid. You deny that? But did you ever see 
a maid’s room that was larger than a cubby- 
hole, or a maid’s bath that was built for any- 
thing bigger than a midget? You say .. . 
the maids say . . . Something is wrong with 
the maid problem. What it is, from both view- 
points, is the subject of an important article 
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veranda was buzzing suddenly with ex- 
cited voices. Brant listened to them as he 
lay stunned in the bushes; they sounded 
forever gone—maybe death was this way 
—being outside, listening in. 

But today, under the spring sun, Brant 
felt healthy, for all his fancy eye, and 
Charlie was the sick one. 

“Tl tell you what, Charlie. You need a 
massage and clean clothes more than con- 
versation. Go back to the clubhouse and 
get fixed up while I finish my round.” 

“No. I’m afraid I’'d lose the courage to 
say what I’ve got to. Driving around the 
whole God-forsaken night, I found out 
I've been hating you nearly a year.” 

“Hey! Hating me? Why?” 

“For the best reason people ever hate. 
I was afraid of you. Okay—jealous!” 

“Yeah?” Brant said, but it was half 
question, half affirmation. 

“Almost a year now, and I haven’t let 
myself ask whether you came around to 
the house as my friend or as my wife’s.” 

“Careful, guy—don’t say anything too 
crazy. 

“There’s no way to clear myself except 
to say what I’ve been feeling all year— 


that I was in second place with my wife. 
Almost since we got home from Mexico.” 

Brant had been at the airport to meet 
them when they came back from their 
honeymoon. He still remembered how 
Dana looked in that gray traveling suit 
with its fox colar ruffled like a chrysan- 
themum. She hadn’t worn flowers. Charlie 
should have brought her home in flowers 
as he had taken her away, Brant thought. 
He ran forward to them, repledged 
Charlie with a handshake, and grinned 
when Dana gave him both hands to clasp. 
In lieu of their easy old kisses, two 
friendly little barricades armed with 
Charlie’s diamonds. 

Nonetheless he had pulled 
up at a florist’s to buy Dana 
the coming-home corsage 
Charlie had forgotten. A 
green orchid with a wise and 
snobbish face. Maybe, Brant 
thought, Charlie had wanted 
to punch him for that or- 
chid, too. 

“Let’s have the rest of it,” 
Brant said. “Come on. Give.” 

“The rest of it? That you 
were always at the house. 

_That you’d*rather go out 
with us in a threesome than 
bring your own date. That 
you could leave your office 
early enough to buy Dana 

a drink any afternoon. That 

you gave her that zircon 

bracelet for Christmas.” 

“Oh, now, Charlie—’’ 
Brant said. 

“Don’t you see the spot 
that bracelet put me in? 
Men only give expensive 
jewelry to their wives or 
their sweethearts. And yet 
I couldn’t ask her to give it 
back to you because she’d 
have known then how I felt 
about her and—and my best 
friend.” 

Brant had enjoyed buy- 
ing that zircon bracelet for 
Dana’s Christmas. She had 
been ecstatic about it, an old 
gold band sparsely popu- 
lated with those strange 

. blue-green stones with the 
many-colored fire of dia- 
monds. 

It had been a triumphant 
Christmas in the living room 
of the Cape Cod cottage, 

with a fat tree and storms of tissue paper. 
Well, anyhow—pleased with a pair of 
English pipes from Charlie and the cash- 
mere sweater from Dana, Brant had 
thought it was a good Christmas. But all 
that laughing day while they three sludged 
through snow from one eggnog party to 
the next, Charlie had been filled’ with 
poison. Now Brant looked down at the 
sweater and wished to heaven he had 
worn anything else today. 

“It got so,” Charlie said, stiff and 
ashamed, “that I didn’t kiss Dana in front 
of you. Seemed to me it would be like 
eating in front of a starving man.” 

At the tee Brant crossed his arms and 
pulled out of the sweater, rolling it into 
his golfbag. : 

Charlie said: “That’s exactly what you 
don’t need to do. I mean, take off ‘the 
sweater Dana gave you.” 

“Sure,” Brant said, and in his mouth it 
was an anonymous word. 

“Listen to the end of this.” 

“It’s end enough for me. But listen, 
Charlie, there hasn’t been anything—bad 
—about it. I haven’t kissed her, made love 
to her. It’s not fair to her even to deny this 
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New Guildway Method Makes it Easy to Plan, Build 
and Finance the Home You've Always Wanted 


HOUSES were built and sold like 
automobiles, you would have certain 
standards for measuring appearance, com- 
fort, workmanship, price, relative value, 
cost of operation, and so on. 


Your interests would center on the 
features of the house as a single piece of 
merchandise ai a price—rather than on 
the materials used in its construction. 
You would know exactly what to expect 
—have a price in advance—the whole 
operation would be simple. 

Until recently, however, no easy, satisfac- 
tory method existed for the average person to 
build a home—no one place where he could go 
for complete advice and obtain, in advance, 
complete cost figures for the work as a whole 
—no building “showroom” to see and learn 
the full advantages of modern building mate- 
rials—no one headquarters where he could 


ALL THE CHARM AND BEAUTY of the 
weathered-wood shingle is re-created 
in these J-M Asbestos Siding Shingles. 
Yet, they have the permanence of stone 
—mnever require painting to preserve 
them and are weather- and Sre-proof. 


month. 





A MODERN BATHROOM art 
low cost—achieved through the 
use of panels of J-M Asbestos 
Wainscoting. Easy to clean, 
striking m appearance. Avail- 
able in many colors and three 
styles—tile design, unscored 
color panels and marbleized. 


THE EXTRA LIVING ROOM, 
basement playroom or den be- 
comes a reality through the use 
of the new J-M Insulating Board 
Panels. Meet the latest vogue for 
simple lines, modern effects. 
Easily applied in new or old 
houses. Ine expensive. Attractive 
designs permit a wide variety of 
decorative treatments. 


buy a home im a single transaction with fnanc 
ing arrangements on a monthly basis. 


Today, hundreds of such one-stop “show- 
rooms” exist throughout the country. As mem- 
bers of the National Housing Guild, with 
headq quarters at your local JM Dealer, these 
local organizations, representing the leading 
architects, suppliers, realestate men, lending 
agencies and contractors, are prepared to help 
you pla id and day the house you want— 

betier house for less. In addition, they can 
now ~ supply you with complete plans and specr- 
fications for many attractive new —7 y 
‘Houses acteast by foremost national and loc 
architects, aid you in obtaining financing and 
in the selection of materials. 
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Naturally, you have ideas of your own about 
the house you want to build. But how many 
actual facts have you to work with? 

Do you know the different architectural 
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AS LITTLE AS $37.71" PER MONTH FOR THIS CHARMING CAPE 
You can build this Cape Codder by Royal 
Barry Wills, nationally “known architect, for as little as $37.71* per 
Down payment approximately $400*, 25 years to pay. This is 
typical of the many cached Guildsay Homes by famous American 
architects, each demonstrating how the National Housing Guild enables 
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To every woman who 


has ever talked about a trip 


around the world 


A 26,000 mile world cruise on an 
American President Liner now 
can be made in 104 days—and 
for $970 First Class! 


* 


Imagine the pattern of sunny days on a famed, 
informal President Linet’s friendly decks, sail- 
ing through the seven seas! 

Through the Caribbean to Havana and the 
Panama Canal; to incredible Los Angeles. Out 
of San Francisco’s Golden Gate, across the 
Pacific to Hawaii, Japan, China and the fasct 
nating Philippines. Down the China Sea to 
Singapore. And from Penang, across the Sea of 
Bengal to Colombo, on the Island of Ceylon. 

To India’s Bombay. Through the Red Sea 
to Suez, Port Said and Alexandria. Into the 
Mediterranean, to Naples, Genoa, Marseilles. 

And finally, home across the south Atlantic 

. to New York. 

Thus do the big, smooth-riding President 
Liners circumnavigate the globe...stopping 
at twenty-one storied ports in fourteen differ- 
ent, thrilling countries—showing you the 
world for $970 First Class! 


Plan a 104 day cruise—or add weeks 
as you please. Stopover anywhere 


A President Liner world cruise may begin in 
any month you choose, and from New York 
or California. 

The complete 26,000 mile trip may be made 
in no more than 104 days (85 days if you cross 
America by train), 

Or you may planit totake the two full years 
that President Liner tickets allow... stopover 
anywhere, visit ashore or make sidetrips, con- 
tinue on the next or another of these regu- 
larly-scheduled, almost identical ships. 





Every President Liner has every stateroom 
outside, high amidship. Each has ample public 
rooms, and big play decks and an outdoor 
swimming pool. And each serves the same 
fine American food—to which are added the 
luxuries of every foreign port of call. 

But get a// the details! 


Go-as-you-please also to California, 
Hawaii, or the Orient 


Your nearest Travel Agent will be glad to tell 
you not only all about the celebrated Presi- 
dent Liner world cruises, but also about other, 
shorter trips these same ships offer: 

Round America—to New York by train, thence 
by sea to California, and home again by rail—for 
as little as $304 First Class, rail fare included, 

From New York to Honolulu, via the Panama 
Canal, Los Angeles and San Francisco—for only 
$315 First Class. 

To the Orient, via Hawaii and the Sunshine 
Route—to Japan, China, the Philippines and return. 

Start where you choose, stopover anywhere 
—continue on another President Liner! 

See your Travel Agent at once. Or get de- 
tails from us at 604 Fifth Avenue, New York; 
110 So. Dearborn Street, Chicago; 514 West 
Sixth Street, Los Angeles; or 311 California 
Street, San Francisco. Offices also in other prin- 
cipal cities. 


AMERICAN 
PRESIDENT LINES 


Formerly Dollar Steamship Lines 


ROUND WORLD SERVICES 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


stuff, but since you brought it up—!” 
Then, shaken, he settled over his ball 
with a five iron. 

“Wait a minute,” Charlie said. “I know 
that now. That’s why I had to make it 
straight with you as we’ve always been 
straight.” 

“It’s okay, and skip it.” 

“But I mean, the three of us—Dana, you, 
and I are the same as before.” 

“No. And you know it.” 

“But I told you I found out last night 
I was wrong.” 

“Yeah. But you were right! Dana 
doesn’t know it, but I am in love with 
her!” 

He made his first really bad shot of the 
day. Brant looked after it, but he didn’t 
move. Right now he was having trou- 
ble moving his lips. Watching Charlie’s 
muscles climb under the black broad- 
cloth. 

“Wait a minute! Spare me the other 
eye. If this is the day to clean the rec- 
ords, let’s go some place and finish the 
job ” 


“Yes,” Charlie said slowly, “I think 
I’m glad I started this—even with a black 
eye.” 

They left the ball, the hole, and the 
course. They cut back around the lake 
to number nine, which was within cheer- 
ing distance of the clubhouse veranda. 
Brant saw that the rosebushes under the 
balustrade had been broken by his weight. 
He looked away quickly, not wanting 
Charlie to notice that if those bushes 
hadn’t been there, the drop would have 
been sheer enough to shiver a leghbone, to 
snap a neck. 

“We'll take my car,” Brant said. 

Brant had got that car, a custom job in 
green, upholstered in maroon leather, 
three years ago, just about the time they 
met Dana. 

Maybe the car reminded Charlie of 
Dana, too, for he said stiffly, “You’d better 
start talking.” 

“I was just thinking,” Brant said, “of 
that cockeyed night we met Dana.” 


fhe had just left the Hotel Athlone. 
The doorman held the brand-new car 
under the marquee, respectfully, as if it 
were a team of spirited horses. Brant and 
Charlie got in with the nonchalance be- 
fitting the owner and the owner’s best: 
friend. 

Then, as Brant had swung around the 
corner from the hotel, they saw a long 
skirt topped with a silver-fox coat defi- 
nitely engaged in picking the doorlock 
on the starboard side of a parked sedan. 
The big car howled its protest at halting, 
and reluctantly ground back a few feet. 

Brant said sternly, “What are you do- 
ing?” 

She was very businesslike. “I promised 
my mother I’d be home by one o’clock, 
and Sonny Whitebourne won’t go. He’s my 
date, and this is his car, and it’s locked.” 

Her face as she lifted it was unfamiliar 
except that a pretty girl always looks like 
someone you wish you’d met before. 

Brant laughed, “Figuring on stealing 
Sonny’s car?” 

“Well, I have to get home somehow. My 
mother can’t sleep till I do, so I promised. 
If I stop stealing Sonny’s car, will you take 
me home?” 

Charlie said: “Well, I’ll be darned. Do 
they still make the kind who keep prom- 
ises?” 

And Brant said thoughtfully, “Who are 
you?” Looking out at her as she stood 
slim and expectant in the street. 

“I was at the Rudolphs’ party, too, not 
that I’d expect you to remember me. I’m 
Dana Smith, and you’ve both known me 
for ages.” She finished modestly: “But I 
don’t look like myself any more. I’ve 
just grown up.” 


They never succeeded in remembering 
Dana Smith the child. She was just one 
of those homely kids who remain invis- 
ible until suddenly a nineteenth birthday 
and a silver-fox coat make blind’ men 
see. 

Well, she had amused them. And real- 
izing that Sonny Whitebourne was a 
chronic late stayer, they had captured 
Dana in the front seat between them and 
taken her safely home to her sleepless 
mother. 

Brant thought now, coaxing the car 
down a muddy country road, that maybe 
he had fallen in love with Dana at that 
moment three years ago. 

Well, it was a cinch he hadn’t known 
then that he was crazy about her. He and 
Charlie liked and adopted her. They both 
felt her social career would get off to a 
better start under their auspices than 
anybody else’s. In return, she was as dec- 
orative to them as a flower to a button- 
hole. They took her everywhere and 
showed her off as if they had invented her. 

Always the three of them. Just three. 
They felt, somehow, that there was more 
prestige in two men and one girl than in 
an even number; and besides they were 
thus always free to play lone wolf at 
dances. One or the other of them could 
stalk off and try out a number who looked 
interesting. 

The deserter invariably came back to 
Dana, wagging his tails behind him. It was 
always a slight shock to Brant or Charlie, 
whichever it happened to be, to find that 
he hadn’t been missed, that Dana had 
been perfectly satisfied with the other. 

“Park the car,” Charlie said now, bit- 
terly. “You haven’t said a word since we 
left the club. You're stalling for time.” 

It was hard to explain that all this had 
ripped so many memories open for him. 
He huddled the big car off the road, close 
to a farm fence. 

“It’s not funny,” Brant said, “that you 
didn’t know I was in love with Dana. 
You still don’t know that I had intended 
to propose to her that New Year’s Eve.” 

The sun rested behind clouds. Charlie 
was even paler in the dulled light. 

“You picked the wrong night,” he said. 
And there was a kind of harsh sympathy 
in his voice. 

By the time New Year’s Eve arrived 
they had established an inescapable prece- 
dent of threesomes. Neither of them had 
ever asked to see Dana alone, and the 
town took it for granted that she would 
always have a six-foot man at either 
shoulder. 

For Brant there had begun to be a nag- 
ging restlessness in it which he scarcely 
recognized until, one night, he dreamed 
about Dana. He dreamed that he had 
kissed her—not one of those thank-you- 
for-a-lovely-evening affairs—but deeply, 
possessively, to put the tag “sold” on her. 


Wren he awoke that morning, the 
thirty-first of December, he felt he 
had known all along that he was madly in 
love with Dana and that it was pretty tact- 
less of Charlie not to have seen it and 
dropped out of the threesome. 

He telephoned Dana immediately. “I’ve 
got to see you. I had a dream.” 

Sympathetically she said: “Don’t worry. 
There’s nothing to dreams.” 

“When can I come over?” 

“You can’t, I’m afraid. I’m going to have 
my hair done, get a fitting for tonight.” 

Tonight! Yeah, just as his life was be- 
ginning, the year had to end. They had 
planned its exit for months. Guy Moffet 
was opening his mountain house for a 
small party; they had arranged for a train 
to drag them up the narrow-gauge track 
through the silent midwinter snows to 
watch the year’s first sun come over the 
mountains. 
















“Sun and Wind Don’t Roughen My Skin! I’ve always 
used Pond’s Vanishing Cream to keep my skin soft for 
powder. One application helps smooth away little 
roughnesses.” 
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NOW YOUR POWDER BASE 


PROVIDES EXTRA 


SKIN-VITAMIN™ 
Too!* 


OW when you smooth your 

skin for powder with Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream, you give it extra 
skin care. Now Pond’s contains 
Vitamin A, the “skin-vitamin” 
necessary to skin health. Skin that 
lacks this vitamin becomes rough 
and dry. But when “skin-vitamin” 
is restored, it helps make skin soft 
again. 

Use Pond’s Vanishing Cream be- 
fore powder and for overnight to 
provide extra “skin-vitamin” for 
your skin. Same jars. Same labels. 
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“Now this ‘skin-vitamin’ is a thrilling 
new reason for smoothing my skin 


Same prices. with Pond’s." 
* Statements concerning the effects of the ‘‘skin-vitamin” applied to the skin are based upon 
medical literature and tests on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method. 
Tune in on “THOSE WE LOVE,” Pond’s Program, Mondays, 8:30 P.M., N.Y. Time, N.B.C. 
Copyright, 1989, Pond's Extract Company 
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(ILL SAY SO— WE'LL 
LOOK SWELL AT 
THE BRIDGE PARTY 


HA! HA! WE FOOLED 
THOSE WOMEN! WE 
LOOK SO NICE THEY SAID- 

“OH, MRS.COLLINS—BUT YOU 
“| MUST HAVE A main!" 











These are the lovely hands 

of Mrs. William Collins, 
married 17 years. Lux has 
kept her hands as nice 





















Beauty Experts say: 


“We can’t tell the dif- 
ference between the 
hands of women who 
use Lux for dishes 

and those who have 
maids, Lux leaves 
hands so lovely.” 





LUX FOR LOVELY 
HANDS ! A LITTLE 


Buy the GOES SO FAR- 
BIG> IT'S THRIFTY 


144 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


“Damn,” he thought. “I can’t ditch 
Charlie tonight. It wouldn’t be fair.” 

They’d just have to make this the last 
night of the threesome, and sometime up 
there in the hills he’d be alone with Dana 
long enough to ask her, humbly, if she 
would take the leap with him. Be pretty 
fitting with all that green and white scen- 
ery around—to kiss her first as he had 
dreamed last night. His heart swelled to 
suffocation. 

“Till later,” he had finally said, and then 
after she hung up, “Darling!” 

He realized now that Charlie was trying 
to rouse him by honking the horn. 

“God!” Charlie said. “It’s just sunk in. 
So you were going to propose on New 
Year’s Eve. That accounts for my having 
been jealous of you all year.” 

“But you didn’t know it till now.” 

“No. But after all, it was accidental, 
my being alone with Dana long enough to 
ask her. And I guess I’ve always had the 
feeling she’d have said yes to whichever 
of us got there first.” 

“Yeah,” Brant said absently. Then he 
snapped to attention, back to the baby- 
sweet smell of spring, back to Charlie’s 
tired, all-night face. She’d have said yes to 
whichever of us got there first. “If that’s 
true, Charlie, does it make a difference?” 

“T think so,” Charlie said slowly. “I’m 
not exactly sure what kind of difference.” 

She'd have said yes. Brant’s mind stag- 
gered at the implication. Then if he hadn’t 
missed that special train... 

Well, but he had. There he’d been at 
the station, his bag packed, to find him- 
self battling a ticket seller who said that 
the train for Canon Junction had gone. 

So he had had to take the very late 
train. To keep his spirits up he had 
touched, at regular intervals, the ring in 
his pocket: a pear-shaped diamond, like 
a pinched-off piece of star. 

When finally he had got to Moffet’s 
lodge, it was nearly two in the morning, 
and the gang was at a supper table set in 
front of the roaring red mouth of the stone 
fireplace. The firelight lay liquid as wine 
over Dana’s soft brown hair—last year she 
had worn it full and loose on her shoul- 
ders. The firelight outlined Guy’s laugh 
and stroked Margaret Hempstead’s bare 
shoulders, firing her sequin bodice. 


i kas ALL looked wonderfully warm and 
comforting to Brant, who had had to 
heft his suitcase a two or three miles’ steep 
walk through the plushy snow. At Dana’s 
quick smile he was suddenly drunk with 
happiness. : 

The rough bark-lined room was two 
stories high, circled with a balcony and 
casually earpeted with Navaho rugs. 
Across it, stomping the snow off his shoes, . 
he called: “Sorry I’m late. Happy New 
Year!” But it was to Dana he walked. 

She gave him a warm little hand, the 
left. And then he saw that Charlie held 
her right hand and that the firelight drew 
a bright bar along his coat sleeve which 
rested protectively across the back of her 
chair. 

“Tll say you’re late,” Margaret said 
softly, raising a champagne glass which 
sparkled like pink tourmaline in the light. 
“You missed the surprise. Come on, here’s 
a drink. To Dana and Charlie!” 

Ale took the glass, but his eyes still lived 
on Dana’s face. 

She said, “We’re engaged.” 

He could no longer remember how he 
had yanked himself together, but there 
was Charlie’s hand to shake and Dana’s 
lips to touch lightly with his own. Then 
he let them all escape to dance to radio 
music while he, hungry as a bear after 
his long cold walk, filled his plate and 
glass. Suddenly he laughed, for he had 
remembered the ring in his pocket. 

He reached into the ruffled pile of paper 


crackers on the supper table, and pulled 
a couple of exploding tapes. Then, rough- 
ly, he stopped Dana. 

“You haven’t a ring,” he said, present- 
ing the pear-shaped diamond which drew 
all the fire colors into its blazing core. 
“Wear this—tonight.” 

“I found it in a cracker,” Brant tempted 
Dana as she still hesitated, indicating the 
gay cylinders of crepe paper. “It’s a toy.” 

Charlie took it, put it on Dana’s finger, 
-blessing her with his lips. 

But she disengaged herself from Char- 
lie, and like a proper child presenting a 
class token to the teacher, she stepped for- 
ward. “I'd better wait for Charlie’s—now,” 
she said, her gentle brown eyes glowing. 
And gave back the ring. 


WE that was all there was to re- 

member. Almost all. Just the night he 
had spent watching the fire dim and the 
morning break in coral streaks across the 
snow. And the promise he had made that 
day to himself: that if the best he could 
have was friendship, he was going to de- 
serve it. And that for his own limping 
pride and the happiness of Dana and 
Charlie he would never tell of that still- 
born love. The promises he had now 
es The starter growled under his 
oot. 

“Wait a minute,’ Charlie said. “What 
happens now?” 

“Now,” Brant said fiercely, “we forget 
it, Charlie. I need a trip to South Amer- 
ica. When I come back, Ill stay out of 
your way.” 

Charlie said: “It has to be worked out 
my way. I can’t go back and live with 
Dana wondering all my life if maybe 
she’d have married you if you’d stepped 
in ahead of me.” 

“Stop driving yourself crazy, Charlie. 
You won.” 

“I won. On a fluke. That’s not good 
enough. We're going to find out what she 
would have done if she'd known that 
you wanted her, too.” 

“I won't play,” Brant said grimly. 

“Then I'll tell her myself that you’re 
in love with her.” 

“Like hell you will. That’s my affair.” 
He lashed the car down the road. 

“When it’s my wife and my best friend, 
it’s our affair. You can’t deny it.” He 
shouted, “And slow down before you 
bust an axle.” 

Brant brought the car down from 
High C, plastered with mud and throb- 
bing. “I think you’re crazy to meddle with 
your life,” he told Charlie honestly. “I 
wouldn’t do it. But if that’s what you 
want, I'll fall in line. What do I do?” 

“Turn the car around, then. It can’t be 
too soon for a showdown.” 

“A showdown is easier to say than to 
get.” 
“But look. It’s got to be that. If you 

find she wouldn’t have married you, you'll 

be cured, free to fall in love with some- 

one else. Otherwise—I guess Ill clear 

out.” 

Brant’s gaze tapered far down the high- 
way. “Dana’s the one who really takes 
the rap. She hasn’t got a chance.” 

“The only chance she’s really had to 
make a free choice. She ought to have | 
known all along that you love her.” 

Brant remembered his stifled dreams. 
“All right,” he said. “It’s your game.” 

Charlie swung around on the leather 
seat. “Brant, 'm sure of everything but 
how we'll feel about each other after it’s | 
over. I'll shake hands with you now, guy. | 
Maybe later I won’t want to.” 

“It’s been good, knowing you,” Brant 
said slowly, and hit the accelerator. 

All the way into town they went: | 
through the Sunday quiet of the ware- : 
house section, up the hill, out to the new | 
development where the Cape Cod cottage | 
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CHECK YOURSELF 


for these common signs of 


ACID INDIGESTION 


Oo Heartburn 
Pt Nausea 

[J Ne Appetite 
Oo Tired Feelin 





Co “tegsiness” 


g in Morning 


oO Sour stomach 










a Acid Headache 


Oo “Gas” ae 





If You Have Any of These Symptoms — and Suspect Acid 
Indigestion as the Cause —lose no time in “Alkalizing” 
the Quick, Easy “Phillips’” Way. If the Trouble Persists 
—GO TO YOUR DOCTOR TO FIND THE CAUSE 


DON’T BE ALARMED if you get a 
low “score” on the above symptoms 
—and suspect over-acidity as the 
cause. For now there is a way to re- 
lieve “acid indigestion”— with almost 
incredible speed—a way that is simple 
to do—and costs but a few pennies. 

What you do is take 2 teaspoonfuls 
of Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 30 min- 
utes after meals. OR—take 2 Phillips’ 
Milk of Magnesia Tablets, the exact 
equivalent. 


PHILLIPS’ 


ae 
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> 


MILK OF 
MAGNESIA 


Results are amazing. Often you get 
relief in a few minutes. Nausea and 
upset distress disappear. It produces 
no gas to embarrass you and offend 
others. 

Try it— you'll be glad you did. Get 
a bottle of liquid Phillips’ Milk of 
Magnesia for home use and a box of 
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Tablets to 
carry with you. But—see that any box 
or bottle you accept is clearly marked 


“Phillips’” Milk of Magnesia. 
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The well-tailored vest, cuff panties and 
belted nightgown above are indicative of 
the styling and serviceability to be had at 
thrifty prices in lovely underthings fashioned 
of Chardonize rayon—in styles designed to 
fit almost any need and in fabrics of many 
different types. Exquisitely soft, perma- 
nently dull-lustered, they’re lovely beyond 
words, And they stay fresh and new look- 
ing. At department stores and specialty 
shops everywhere. 


4 PARK AVENUE - NEW YORK 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 











stood. And not one word was spoken. 

They turned at the last corner. Brant 
threw the car into neutral, coasting softly. 

“Here we are. And here’s luck.” 

There was another car in front of the 
crisp little white house, a dark blue 
coupé discreetly lettered in gold. A police 
car. A policeman was on the front porch, 
drinking a cup of coffee. Below him, on 
the step, sat Dana. 

She turned sharply as the car door 
slapped, and for a second it seemed she 
would run down the flagged walk, arms 
open. But then she stood, smiling, waiting 
for them. 

“Oh, the two of you,” she said. “I wish 
I had a camera.” 

They remembered their garnishings, 
Brant’s eye, Charlie’s discouraged eve- 
ning clothes. 

“Dana,” Charlie said, “we want to talk 
to you.” 

“Guess I can go now,” the policeman 
said. “Thanks for the coffee, Mrs. Allis- 
ter.” : 

She explained: “I worried about Char- 
lie all night, so I called the police. Officer 
Kearney asked me lots of questions and 
went looking for you, but meantime Mar- 
garet phoned from the club. She saw you 
both together, she said, so I stopped 
worrying. When the officer came back, I 
just made him drink a cup of coffee for 
his trouble.” 

Charlie said: “Dana, come into the 
house. Brant and I want to talk to you.” 

“I will,” she said reasonably, “but I 
want to pick some flowers. And first of 
all, don’t you think you need a bath?” 

“Listen,” he said impatiently, “why do 
you think I punched Brant last night?” 

She turned on them her beautiful clear 
eyes. “It was all a mistake,” she said, “and 
Brant and I forgive you. Don’t we, Brant?” 

“Yes,” he said honestly. 

“There now, you see?” Affectionately 
she patted them each, her hands flopping 
in garden gloves. “Now will you take your 
bath?” 

“Dana,” Charlie said sternly, “I’m not 
asking you, I’m telling you, to come into 
the house.” 

“Oh, all right,” she said resignedly. 

ae into the living room,” Charlie 
said. 

“But, darling, I have to make the salad 
dressing.” 







i PHEY had to wait for that; she was 
adamant. And then they got her as far 
as the dining room, where she insisted 
upon setting an extra place for Brant. 
Brant thought, “I’d never noticed that 
Dana was so domestic.” 

And Charlie said bitterly, “You remind 
me of a waltzing white rat.” 

“Yes,” she said, smiling. “So busy I 
haven’t had time to change my dress for 
dinner. Will you boys be sure to remem- 
ber what you wanted to tell me?” 

She almost made it across the hall to 
her bedroom, but Charlie said to Brant, 

“Come on!” ; 

She wasn’t much of a load for two men 
to carry. They settled her on the love seat. 
be sat at her feet, Charlie stood behind 

er. 

“It must be important,” she said, won- 
dering and subdued. 

“Yes,” Charlie said. “Go on, Brant.” 

Everything in him cried out to be alone 
with her. He looked up at her in an agony 
of speechlessness and thought that he had 
neve felt eyes so kind as Dana’s on his 

ace. 

Charlie’s eyes were on him, too, deeply 
fearful. Now that the time had come, Brant 
saw his hand tremble on Dana’s shoul- 
der. 

“Or maybe it’s not’ so 
Charlie,” he said huskily. 
“Go ahead,” Charlie told him, and his 


important, 


hand steadied. “It’s got to be some time.” 

“Well—” desperately he raked through 
the ‘past, through all the bright pattern 
looking for a thread to spin. “Dana, what 
I have to tell you should have been told 
a long time ago. New Year’s Eve last year. 
Do you remember, I got up to Moffet’s 
very late? Nearly one?” 

“Nearly two, it was,” she said reflec- 
tively. 

“Sh— let him talk, dear,” Charlie said. 

“Yes, I will. But I know it was nearly 
two when he got there. I was sorry I had 
to plan it that way because I didn’t want 
him to miss all the fun.” 

“You didn’t plan it,’ Brant said. “I 
missed the train accidentally.” 

“Accidentally? Oh, no, Brant. I made 
you miss it. I played you such a filthy 
trick, but I had to be alone with Charlie 
somehow.” She laughed up at her hus- 
band. “I’m not sure I want you to know 
how I schemed to get you.” 

“Tell me. Dana, talk!” 

“Maybe I should wait till Brant tells his 
story.” 

“No,” Charlie said. “There’s never been 
a story as important as yours.” 

“Well—” she held Brant with sober eyes 
—‘Tve always wanted you to know. You 
see, after I got over being so proud of hav- 
ing the two best men in town for myself, 
I began to think I’d go crazy if I couldn’t 
pry you two apart long enough to get a 
proposal from Charlie. So I did pry you 
apart. New Year’s Eve.” 

“I don’t understand,” Charlie said in- 
tently. 

“You remember, Brant,” she said. “You 
called me in the morning, about some 
dream, and I told you the traintime.” 


HE HAD forgotten, but he remembered 
now. She had had charge of affairs, 
of getting people together, arranging for 
the special train. 

“Yes,” he said. 

“Remember, you boys left everything 
to me. Even the catering and picking out 
the party favors. We had those paper 
crackers. I even chose the toys to put in 
them.” 

He couldn’t meet the long, intense gaze 
she gave him. For the first time he real- 
ized that she had always known there was 
no toy diamond among the party gags. 

She spared him by going on tenderly: 
“Well, when you asked me the traintime, 
Brant, I told you nine o’clock, and I knew 
very well we were leaving at five. See! I 
took advantage of nine and five sounding 
alike—you know how phone operators al- 
Ways Say ni-un and fi-uv to make it clear. 
Because if you blamed me for telling you 
the wrong time, I could just say you mis- 
understood me.” 

“Wait a minute,” Charlie said alertly. 
“Let me get this.” 

Tears might have enameled her eyes, 
they shone so. She put a hand on Charlie. 
“It was mean of me, wasn’t it? I wanted 
Brant to miss that train so I could have 
that long quiet ride with Charlie alone. 
It worked.” 

Brant watched Charlie kiss her. And 
then, remembering Charlie’s remark about 
“eating in front of a starving man,” he 
looked away. 

Dana, half-smothered, said: “That was 
the only time I ever, ever tried to come 
between you as friends. I’m proud of your 
friendship. Now what was it you wanted 
to tell me, Brant?” 

“Not any more,” he said dully. “It’s not 
important. But something else—I’ll be 
leaving soon for South America.” 

Charlie shone like the new sun outside. 
“Nuts to South America,” he said. “Dana 
darling, I'll take that bath you spoke of. 
And be sure dinner is ready. We’re cele- 
brating.” 

Brant thought: “Charlie will never be 


Beauty begins at 5pm. with a 
Woodbury Facial Cocktail 





This lovely and glamorous New York debutante has 
a complexion as smooth and translucent as ala- 
baster. She cherishes it with Woodbury Facial Soap. 
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Do as debutantes do! With a Woodbury 
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complexion for compliments tonight! 
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Every afternoon they take a beauty 
cocktail with Woodbury to revive their 
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soap helps enliven the skin’s vitality. 


jealous again. Now he knows it was he 
she wanted; only he, and that she was 
willing to struggle to get him. His prob- 
lems are over. Me? I get nothing from 
this but a black eye, and yet—in a funny 
kind of way, my troubles are over, too.” 

Alone with Dana, he looked at her high- 
held little brown head and thought with 
rebellion, “I wish she had a window in it 
so I could see what goes on there.” 

“!’'m not staying,” he said. He started 
for the door. “If I can only hang onto my- 
self,” he thought. “Keep my mouth shut 
and get out of here.” 

“Oh, Brant! Please stay. Charlie will be 
so disappointed.” 

Then his bewilderment, anger, and 
pain washed over him. He had to know. 
“Dana,” he throttled his voice, “you know 
I didn’t misunderstand that traintime. I 
was late because I stopped to—buy some- 
thing very important. I got to the station 
at five-three. I knew I was late because 
you had said five. Five! Five! Five! I asked 
you three times, and you said five!” 

He waited while very carefully, head 
averted, she touched the face of a pansy. 

“What's the answer?” 

And then, after all, looking at her 
troubled young face, he said the answer 
for her. “South America.” 

For if he had been too late coming—he 
could not be too soon going! 



















Eat Wisely for Your Baby’s 
Sake 


(Continued from page 76) 


must advise her how to obtain these in 
some other form.) 

2. Vegetables, especially the yellow and 
the green leafy ones, such as spinach, 
kohl-rabi, broccoli, kale, lettuce, etc. She 
should have at least two large helpings a 
day of these, raw or cooked. 

3. Fruits, especially the citrus ones such 
as oranges, grapefruit; also pineapple, ap- 
ples, peaches, prunes, apricots, figs, dates, 
and raisins. Eat fruits, raw or cooked, at 
hee! I can go faster than you can least twice daily. Tomato juice may be 

substituted for orange juice. 
; ? 4. Eggs (the yolk is the valuable part); 
No, Jimmy. Your telephone is one of the fastest |liver—calf, chicken, pig, or beef. One 
: ; whole egg or the yolk once a day and 

things in all the world. liver twice a week is advised. 
5. Foods made from grains, such as 
breads, cereals, potatoes, rice, macaroni, 
Well, I can go more places then etc. Choose in moderation from this group, 
as are ) alt ab starchy foods and 
3 } 3 tend to add weight. 

’Fraid not, Jim. You see, the telephone goes to the 6. Todinetonntsin ite foods, salt-water 


grocer and the doctor and Daddy’s office downtown; a eenied sata eee 


it goes to Mummie’s friends wherever they live; it |°f these agrees with you and eat it three 
s f ’ times a week. i 
goes to Grandma’s in another state; it goes to mil- 7. The rule for the proteins, such as beef, 
ip : % lamb, and fowl, is to take a moderate helv- 
ions of different places all over this country, and ing once a day unless advised otherwise 
acer . é . y your doctor. If you must not eat these 
then to millions more in other countries. foods, ahake up yamaprotesmemine wen 
with milk, cottage cheese, lentils, peas; 
H beans, and nuts if they agree with you. 
-m-m-m-m. You must cost Although there are individual varia- 


tions, the usual rule is to eat salt sparingly; 

an awf ul lot of money drink six to eight glasses of water daily; 

oe a and a tt a cup of each 
peas 5 deed a day, and omit aleoholic beverages. 

No. Telephone service is really cheap. Of all the Soe desta: “will poobublyisiteimeeceees 

things your Daddy and Mummie buy, few give so_ | liver oil or a vitamin concentrate for you 

: to take during the latter half of your preg- 

much for so little as their telephone. nancy. Take no drugs, either as cathartics 

or tonics, unless advised by the physician. 


. rs “2 +p H i mple day’s menu. It may 
¥ e cordially inv vis oll System ex a , “eee : 
ou are cordially invited to visit the Bell System exhibit at varied to ‘iit tie dadividunlastpats d 


the Golden Gate International Exposition, San Francisco. needs. 


BreakFast: A choice of such fruits as 
prunes, cooked without sugar, stewed 
apricots, baked apple, orange, grapefruit, 
or pineapple juice. 

A cereal. Whole-grain or vitamin-forti- 


BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM 
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fied cereals are particularly good sources 
of vitamin B. Once or twice a week eggs 
and,bacon may replace the cereal. 

Bread, toast, or rolls and butter. 

Tea or coffee (1 cup). You may drink 
one glass of .milk or buttermilk with 
breakfast or take it in the middle of the 
morning. 

LuncHEon: Vegetable or milk soup. 
Cottage or cream cheese, or mushrooms. 
Cooked vegetables, especially those which 
grow above the ground. A large salad of 
raw vegetables. Bread and butter. Fruit. 

Dinner: Soup or fruit cup. A moderate 
helping of lean beef, lamb, chicken, liver, 
fish, or other sea food, eggs or cheese. A 
large helping of two green vegetables. 
A baked potato, macaroni, or rice. One 
pat of butter. Salad if desired. For des- 
sert, custard, sherbets, fruit whip, gelatin 
dishes, and occasionally ice cream. 

AT BEDTIME: one glass of milk or fruit. 

If you tend to gain in weight on this 
diet, you may wisely make certain 
changes. You may: 

1. Skim all milk, but drink two to three 
glasses daily. Omit cream and creamed 
dishes and gravies. 

2. Serve bread at one meal only. 

3. Do not use butter or other fats in 
cooking or in your vegetables. 

4. Limit the butter allowance to one pat 
at two meals daily. 

5. Cut the fat from meats, and avoid 
pork, bacon, and all fried foods. 

6. Limit your sugar to one lump or one 
teaspoonful daily. 

7. For dessert use fruits lightly sweet- 
ened, cooked or raw. 

8. Omit candies, pastries, pie, cake, and 
cookies. 

9. Learn to take your salads with a scant 
serving of dressing if the dressing is made 
with a food oil. If the dressing is made with 
mineral oil, there need be no restriction, 
unless it proves too laxative. 

10. Eat small helpings. If hungry, drink 
skimmed milk between meals. 

If you have always been thin, I advise 
you to pay no attention to these ten points. 
Eat as much as you need of the wholesome 
foods mentioned. At bedtime add, if you 
wish, a fourth meal of either fruit, milk, or 
perhaps a cereal with thin cream. Rest 
after eating. 

Where you are medium, over-, or under- 
weight, take no chances with indigestible 
foods or rich dishes, and avoid anything 
which you know from experience dis- 
agrees with you. The main points during 
pregnancy and the nursing period are to 
eat wholesome everyday food, simply pre- 
pared, disregard caprices of appetite, and 
adhere to a health regimen of rest, exer- 
cise, recreation, and sleep. 

If you do these things, the chances are 
that you will have a fine, healthy baby, 
and you can keep him so. 


| 





BABY'S FIRST YEAR 


Is his most important. Dr. Kenyon's second 
series of eight letters will help you and 
him through this period. For fifty cents in 
stamps Series II will be sent complete, in- 
cluding a pattern for a cap to keep flar- 
ing ears flat while the cartilage is soft. Or 
send ten cents in stamps for the earcap 
pattern only. PRINT your name and ad- 
dress plainly, enclose your stamps; address 
Health and Happiness Club, Good House- 
keeping, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 


FOR ADOLESCENTS 


Dr. Kenyon's letter answering all the 
questions which arise as a girl grows to 
womanhood. For your copy send !0c and a 
stamped, addressed envelope to The Health | 
and Happiness Club, Good Housekeeping, | 
57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C.; ask for the 
"Letter to the Mothers of Adolescent Girls" 

















Do your chores CHEERFULLY. .. let 
this revitalizing drink help you! 





Every woman would /ike to enjoy doing 
housework. But, how can you when clean- 
ing, dusting, caring for a family tire you, 
sap your energy? How? Thousands of 
women are finding the answer...a way to 
get easily through the daily grind of house- 
work... by drinking COCOMALT! 


Energize This Delicious Way! 


COCOMALT is an energizing food drink. 
Mixed with milk, every glassful gives you, 


as a housewife, the equivalent of 1 hour and 
30 minutes of energy for getting through 
the day. You'll find a glass at breakfast, 
another for lunch, helps lighten the daily 
round of household duties. 

COCOMALT is low in fat, high in energy. 
Grocery and drug stores everywhere carry 
it. Have this refreshing food drink in your 
home... for all the family! It’s delicious to 
drink, and it’s especially good for those 
growing youngsters of yours! 


dec ary glass of COCOMALT with milk 


gives you Lez howre of ENERGY* 


for housework! 
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* The measurements of energy used in this advertisement have been 
energy value of Cocomalt to the energy expenditures of various occupations as 


Foundations of Nutrition” by Dr. Mary Swartz Rose, authoritative textbook in 


February 


estimated by applying the 
“The 


covered in 


this field. 
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COUNTING 





AND COUNTING 


By DR. WALTER H. EDDY 


Director of Good Housekeeping 
Bureau 


A 






don’t let that imposing table of 

figures frighten you off! It’s a 
table to end all tables; until we 
think up a better one, at any rate. 

Look at it again. Is it just another 
one of those food-analysis charts 
that dietitians like to play with? Not 
at all. It’s a tool as indispensable to 
building adequate meals as your 
raeasuring cup is to preparing them. 
Let me explain why we are print- 
ing it. 

What foods to serve and how to 
keep the costs down is the major 
problem of all women who have 
families to care for and budgets to 
balance. They know that besides 
stoking the body fires, the right 
choice of food keeps the doctor 
away. 

But when you must cope with a 
formidable array of vitamins, keep 
a careful count of pennies, and pro- 
duce meals the family will enjoy— 
well, it’s quite some job. So Good 
Housekeeping Institute and Bureau 
put their heads and talents together 


Wee a minute, wait a minute— 


* 


If you strike snags in your job 


of feeding the family ade- , 


quately at low cost, write to 
Good Housekeeping Bureau. 
We want to help you. You can 
get data on vitamin values by 
sending for the bulletin “Plan- 
ning Meals Rich in Vitamins,” 
10¢. Address Good Housekeep- 
ing Bulletin Service, 57th Street 
at 8th Avenue, New York City 


* 
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WHAT YOU MAY EXPECT TO GET IN VITAMIN AND MINERAL 
VALUES. FROM THE FOLLOWING SERVINGS OF FOODS LISTED 


Units in Servings of 


FOODS SIZE OF 
SERVING 
A 
Apples ine © enn perivie sileisi iu 75 
Dried Apricots ........+. 1 oz. 2000 
Bananas ....- 25.0600: 1 250 
Grapefruit .......-..-> “alf trace 
Oranges» 0.2. os + + + sles 60 
Canned Pezches .......+ 2 halves 2000 
Dried Peaches ....+..... 1 oz. 400 
Canned Pears ..../..-.«+ 2 halves trace 
Canned Pineapple ......1 slice 30 
Dried Prunes .....-+.+++9 ‘ 109 
White Bread ........- - 1 sliee =: 0 
Whole-Wheat Bread ....1 stice trace 
Rye Bread ......-+--++ 1 slice trace 
Buckwheat Meal .......- 1 cup trace 
Cornmeal (Yellow) ....-. 2/3 cup 180 
Rolled Oats ..... 060% 2/3 cup trace 
Bute: cas cechenery eho olerer sors 1” sq. 360 
Margarine (reinforced) . “I"-sq 170 
Begs! ls oo sisies aged eee Rl erwi 1 1000 
Mille Jere ete se hehe 1 cup 500 
Cheese (Americ=n) .....- 1 oz. 750 
Canned Green Beans ....1/2 cup 1000 
Canned Baked Beans ....1/2 cup 15 
Canned Lima Beans ....1/2 cup ~ trace 
Cooked Cabbage ....... 1/2 cup 60 
Raw Cabbage ..........0/4 cup 30 
Cooked Carrots .......- 1/2 cup 3100 
Gooked Kales. .. Ceres: 1/2 cup 26,000 
Bettnee 206. wera ets ete se ew 3 leaves 60 
Cooked Onions ........- 3 0 
Canned-Peas .......+:+- 1/2 cup 700 
Boiled Sweet Potato ....i 2690 
Boiled White Potato ....1 30 
Cooked Rutabaga ...... 1/2 eup 18 
Cooked Hubbard Squash .1/2 cup 5000 
Canned Spimach .......- 1/2 cup 8000 
Canned Tomato .......-- 1/2 cup 3800 
Broiled Beef (round) ...3 ozs. 60 
Cooked Leg Lamb ...... 3 ozs. ° 
Cooked Loin Pork ...... 3 ozs. 0 
Cooked Leg Veal .....- ..3 ozs. oO 
Fresh Fish ....-.-.+-+-+--s 3 ozs. oO 
Chicken .......-- wile 6 oh OES. 0 
Almonds .....++.+--> ..12to 15 oO 
Pecans (wi 65.eh wclens ...12 halves 30 
Peanuts ....-- ace seo LG oO 


to simplify the whole business. 

If you will turn to page 167, you will 
find the Institute’s general rule for 
working out a daily diet adequate in 
all the factors insuring health and 
physical well being. To show you how 
it is applied, the Institute’s dietitians 
have planned the set of menus on 
page 158. The Bureau has checked 
them for nutritive value. The tasting 
squad has checked them for pal- 
atability. Well-balanced, delicious, 
interesting—we hope they will serve 
you as guides to other combinations 
your families will enjoy. 

And this is where our table comes 
into the picture again. The Institute 
has solved your problem for five days, 
but you must deal with the other 
360 days of the year as well. Use 
our table, combined with the Insti- 
tute’s Guide, as a shortcut to meal- 


Amounts in a serving of 


VEEAMINS Calcium Phospherus Iron 
By c grams grams mgm. 
6 40 -008 O12 A 

? 48 018 034 215 
13 160 008 -030 0.6 
20 600 -O21 .020 0.3 
20 1000 026 620 0.5 
13 140 010 -O15 0.2 
13 150 O17 034 1.73 
10 60 -009 O11 6.2 
30 200 -005 -007 0.2 
33 0 029 043 1.5 

5 0 008 .028 0.27 
40 0 O15 -046 0.48 
20 0 -007 044 O48 
66 0 -010 -176 1.20 
28 0 005 -046- 0.27 

180 0 -020 -116 1.14 

0 0 -002 062 0.02 

0 0 i: c 0.02 
16 0 -031 112 1.45 
36 0 283 223 0.48 

5 0 -279 -210 0.39 
16 80 -050 051 0.95 

trace 0 042 A131 2.84 
115 30 -016 076 2.16 

6 80 045 -034 0.40 

3 460 -023 -017 0.20 
13 60 046 041 0.60 
50 1000 -181 -067 2.50 

3 50 -090 -020 0.25 

6 100 OAL 047 0.50 
33 190 O11 -046 2.40 
23 169 -020 045 0.80 
23 140 012 -053 0.90 
13 490 -O74 056 0.50 

2 60 -019 -028 ¢.50 
16 150 O77 040 4.00 
35 600 -010 -029 0.40 
12 0 012 174 2.55 
15 0 Oil -207 1.50 
90 0 017 -320 5.50 
12 oO 015 287 3.60 
13 0 -050 232 0.70 
12 o O11 -271 2.60 
12 0 .038 068 0.59 
15 0 O13 -050 0.39 
40 0 -010 059 0.30 









planning. We guar- 
antee that your vita- 
min intake will be > 
adequate! And that 
your budget will be- 
have. 

But before you get 
to work you must re- 
view the principles of 
nutrition behind our 
lists; they will give 
you the foundation on 
which to build your 
menu combinations. 

First, consider the body’s fuel 
needs, the daily requirement of cal- 
ories. Starchy foods are cheap and 
will give you calories in plenty. Then, 
to repair worn-out tissues you need 
proteins, available in meat and meat 
substitutes. Costs begin to mount in 
this second (Continued on page 194) 
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50 | keep my family fit with Armour's Meals of the Month ! 























Armour prepares these tempting menus to 
bring your family meat’s vital values! Completely 
balanced for healthful vigor and vitality. 


@ Get a thrill out of living!...Enjoy the zest of vitality...the 
glow of good health...Make Meat the Mainstay of your diet! 
That’s the natural, delicious way to stock up on vigor — vigor 
that sets your blood a-tingle, your whole being radiant with pep. 


And you can get a// of meat’s vital values in new, mouth- 
watering dishes—serve Armour’s Meals of the Month! 


Here’s a glorious, tempting dinner that’s truly meant for feasting... 
rich in heat-energy and the protein that builds you up—makes you 
sparkle. It combines the crisp, hickory-smoked goodness of flavor- 
ful Armour’s Star Sliced Bacon with the juicy tenderness of 
Broiled Armour’s Star Lamb Chops. It’s a meal that will delight 
you with its simplicity and appetizing savor . . . but, best of all, it 
brings vitality—in fine Star Meats—to your table! 


Give your children the 
vital food elements they 
need for zestful, ener= 
getic living! 






That in Meat Alone Nature 
Stores an Abundance of All 4 
of These Vital Elements: 


1. PROTEIN ... to build strong, 
vigorous bodies. 

2. CALORIES .. . to provide: fuel 
for pep and action. 


3. PHOSPHORUS... . to make 
strong, healthy bones and teeth. 


ARMOUR’S DINNER OF THE MONTH 


Tomato Juice 
Broiled Armour’s Star Bacon and Lamb Chops 
Whipped Potatoes — Green Peas 
Endive Salad with French Dressing 
Pumpkin Tarts — Coffee 


BromeD LAMB Cuops: Place Loin chops cut % in. thick on 
pre-heated broiler rack 3 inches under heat unit. Cook till brown, 
turn, sprinkle with salt and pepper, and cook till brown on other 
side, Remove to hot platter, garnish with mint, and serve. 
BROILED BACON: Place bacon strips on pre-heated broiler 
rack, 3 inches under heat unit. Broil 244 or 3 minutes to a 
side, turning once. 
~ Armour’s Meal Guide—Free at your dealer’s— 
is chock full of new meal ideas. 


TUL LSU perez 
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4, IRON ... to maintain the rich, 
red blood that’s vital to health. 


Armour’s Meats are U. S. Government 
Inspected. 





Copyright 1989, Armour and Company 











- over and ‘around thi 


corners, Job's done 












sss 7 shines 
7 WI Thi 
S Cy 1 aul 


1 si 
MAGIC 9 |: 
JAN 

USE §.0.8.—See POPS and PANS 
SHINE. WORK? You'd scarcely 
notice it. Just dip; rub, rinse 
Ugly stains and scorches vanj 
Crusted” food: melts away. Ag 
ahy grocer’s, department, ha 
Ware or five and ten cent stor 
Ask for 8.0.8. magie sco, 
pads. 





pox 



















IF YOU HATE WORK—y4 
SIO.S. It is made to ease eg’ 
and speed it, too! A ‘ 
rubs on blackened say 
—ugly stains. ang, 
The shine cones @@gaa 
like magic, fis Te 


2 L Ping 
s 









PEPL LP = 

‘DAUGE Pig ; 
storg 
S.0 


THE POT Y 


“Leave the kiteheq 
help- of handy. | a, 
scour and polskirtull aluminum 
like new ahd like magic. 










¥ES, MARY; S-0O.S: cleans coffee pots 
inside and out, Its. oval shape, its 
patented soap distribution, its special 
Interwoven construction—combine to 
make. 8.0.8. the ideal cleanser for 
coffee pots,)*!Pyrex’’ ‘wares, . dull 
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The very help you need — to speed 
your pot-cleaning and make it easier 


Less rub and scrub—less elbow-grease—less time—when you 
put S.0.S. on the job. And your aluminum so clean it shines! 


Really, it’s so simple. Dip, rub, rinse! In a brief moment 
stains, scorches, dullness disappear. Lo! The shine! Like 
magic, almost—the way S.O.S. cleans, scours and polishes... 


Lifetime shine 


Years have nothing to do with the age of aluminum—it’s the 


shine that matters. The shine you get and keep so easily with $.0. 5 Cc | eans, scours an a k ee p § 
5.0.8. Be sure there’s a package handy for everyday use. It’s 


the very “help wanted” at your kitchen sink! Try it and see! ALU \ | Nu \I h ate li k 
The S.O.S, Company, Chicago, Ill. $.0.S. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd., 365 Sorauren Ave., Toronto - dy J dA. 5 I n I n 4 I e n e Ww 


February 1939 Good Housekeeping 





Copyright, 1939, The S.O.S. ‘Company 
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R. DODD: In the many let- 
ters people write to Good 
Housekeeping Institute 
concerning their financial 
problems, certain questions 
keep coming up again and 
again. So we decided to hold a Forum 
to discuss these questions, in the 
hope of throwing light on the prob- 
lems of money management in the 
home that seem chiefly to perplex 
our readers. 

We wish all of you who have such 





problems could be with us today. 
Because this isn’t possible, we have* 


assembled around our conferénce 
table half a dozen proxies to spe 
for you. 

There’s nothing complicated 
mysterious about spending the f 
ily income intelligently. It’s simpty a 
matter of managing your money in- 
stead of letting it manage youj The 
only equipment you need is common 
sense, a little foresight, and the abil- 
ity and willingness to recognige the 
simple mathematical fact tha, two 
and two make four and not five or 
six. Now who wants to ask the\first 
question? \ 

Mrs. Greene: How much do yow 
think the average family should be 
able to save? Isn’t 10 percent the 
usual figure? 

Mr. Dodd: That percentage is 
sometimes quoted, but it doesn’t 
mean anything. For instance, a cou- 
ple with $2500 a year and no depen- 
dents could possibly save 15 percent 
or more of their income and still live 
pretty comfortably. On the other 
hand, a husband and wife with three 


children to support on the same in- 


come might find it hard to save 5 
percent. 

" The family savings plan should 
begin with life insurance. Just how 
much insurance and what kind an 
individual family should have de- 
pends almost entirely on their cir- 
cumstances and probable future 
needs. The wisest course for the fam- 
ily to follow is to talk over their situ- 
ation with a good insurance man or 
woman. Next, decide what you want 
in the future and then figure out how 
you can save to get it. 

For example: A husband and wife 
have a son who even as a boy dis- 
plays marked mechanical ability. 
They want to send him to a technical 
school when he is old enough, so that 
he can study to be a mechanical en- 
gineer, To make the problem simple, 
let’s say it will cost $1000 a year for 
four years to put the boy through 
that school. That is to say, the parents 
have to find approximately $4000 be- 
tween the time they make their 
decision and the son’s twenty-first 
or twenty-second birthday. Suppose 
the boy is 12 years old when the de- 
cision is made. That means his par- 
ents must save about $400 a year to 
get the required amount. 

The method is the same whether 
the objective is a college education, 
the down payment on a home, new 
furniture for the living room, or any- 
thing else. 

Mrs. Clark: Perhaps this is a fool- 
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The Institute’s forum on family finances tells you how 


to manage your money so that it won’t manage you _ .- 


ish question, but I must confess that 
I don’t know how to answer it. What 
do you do about the extra expenses 
that you can’t foresee and provide 
for in the regular budget? Such as 
a relative coming to visit you when 
the housekeeping money just can’t 
be stretched to cover the extra cost 
of entertaining? 

Mr. Dodd: My advice to any fam- 
ily in moderate circumstances is to 
have an emergency fund. By that I 
mean a cash reserve, such as a sav- 
ings-bank account, which can be 
drawn upon in case of serious illness, 
an operation, loss of the wage earn- 
er’s position, or even a situation such 
as Mrs. Clark suggests. This reserve 
should be built up if possible to sev- 
eral hundred or even a thousand dol- 
lars and maintained at that figure 
except when needed for emergen- 
cies. Obviously it shouldn’t be used 
when the wife has overspent her 
food allowance or to make up for 
similar current deficits, or it won't 
be there when really needed. 

Mrs. Banks: We are considering 
the purchase of a home. The house 
we are looking at has an F.H.A. 
mortgage, on which we would have to 
pay about $50 a month. Our income 


is $2500 a year, and my husband 
thinks these payments are more than 
we can afford. What do you think? 

Mr. Dodd: It seems to me that the 
safest method is to find out the rental 
cost of the home you plan to buy, and 
make sure it will not load too heavy 
a burden on your budget. 

The rental cost of a home you buy 
or own is made up of interest and 
payments on the mortgage, taxes, 
fire insurance on the house, and up- 
keep and repairs. 

Upkeep and repairs are usually 
estimated at from 1 percent to 2 per- 
cent a year of the cost of the house, 
not including the value of the lot, and 
depending on the type of construc- 
tion, Of course you don’t spend this 
amount on repairs every year. But 
you should put aside part of this sum 
regularly to build up a fund for such 
major operations as reroofing, re- 
decorating, and the like. So, estimat- 


ing your upkeep at about $90 a year, 


your total rental cost would be $690 
annually—assuming your $50 pay- 
ments include taxes and insurance, 
as they usually do—or about 27% 
percent of your total income. 
Frankly, that’s a bit high. It is usu- 
ally considered that a family is justi- 


Mr. Clark Mrs. Clark 


fied in spending up to 20 percent of 
its income for rent, or if heat is in- 
cluded in the rent—as in a city apart- 
ment—maybe up to 25 percent. But 
you are considering spending over 
a fourth of your income for rent 
without heat, and I’m afraid if you 
try it, you will find yourself badly 
pinched in the other items of your 
budget. 

Miss Martin: My fiancé and I have 
been engaged for over a year, and we 
want to get married, but he makes 
only $30 a week. Do you think we 
can afford to get married on this? 

Mr. Dodd: Well, suppose we look 
at a standard budget for two people 
with an income of $30 a week or 
$1560 a year: 


Savings (including life insurance).... $180 
yo ey eee ee eee 300 
Food (about $7.70 a week)............ 400 
Operating EXPENSES: Ficcsuw scm ween esses 20 
COIGRIIOS O Pea dunes a <n Sap MRE R AS ks can wees 180 
Personal incidentals and 

I eo 2 300 


I might explain that “operating ex- 
penses” include heat, light, fuel for 
cooking, telephone, household sup- 


Mrs. Greene 


plies, help, and everything else nec- 
essary to run the home. Now, Miss 
Martin, what do you usually spend 
a year on your clothing? 

Miss Martin: I don’t know exactly. 
About $150, I guess. 

Mr. Dodd: Would you be able and 
willing to dress on half that amount 
and make corresponding sacrifices in 
other ways? If so, and if your fu- 
ture husband thoroughly under- 
stands that he'll probably have to 
change his present style of living 
considerably—and is also willing to 
do it—go ahead and get married! 

Mr. Clark: You mentioned just 
now a standard budget for an income 
of $30 a week. Are there budgets like 
this for other incomes? 

Mr. Dodd: You can get budgets 
giving the amount of money, or per- 
cent of income, or both, that families 
of different sizes with different in- 
comes should theoretically spend for 
the principal items in their cost of 
living. 

Standard budgets of this kind are 
useful as a general guide or check, 


BY ALLEN R. DODD, BUDGET CONSULTANT, GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 


Mrs. Banks 





Mr. Dodd 


Mr. Banks 


but they can’t take into account a 
great many factors that affect the 
way a particular family will spend its 
money. Some of these factors are: 
The section of the country and the 
kind of community the family lives 
in, the size and type of the home, the 
ages of the children, the husband’s 
occupation, and by no means least, 
the tastes, habits, and ambitions of 
the family itself. 

Let’s take a standard budget for 
four people with $3600 a year and 
see how the spending habits of two 
families of this size and with ‘this 
income are influenced by the factors 
I have just mentioned. 

Family A, let us say, live in a large 
city in the northeastern part of the 
United States. Their home is an 
apartment with heat and hot-water 
supply included in their rent. They 
have a boy and a girl, both under 
four years old. The husband’s job 
does not require him to do much en- 
tertaining, and his wife’s tastes are 
simple. The only extravagances—if 
such they can be called—of this fam- 
ily are a couple of weeks in the coun- 
try during the husband’s vacation, 
and a private kindergarten for the 
older child. (Continued on page 180) 
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THAT WILL PLEASE YOUR FAMILY-AND KEEP THEM FIT! 


SAY DOROTHY MARSH AND JULIA HOOVER OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 


EYRE certainly with you 

|p on this matter of grocery 

‘§ bills and family health! 

For it is a well-known 

\ fact that the smaller the 

budget, the narrower the 

choice in foods. And so the more im- 

portant it is that you know just what 

can be safely left out of economy 
meals. 

But we know, too, that our Daily 

Guide to Low-Cost Meals has saved 

the day for thousands of Goop HovusE- 


KEEPING budgeteers. We are giving it 


in full on page 167 because it will help 
you who are tackling budget meals 
for the first time this year to come 





If you plan to serve a baked main 
dish such as our Cheese Strata shown 
above, you will save fuel by choosing 


a dessert that can be baked with it 


through with flying colors. Take a 
long look at this Guide, and you'll 
quickly see why it has become so 
popular. 


It’s all too easy to be thrifty at 


the expense of your family when it 
comes to fruits, leafy, green, and yel- 
low vegetables, milk, and so forth. 
However, with our Guide at your 
elbow when meal-planning hour 
comes around, you can tell ata glance 
just what fruits, vegetables, ana cther 
foods, as well as how much of each, 
you must include in your daily meals 
to keep your family well and fit and 
still respect your modest budget. Re- 
fer to Dr. Eddy’s article on page 150, 
too, for it discusses the importance 
of all these foods from a nutrition 
standpoint and explains how to make 
sure that you are getting enough. 

Because we try to stretch food 
dollars as far as is safe, our Guide 
calls for generous quantities of cere- 
als and breads, a full quota of milk, 
and less expensive but mineral- and 
vitamin-rich vegetables, fruits, etc. 
However, more vegetables, fruits, 
meat, fish, and eggs may always be 
added if your pocketbook allows. 
More expensive vegetables, fruits, 
and meats may be substituted for 
those suggested. 


Our Low-Cost Menus on Next Page 


And just to prove to you that bud- 
get meals need not be humdrum or 
skimpy affairs, but pleasantly ade- 
quate, we have also given on page 158 
menus for five days, planned with 
our Daily Guide to Low-Cost Meals 





Don’t worry if your family does not 
drink milk. There are many made 
dishes, like Cream of Pea Soup, which 
are as nourishing as milk undisguised 


as a basis. To our mind, these meals 
show you how easy it is to trans- 
form the cheaper but no less delicious 
foods into mouth-watering meals. 
They deal capably with good old 
friends, such as cereals, cheese, hum- 
ble vegetables, and less tender cuts 
of meat, turning them into hearty 
meals. More important still, they il- 
lustrate how you can vary the method 
of preparing the same kind of food 
when it must be repeated often dur- 
ing the week for nutrition’s and econ- 
omy’s sake. 

Because any number of things— 
the season, (Continued on page 167) 


157 


LOW-COST 
BREAKFAST 


LUNCHEON 


MEALS THAT KEEP YOUR FAMILY FIT 


DINNER 


Stewed Prunes 
Ready-to-Serve Cereal Milk 
Toast Butter or Margarine 

Milk for Children 
Coffee for Adults 


Cook the prunes the day before, and 
chill. Serve by themselves or in ready- 
to-serve cereal which may be heated 
in the oven. Top it off with hot milk. 
And if your family has a special liking 
for stewed dried peaches, apricots, or 
figs, any of these may replace prunes. 


Lima Bean Casserole Cole Slaw 
Rye Bread Toast 
Butter or Margarine 
Canned Apricots or Pears 
Cocoa 


You may ring in a main-dish change 
by serving rice baked with well-sea- 
soned canned tomatoes in casserole 
style. Or it may be canned baked beans 
to which a little molasses and minced 
onion have been added. In this case 
serve tomato juice, too. 


Shoulder Lamb Chops 
Baked Potatoes 
Mashed Turnips, - 

Kale, or Fresh or Canned Spinach 
Bread Butter or Margarine 
Baked Apples 
Milk for Children Tea for Adults 


If you choose mashed turnips, add a 
note of zest by grating cheese over 
them in the serving dish. Or fold it into 
the turnips. You may substitute apple 
tapioca, applesauce, or Apple Brown 
Betty for the all-time favorite, baked 
apple. Let it be some fruit dessert. 


Bananas 
Hot Cereal Milk 
Whole Wheat Toast 
Eggs, any style 
Butter or Margarine 
Milk for Children 
Coffee for Adults 


You may serve the bananas sepa- 
rately, or with cereal. Combine eggs 
with milk sometimes by scrambling 
them, or bake in muffin pans or a cas- 
serole in milk at 350° F. until done. For 
the toast, you may slice bread very 
thin, and then brown it with the eggs. 


Cream of Kale and Tomato Soup 
Raw Vegetable Salad 
Brown Loaf Preserves 
Butter or Margarine 


Milk for Children Tea for Adults 


Your favorite recipe for cream-of- 
tomato soup or canned soup will do. 
Add to it leftover kale from dinner, 
chopped fine. Or it may be cream-of- 
spinach soup with jellied tomato salad. 
Grated raw turnips, carrot sticks, let- 
tuce, or cabbage toss well in the salad. 


Top-Stove Ham and Macaroni 
Canned Peas 
Bread Butter or Margarine 
Canned Pineapple Cookies 
Milk for Children 
Tea or Coffee for Adults 


Chipped beef, leftover flaked fresh 
fish, or canned salmon or tuna fish may 
be substituted in our main dish. By the 
way, this is one of those hurry-up main 
dishes that fit in a busy day. Or you may 
prefer beef or lamb stew, which can 
be made the day before and reheated. 


Orange or Tomato Juice 
Whole Wheat Griddle Cakes 
Molasses or Syrup 

Milk for Children 
Coffee for Adults 


Let us send you the recipe for the 
griddle cakes. They are really delicious. 
Serve them with syrup or with molas- 
ses. The latter is especially desirable 
because of its minerals. Packaged 
buckwheat pancake flour is another 
four-star breakfast attraction. 


Creamed Canned Mixed JV egetables 
Sweet Potatoes in Jackets 
Whole Wheat Bread 
Butter or Margarine 


Canned Peaches 
Milk for Children Tea for Adults 


Just 2 cans mixed vegetables (see 
Miss Marsh’s “Visits to the Grocer,” 
page 164), added to 2 c. satiny smooth 
medium cream sauce does the trick. 
Cook sweet or white potatoes in their 
jackets. This saves those precious min- 
erals and vitamins just under the skin. 


Broiled Frankfurters Spanish Sauce 
Quick-Cook Green Cabbage 
Cornbread Butter or Margarine 
Peanut Butter Blancmange 
Milk for Children 
Tea or Coffee for Adults 


Our color photograph on page 156 
shows the deliciousness of our one- 
platter frankfurter dish. The Spanish 
Sauce is made by simmering several 
cloves, some minced onion and green 
pepper, and seasonings with canned 
tomatoes until of a good flavor. 


Tomato Juice 
Hot Cereal Milk 
Scrambled Eggs 
Toasted Split Rolls 
Butter or Margarine 
Milk for Children 
Coffee for Adults 


Just in case a lone frankfurter or 
two remain from the previous night’s 
repast, add thinly sliced discs to the 
scrambled eggs. Use at least % c. of 
milk for every 4 eggs you scramble. 
your toaster doesn’t accommodate split 
rolls, toast them in the range broiler. 


Corned Beef Sandwiches 
Canned Pear and 
Cottage Cheese Salad 
Cocoa 


Our salad calls for pear halves filled 
with cottage cheese seasoned with 
minced onion and salad dressing. 
Canned peach halves, cinnamon-apple 
halves, or ripe pear halves may be sub- 
stituted. Remember that cheese helps 
out on your daily milk quota. 


Braised Spareribs with Potatoes 
Creamed Canned String Beans 
Bread Honey 
Butter. or Margarine 
Jellied Prunes 
Milk 


With an eye to saving fuel, we cook 
the potatoes with the spareribs. If you - 
don’t have our recipe for Jellied 
Prunes, we'll gladly send it. Or why not 
a raspberry-flavored gelatin dessert, 
whipped up to a frothy deliciousness 
when the mixture is partially set? 


Oranges 
Ready-to-Serve Cereal 
Toast 
Milk for Children 
Coffee for Adults 


Never squeeze oranges until ready 
to use. The longer the juice stands, the 
more flavor and vitamin C it loses. 
With so many cereals on the market, 
there’s no need to get into a breakfast 
rut. Try some of the new ones that 
you'll find on your grocer’s shelves. 
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Cream of Pea Soup 
Whole Wheat Salmon Sandwiches 
Chocolate Milk Drink 


Make use of vitamin-rich canned 
peas in your luncheon soup plans. Or 
let it be dried lima bean, split pea, car- 
rot, or potato soup or one of the canned 
soups. In this case lettuce, raw vege- 
table, or tomato sandwiches (when 
tomatoes are cheap) would be nice. 


Cheese Strata 
Whole Onions in Stewed Tomatoes 
Cabbage, Apple, and Raisin Salad 
Bread Butter or Margarine 
Baked Bananas 
Milk for Children~ Coffee for Adults 


You'll be most enthusiastic about the 
Cheese Strata, but a savory canned or 
fresh fish casserole may be substi- 
tuted. Stewed tomatoes and whole or 
sliced onions, cooked separately, com- 
bine well as a vegetable dish. Try 
peanuts instead of apple in salad. 


Can you tell, by examining one 

of the shiny new models in your 

dealer’s salesroom, whether or 

not it will use fuel or power 
economically? Or whether its oven 
will bake cakes, muffins, and biscuits 
that will be evenly browned, finely 
textured, and otherwise a delight to 
the eye and appetite? Can you tell 
whether its oven heat control is ac- 
curate; its enamel finish durable? 
In short, can you tell whether that 
range has all the inherent qualities 
in design and construction which it 
should have to prove a thoroughly 
satisfactory investment? 

If your answer is “no” to these 
questions, don’t for a moment feel 
that perhaps your I. Q. as a consumer 
is below par. On the contrary, you 
have made a perfect score. 

Questions as difficult as these can 
be asked about all types of appliances 
and equipment. But no consumer can 
be expected to know the answers all 
by herself, because these questions 
are about values which the consumer 
cannot judge before buying unless 
she has the necessary facilities and 
the opportunity to make searching 
tests. Ordinarily the consumer does 


‘g UPPOSE you are in the mar- 
ket for a new kitchen range. 
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BY CHRISTOPHER BROOKS, OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 


not learn the answers until she has 
used the product in her home, when 
it is too late to make amends if the 
answers are wrong. 

What the consumer needs is a de- 
pendable means of identifying—be- 
fore she buys them—products which 
have the qualities she wants. That is 
what the Seal of Approval of Good 
Housekeeping Institute offers. The 
Seal of Approval is assurance that 
the products which have received it 
have been thoroughly tested and 
found to meet definite high stand- 
ards of quality and performance. 

Merit is the sole basis upon 
which the Seal of Approval is 
awarded. We do not charge manu- 
facturers to test their products. 
Nor do we require manufacturers 
to advertise in Goop HousEKEEP- 
Inc. Any product within our test- 
ing scope which is sponsored by a 
responsible manufacturer and has 
reasonably wide distribution is 
eligible for our testing services. 

To make our tests, we have 
modernly equipped laboratories 
and other facilities, covering about 
a quarter acre of floor space, and 
a staff of forty people, including 
engineers, chemists, home econo- 
mists, and other technicians who, 


by training, experience, and a close 
understanding of consumer needs, 
are especially well qualified to test 
consumer goods. Products are tested 
technically, and also in actual use 
under conditions they would meet in 
the home. 

In all cases our tests are based upon 
definitely established testing pro- 
cedures and standards, which are 
uniform for each type of product. A 
product must pass every one of our 
tests and meet every one of our 
standards; (Continued on page 213) 
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Free for Teachers, 
Students of Home Economics, 
Librarians, and Homemakers 


Our Subject-Matter Index to ar- 
ticles published during 1938 is now 
ready. If you have saved your back 
issues of Goop HOUSEKEEPING, or 
if your school or public library 
has. a file of them, this Index will 
enable you to use Goop Hovsz- 
KEEPING as a source of reference 
material. Send to Good House- 
keeping Institute, 57th Street at 
8th Avenue, New York City 
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ANY a wail for help 
comes to us now 
that the sweater 
season is here in full 
force. If woolen gar- 
ments are to keep 
their fit, they must 
be handled care- 
fully, particularly 
hand-knit ones and 
those that are loosely woven. So 
often a small sweater or two must be 
washed when there are not wools 
enough to make a load for your wash- 
ing machine; and after all it is better 
to wash these pieces by hand. 

The washing of wools is not a new 
story, but it bears repetition. If your 
water supply is hard, soften it with 
a water-softening compound before 
you add the soap. Use the same tem- 
perature of water for both washing 
and rinsing; lukewarm is best. 

Before washing a sweater, lay it on 
a paper and outline the size. Make a 
rich suds with a mild soap and 
squeeze the suds through the wool. 
160 
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Institute Staff an: 


Rinse in the same way, and squeeze 
out excess moisture. Shape to the 
outline you made on the paper, and 
let dry on a towel. Never hang a 
sweater. When wools are dry, brush 
up the nap with a soft brush. 


KOK KX, 


You're looking for something on 
the gay side to brighten the kitchen 
shelves—something inexpensive 
yet lasting? Don’t forget that there 
are shelf papers made with a wash- 
able finish that can be wiped off 
with a damp cloth. And in such 
a colorful array of attractive and 
suitable small patterns to fit your 
kitchen color scheme. Remember to 
get edgings to match. 


K OK KX 


“Can I cook and not have the 
kitchen table, instead of the cake, 
look as if it had been stirred up 
with a spoon?” This is past the 
point of being funny to you who 
write that you have been caught by 


y and Helen W. Kendall of the 








here some of the ques- 


tions that many of you are asking us these days. 


a critical friend at the wrong motnent. 

Well, you can do what the Institute 
does daily in all its cookery. Collect 
the ingredients for the dish you are 
making on a small kitchen tray and 
place it on the work surface right 
by your side. The eggs won’t roll off 
the tray, and it provides a place to 
set the drippy measuring cup, the 
sticky beater or spoons. Nothing you 





need is forgotten, and you are free 
to give full attention to the recipe. 

We also use this tray on the 
range work surface for mixing 
spoons, testing fork, or any ingre- 
dients to be added to the dish. This 
system gives not only a tidy way 
of working, but one which saves 
much wiping up of work surfaces. 
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“That’s just what I need!” more 
than one inquiring visitor to the 
Institute has exclaimed when she 
heard the bing of a reminder clock 
calling someone to a range when a 
cake was ready to come out or a 
roast done to a turn. In our busy In- 
stitute kitchen with so many things 
going on, we let the clock tell us the 
exact moment we want to be re- 
minded. We don’t try to keep it on 
our minds. 

All we do is set the dial for the 
minutes of cooking, and an alarm 
calls us when the time is up. The cake 
won't burn or the food on the broiler 
be left too long before turning. 

We are familiar with several kinds 
of reminder clocks—some are called 
interval timers. Some are electrically 





operated, others are not; some can be 
set for any number of minutes up to 
sixty, others for longer intervals; and 
some have very penetrating alarms, 
while others call less loudly. You can 
choose which pleases you the most. 


I 6 Rds Ke 


With housekeepers discussing just 
how efficient the new window-clean- 
ing sprays are, we have had our share 
of the questions that arise. “Do they 
leave glass clear?” “What is the best 
way to use them?” And so on and on. 

Yes, these window-cleaning sprays 
are efficient in cleaning. The best way 
to apply them is to spray them on—as 
your service-station man does when 
he cleans the windshield of your car. 
Be rather sparing in the quantity you 
spray on, and then rub with a clean 
soft cloth. We’ emphasize clean be- 
cause a bit of oiliness on your cloth 
may spoil the whole job. And for a 
final sparkle buff up the panes or 
mirrors with another clean dry cloth, 
and you will be pleased with your re- 
sults. Speaking of cloths, how many 
of you keep on hand enough clean 
cleaning cloths so that you do not 
smudge an otherwise good job? 





There is news, indeed, for you who 
are asking us what CP means on a gas 
range. This symbol stands for Certi- 
fied Performance and means that the 
range has twenty-two definite fea- 
tures of performance and design. 
What’s more, since the gas-range in- 
dustry and not just one manufac- 
turer has developed the CP ideal, you 
can choose a CP gas range made by 
one of a number of manufacturers. 
We have tested and approved sev- 
eral of these ranges. 

The features include, together 
on one range, all those require- 
ments that you have so long wished 
for, and in addition hidden values 
in construction and efficiency that 
you probably never thought of. 

First of all the CP range must 
meet definite standards of con- 
struction and safety set up by the 
American Gas Association. The 
baking and broiling ovens of these 
ranges preheat faster, yet use less 
fuel; and of course the baking 
oven has an oven heat control. The 
ranges have automatic safety light- 
ers on the oven and broiler as well 
as top burners—just turn the cock, 
the burner lights. 

The baking oven will maintain a 
minimum temperature of 250° F., 
which is as low a heat as anyone 
would ever need for baking or roast- 
ing. The oven racks do not tip when 
withdrawn, and have catches to pre- 
vent them from falling out; and all 
drawers move in and out easily with- 
out sticking—which does away with 
two well-known annoyances. Oven 
vents are constructed to discharge 
away from the rear wall. The de- 
sign of the broiler burner makes 
it possible to broil evenly over a 
greater area, and the broiler pans 
are of course of the smokeless, 
two-piece type. 

In the top-stove section the 
heads of the burners are either 
finished in porcelain enamel or 
made ofrust-resisting metal. There 
is at least one giant burner for 
extra-fast heating; all burners have 
simmer sections combined with 
them, and the efficiency has been 
increased—factors which tend to 
keep down the monthly bills. 

These desirable features will make 
you wonder if it pays to put up 
with the inconveniences, discom- 
forts, and expense of wasted fuel 
that are part of an outmoded range. 


“I resent the time I spend every 
other week,” said one of our read- 
ers, “in the cleaning of some large 
decorative pieces of silverware 
which were given to me as wed- 
ding presents. Yet they are so 
lovely I cannot bear to put them 
out of sight.” We suggest using a 
colorless lacquer to save a great 
deal of cleaning. 

Almost any hardware or paint 
store carries a metal brushing lac- 
quer. Use the proportion of one part 
of lacquer thinner to three parts 
of lacquer. Be sure the silver is 
clean and dry before applying it. 
When the lacquer begins to wear 
off, which may not be for many 

months, it should be removed with 
denatured alcohol before the silver 
is washed and a fresh coat applied. 
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And here’s more news from Good 
Housekeeping Institute’s laboratories. 
One of our chairs which is uphol- 
stered in a pale yellow textured fab- 
ric was beginning to show a slight 
overall soil, more concentrated where 
the head and hands rest. 

We shampooed this chair with a 
soapless lather—yes, soapless, al- 
though it whips up to a rich creamy 
lather, just as a concentrated soap 
solution would do. For the cleaning 
we used asoft-bristled brush, because 
of the rough texture of the uphol- 
stery, with a circular motion. Then. 
to wipe off the soiled lather, we used 
a soft sponge wrung out of clear luke- 
warm water. We are familiar with 
several cleaners of this type. You 
can also use a soap lather similar 
in consistency to a shaving lather. 


K KOK 


“But what shall I do with my dust 
mop,” wrote one of our readers, “now 
that you have told me how unneigh- 
borly it is to shake it out the win- 
dow?” We know all too well how 
futile it seems just to say, “don’t do 
it”; but actually should you expect 
your dust mop to do the work of a 
broom? Isn’t that just a bad habit? 

You will find it just as easy and 
more sanitary to take up loose dust 
and fluff with your vacuum cleaner 
or carpet sweeper first. Use your dust 
mop for a rub-up or polish, and it will 
be easily kept in good condition. 
When soiled, wash it in warm soap- 
suds, rinse in warm water, and dry 
in a well-ventilated place. 
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rpiece, food, and guests at your luncheon table, 


If you find it difficult to“acconimodate a cente 
s we did below. For full description, read article 


Jet the main dish high-spot Se Gecorations... 
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UST about the time you get 

the house into some: sort of 

order after the festivities 

of the Christmas and New 

Year holidays, your husband 

is apt to remark: “Why don’t 

we have somebody in for bridge? We. 
- never seem to do anything any more!” 
. Well, men are like that—and so are 
women. It may be this restless age, 
then again it may be simply the 
st »most of us have for a little gaiety 
j mixe@@ywith the routine of earning a 


2 ey living. Nothing quite so relaxing and 
N EW VFA p ( AN ) = stimulating as some kind of party. 
Perhaps it Will be a simple one, to let 
the budget get! 
f f LENT rushed off its “ba 

shopping. Perhaps “Yeagwill J 
‘ more elaborate in order TtO"SatisE 
& human desire to show off a little, ane 
‘ ee to use the electric coffee maker that 
£ . ‘ was such a thrilling surprise on De- 


e. & cember twenty-fifth. 
“We don’t play serious bridge—we 
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Try two bridge tables pustiéd together for serv- 
ing guests. Coffeet is. neta from a ‘side table 


At Hesvert time the tea service eet ie 


shrimp in aspic 


just play at it,” say the Bartons. 

“We love bridge—with people who 
really take the game seriously,” says 
Mary Collins, “but Bill simply has a 
fit if anyone talks while he’s playing.” 

Well, it takes all kinds to make a 
‘world, and you may be inviting either 
variety. Or you may be planning just 
a happy get-together of friends or 
neighbors. But the main thing to re- 
member is that where there’s en- 
tertaining—even the simplest kind— 
there’s usually something to eat. For 


grownups are like children at a party, 
looking forward to the refreshmepgaay a 





and the exciting table—to somethir 
a little different, something with ap- 
petite appeal, unusual flavor and 
appearance. Everyone ingfhe world 
bakes to feel important,gd a hostess 
Pwhoran...cater totifts natural hu- 
iman traitawitfout a lot of fuss and 
bother will be a successful hostess. 
It is possible that some of you may 
find lack of space a handicap in en- 





main dish shown at the left 


tertaining easily. You may feel your 
style cramped in trying to accom- 
modate decorations and food to a 
none-too-large table full of guests. 

I met this problem at a recert 
bridge-club luncheon party by letting _ 
my two-course menu play the leadin p 
role in the table decorations, 3) 
in the illustration 1 ODetti 
page. Incidentaliyfimy main 





: 
and dessenpeivere ones that could * 





made e day before.I was serving: 
Shrimp in Tomato Aspic 
Toasted Cheese Squares 
Chocolate Cream Cake 
Tea 


So on my table I arranged the 
aspic ring, unmolded on a bed of crisp 
greens, as the high spot of decoration 
and convenient to the hostess for 
serving. At dessert time this was re- 
placed with my lovely blue-and- 
white tea service—the cups being 







grouped around the tray, as shown 
below. To give a bit of party touch, 
a small nosegay of yellow roses, bach- 
elor buttons, and rose geraniym 
leaves lay on the table with delidate 
green and pale yellow ribbon stréam- 
ers leading from it to each Aplace, 
where the guest found her tally card. 

For tally cards I used large paper 
doilies, which I cut down so that they 
had just a narrow edging. A bach- 
elor’s button backed with a bit of 
asparagus fern was pulled through a 
tiny slit in each doily, and tied in 
place with the end of the streamer, 
as shown at the left. Each tally was 
snipped free from the streamers when 
luncheon was over. As for the nose- 
gay, it fell to my guest of honor. 

And now for the recipes: 


Shrimp in Tomato Aspic 


(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


2 envelopes plain un- Y% tsp. salt 
flavored gelatin 4 5%4-0z, jars shrimp 


Y% c. cold water (4 ¢. 
3 beef bouillon cubes 6 stuffed olives 
1 c. minced celery 


1c. boiling water 
2% c. canned tomato Chicory and lettuce 
French dressing 


juice Su 
2 tsp. lemon juice Mayonnaise 


1 tsp. minced onion 

Soak the gelatin 5 min. in cold 
water. Dissolve with the bouillon 
cubes in the boiling water. Add the 
tomato and lemon juice, onion, and 
salt. Cover the bottom @f a 9” x 214” 
ring mold with some ofthis mixture. 
Chill until partially set. Arrange 
enough of the cleaned shrimp, and of 
the olives, which have ‘been cut in 
quarters, to form a circular pattern 
around the mold. Fill the miold with 
2 c. of the shrimp and the Remaining 
olives, which have been “@hopped, 
speimtitemeciery. Over this pour re- 

Anis mixture. Chiiuntil 

a nest of chitory 
P@enter of the mold 
with remaining ‘Shrimp, which’ have 
been marinated im French dre 
Serve with mayownaise. Serves a 


Toasted Cheese Squares bs | 
(TESTED BY Goop HousBKEEPING InstituTey 
To make Toasted Cheese Squares, : 
add 4 cup grated @heese to dry ins 
-Bredients i in standard recipe for bak+ 
powder biscujfs. When cold, split 
in. palf, buttemg Gand sprinkle with 
cheese z id Bakon (a season- 
“slowly under broiler. 










‘ Riscalate Cream Cake 
(TESTED BY Goop HousEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


\%, c. shértening 34 c. bottled milk or 
1 ce. grantlated sugar 6 tbsp. evaporated 
2 eggs, separated milk and 6 tbsp. 
2 sq. (2 02.) unSWeets _ omsgiter 
ened cooking choco- ¥% tsp. vanilla extract 
late 1 4%4-oz. pkg. choco- 
1% c. sifted cake flour _late cornstarch or 
¥% tsp. salt arrowroot pudding 
2 tsp. baking powder 1% ec. heavy cream, 
“whipped 





Cream shortening until it is light. 
Gradually (Continued on page 180) 


BY DOROTHY BLAKE 
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Canned Sour Red Cherries in Patri- 
otic Dress. With Washington’s 
and Lincoln’s birthdays and 
Valentine’s Day coming in Feb- 
ruary, our thoughts turn toward 
color schemes in general and the 
fruit of George Washington’s 
cherry tree in particular. 
Canned, pitted, sour red cher- 
ries, carrying the luscious flavor 
of the fresh fruit, will grace your 
dessert course in true party 
style if they are served in tart- 
lets or deep-dish pie. 

For the Institute’s way with 
Cherry Tartlets, shown above, 
combine 1 No. 2 can (2 c.) of 
drained, sour pitted cherries 
with 1 c. sugar, 2 tbsp. flour, % 
tsp. nutmeg, and 1 tbsp. butter or mar- 
garine in bits. Roll piecrust 4%” thick 
and cut into twelve 6” circles. Place 
about 8 cherries on half of each circle. 
Fold over to form a half circle, press 
edges together with a fork, and cut 
several gashes in the top of each. 
Bake in a hot oven of 425° F. for 
25 to 30 min. Makes 12 tartlets. 

For Deep-Dish Cherry Pie, shown 
above, prepare twice the recipe for 
the filling for Cherry Tartlets, in- 
creasing the flour to 6 thsp., and add-. 
ing % c. of cherry juice. Arrange in 
a baking dish about 11” x 7” x 2”, top 
with piecrust rolled 4” thick, making 
several gashes in the top center. Bake 
in a hot oven of 425° F. for about 40 
min. Use the leftover cherry juice in 
your punch. 


A Bargain in Cheese. You can save 
real money in buying American 
cheese for your soufflés, casserole 
dishes, sauces, salads, sandwiches, 
etc., if you will invest in the 2-lb. 
family-size loaf that the Institute re- 
cently tried out for you in our kitch- 
ens. This cheese comes packed in a 
transparent wrapper and then in a 
wooden box. Free of rind, it cuts 
easily and without waste, and keeps 
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perfectly until all of it is used up. 

And the next time that you want a 
luscious Cheese Sauce for vegetables, 
macaroni, rice, eggs, toasted sand- 
wiches, or the like, put one-half pound 
of this cheese in the top of a double 
boiler. As soon as it melts stir in 1/3 
c. of milk, and your sauce is made! 
No lumps, no strings, and no lost time. 


Don’t Heat Foods in Unopened Cans. 
Although the directions on some 
canned-food labels: say to heat the 
can in boiling water before opening 
for serving, don’t do it. Good House- 
keeping Institute finds this to be de- 
cidedly unsafe, since, when the can 
is opened, the hot food may spurt 
out and burn you. Rather turn the 
contents of the can into a double 
boiler, saucepan, or skillet, depend- 
ing upon the food; then heat. 


Frankfurters, the Budgeteer’s Friend. 
If you would serve a meat that is 
on good terms with a limited food 
budget, I suggest frankfurters. Those 
which bear the quality brand names 
of national meat packers and are ap- 
proved by our Good Housekeeping 
Bureau are not only most reasonable 
in price but delicious. 


| You see, these quality frank- 
furters are made from choice 
beef and pork cuts which, after 
being cured, chopped fine, 
spiced, and linked with scrupu- 


lous care, are smoked and 
cooked to a tender, ready-to-eat 
stage and packaged. 

Yes, they come to you thor- 
oughly cooked. So all you need 
to do is to heat them by simmer- 
ing, broiling, or baking. 

Another important buying tip: 
these frankfurters are made 
either in natural casings or the 
skinless way. Try these latter if © 
you haven’t already done so, for 
they are lusciously juicy; they 
can be broiled, simmered, or 
baked without splitting open. 


Canned Mixed Vegetables Are Fine 
Eating. Have you been wishing some- 
one would invent a new vegetable to 
perk up your menus a bit? Well, then, 
don’t overlook the mixed vegetables 
that now come canned. They are not 
only choice but a good buy, even for 
low-cost meals. 

The choice of vegetables used 
varies, but may include tender, full- 
flavored string beans, celery, carrots, 
green limas, corn, peas, potato, as- 
paragus, a dash of onions, and pimi- 
ento. With some of these canned 
mixed vegetables on hand you can 
toss up luscious salads; make savory 
soups, stews, and casserole dishes; or 
fix them hot or creamed for dinner 
in no time. 

And here’s a timesaving luncheon 
main dish which we have just tested 
and approved in our Institute kitch- 
ens. Do try it’ soon, Heat 1 can of 
drained mixed -vegetables with 1 
1014-oz. can condensed mushroom 
soup, 4 hard-cooked eggs, coarsely 
chopped, and 4 tsp. salt. Then add 
about 1% c. of the liquor drained from 
the mixed vegetables, heat, and serve 
on buttered toast. 






































2 cubs sifted Swans Down Cake Flour Sift flour once, measure, add baking 


2 teaspoons Calumet Baking Powder* powder, salt, and sugar, and sift 
\4 teaspoon salt 1 cup sugar together three times. Add 4-table- 


spoons butter. Combine egg, milk, 
4 tablespoons softened butter or and vanilla and add to flour mixture, 
other shortening 


stirring until all flour is dampened. 


1 egg, unbeaten 34 cup milk To melted chocolate, add boiling 
Y4 teaspoon vanilla water, soda, and 1 tablespoon butter; 
3 squares Baker’s Unsweetened cool slightly. Add to cake batter 


and beat vigorously 1 minute. Bake 

in greased tube pan in moderate 

oven (350° F.) 50 to 60 minutes, or 

% teaspoon soda until done. Serve warm or cold with 
1 tablespoon butter Chocolate Walnut Cream Filling. 


*T his recipe has been developed with Calumet Baking Powder. If another baking powder 
is used, adjust the proportions as recommended by the manufacturers. 


Chocolate Walnut Cream Filling 


Add 1 square Baker’s Unsweetened Chocolate to 34 cup milk and heat in double 
boiler. When chocolate is melted, beat with rotary egg beater until blended. 
Combine 6 tablespoons sugar, 2 tablespoons Swans Down Cake Flour, and a 
dash of salt; add gradually to chocolate mixture and cook until thickened, stir- 
ting constantly. Then continue cooking 5 minutes, stirring occasionally. Add 1 
tablespoon butter and 1 teaspoon vanilla; chill thoroughly. Fold in 4% cup cream, 
whipped, and 44 cup chopped walnut meats. Makes 
2 cups filling. (All measurements are level) 


Chocolate, melted 
3 tablespoons boiling water 




















IN ALL YOUR CHOCOLATE DISHES 


why not always have the appetizing 
color and exciting flavor which Baker’s 
richness gives? Baker's has been tops 
in chocolate since 1780. Look for the 
famous “Baker Chocolate Girl’ on 
the label. Baker’s Chocolate is a prod- 
uct of General Foods. 


Chocolate Pepper- 
mint Cake! Choco- 
late Cream Pie! A 
new kind of 
Devil’s Food! 
These and eleven other grand reci- 
pes (illustrated in full color) yours 









78 DELICIOUS! SO PURE AND 
GOOD FOR THE CHILDREN, TOO! 
FOR ECONOMYS 
SAKE | ALWAYS 







/M ONE OF THE 
50% MORE WOMEN 
WHO PREFERRED 
BAKERS COCOA. 




















free! Just mail this coupon to 
BAKERS TASTES Se GH-2-39 GENERAL FOODS, BATTLE CREEK, MICH, 
EXTRA SMOOTH CAN Fi 
‘ OR MY é : 
AND RICH § FAMILY / Your name— Street ee 





City— State. ae zoe 
(If you live in Canada, address General Foods, Ltd., Cobourg, Ontario) 
(Offer expires Aug. 1, 1939) 
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for the big Free 
Olson Rug catalog that tells how you 
can have the new rugs you long for 
at a saving of 35 to 50 cents on every 
dollar; and describes how— 


It's All So Easy. Send for 
Catalog—choose your size and 
pattern—and PHONE the Rail- 
way Express to call at your door 
i, for your materials, or ship by 
Freight—Ar Our Exprnse. We 
—by the Olson Process, we sort, merge do the rest. Orders filled in A Week. 
and reclaim the valuable wool in all kinds of 
rugs, carpets and wool clothing—shred, scour, Week's Trial—Factory to You. If 
sterilize, picker, card, comb and bleach—then not delighted, send rugs back at our ex- 
redye, respin and weave on great power pense and we'll pay for your materials. 
looms into— Our 64th Year. Satisfaction guaranteed or 
—deep-textured, firmly-woven, seamless money back. Beware of Agents — order 
2-sided Broadloom Rugs that have won direct from OLSON RUG CO., Chicago, 
praise of editors and women everywhere. New York, San Francisco. 





Any Size You Want to fit ANY room, 66 Pages » 
stair or hall—sizes you can’t get elsewhere. of Rugs in Colors, 
rich NEW Designs, 
Model Rooms, De- 
corating Helps. 





Your Choice of 66 lovely, rich Early 
American — Oriental— Modern Texture pat- 


terns—popular Solid and T'wo-Tone Colors 
Tweedy Mixtures—Blends—Ovals. 


at Our Rrsk !/ 
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Mail this Handy Coupon or a 1c Postal to: 
OLSON RUG CO., Dept. G-11 
2800 N. Crawford Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Gentlemen:—Please mail your big, new, money- 
saving Book ‘Beautiful New Rugs from Old” 
and Surprise Offer to: 
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Address___- = "> Se See 







\ Ametic ab. 


i FINEST Low PRICED RUGS - 


Towle State 
COPYRIGHT, 1938, OLSON RUG CO, 


4 


the section of the country in which 
_ you live, your purchasing habits, your 
success in picking up bargains, the amount 
of food you grow at home, etc., affect each 
family’s food costs, we have omitted any 
specific reference to cost in our Guide or 
our five days’ meals. However, you can 
readily see that we have high-spotted 
most-for-your-money foods and dishes. 

And if, in making out your own daily 
menus, you will only plan several days 
ahead, using our Guide and the informa- 
tion in Dr. Eddy’s article as your measure; 
if you will only watch your markets and 
buy inexpensive foods in their season of 
plenty; if you will take advantage of sales 
in standard quality packaged products, 
and buy the larger and frequently cheaper 
package when convenient; if you will re- 
solve to have no thick parings of vegeta- 
bles, or discarding of wholesome leftovers; 
if you will use thrifty recipes, you will go 
a long way toward cutting down food costs 
in a safe and sane way. 

Now we'd like to go into a huddle with 
you and talk over some of the points in 
our daily guide for low-cost meals. 

Let’s take the milk allowance first. 
Don’t worry if some in your family will 
not drink it straight. Milk is just as nour- 
ishing in made dishes, and there are many 
delicious ways of disguising it. Then, too, 
you can use evaporated, rather than bot- 
tled, milk for some of this cooking and get 
the same food value for less money. 

So add milk rather than water to your 
gravies. Cook your cereals in milk. For 
lunch and supper serve milk-rich soups 
and chowders—such as baked-bean, split- 
pea (we like to add a few diced cooked car- 
rots), cream-of-tomato, or potato soups; 
corn, mixed vegetable, or fish chowders. 
Serve your vegetables, your salt codfish, 
canned salmon, or other flaked fish in sat- 
iny smooth cream sauce, or scallop them. 

Charm your family with such thrifty 


.__milk top-offs as Indian Pudding with 


- plump raisins or chopped prunes; creamy 
rice- or baked rice puddings, Spanish 
cream, smooth, jellylike vanilla, chocolate, 
or caramel blancmanges; delicate baked 
custards, bread puddings, or tapioca 
cream; rennet custard desserts in a vari- 
ety of flavors, or milk shakes of banana, 
orange, cocoa, or coffee. 

Don’t forget, either, that one-third 
pound of cheese will give the same nour- 
ishment to your family as 1 quart of milk. 
So when you serve cheese main dishes, 
or macaroni or rice and cheese, or cheese 
soups; when you sprinkle a few slices of 
cheese on top of soups such as tomato or 
vegetable; when you add it to cream sauce 
for your vegetables or fish, or to your 
vegetable or fruit salad bowls, or salad 
dressings; when you use it as a filling for 
sandwiches or as a spread for crackers to 
accompany the soup or dessert course— 
you are stepping up the milk quota. 

Next on our list are leafy, green, and 
yellow vegetables. Cabbage, spinach, kale, 
and lettuce in the leafy family; canned 
string beans, peas, and asparagus in the 
green family; and carrots, squash, and yel- 
low turnips in the yellow family should be 
good buys at this time of year for your 
low-cost meals. Later there will be such 
leafy, green, and yellow ones as dandelion, 
turnip, beet, and mustard greens, Swiss 
chard, Chinese cabbage, a variety of salad 
greens, string beans, peas, broccoli, green 
peppers, asparagus, pumpkin, and squash 
in market. 

In fresh, quick-frozen, or canned form 
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these may or may not be ones you can 
afford. You will have to shop around and 
see. 

But even if you have to stick to cabbage, 
carrots, spinach, lettuce, and a few other 
cheap leafy, green, and yellow vegetables 
pretty much all the year, you’re lucky. 
For if you'll turn back to Miss Fisher’s 
article on “That Raw Vegetable” in the 
September, 1938, issue, you'll find that she 
stars raw cabbage, carrots, spinach, and 
lettuce in all kinds of inexpensive salads. 

Then turn to our article “Does Your 
Family Like Vegetables?” in December, 
1938, and you'll find these same vegetables 
should be quickly cooked in a small 
amount of water to save their food value, 


* * * 


A DAILY GUIDE TO LOW-COST, 
HEALTHFUL MEALS 


What to Serve Each Day for Grownups 
and Children Over Five Years 


Milk: 
1 qt. for each child; 1 pt. for each adult 
daily—to drink or in cooked food. 
Evaporated or dried whole milk or 
cheese may replace part of the quota. 


Vegetables and Fruit: 


A leafy, green, or yellow-colored vege- 
table once a day, sometimes twice. 
Tomatoes, canned or fresh, or citrus fruit 
in season, daily if possible. 

Potatoes, sweet or white, frequently. 
One additional fresh or dried fruit, or 
an additional vegetable daily. 

Dried beans, peas, lentils, peanut butter, 
or nuts two or three times weekly. 


A Cereal Dish: 
Once a day, sometimes twice. This may 
include breakfast cereals, rice, maca- 
roni, spaghetti, etc., as well as flour and 
meal products. 


Bread or Crackers: 


At every meal—at least half of them 
whole grain. 


Eggs: 
Two or three weekly for adults; four or 
five for young children. A few extra in 
cooking. 


Meat, Fish, Poultry, or Cheese: 


Thre 2 to four times a week or oftener if 
combined with cereals listed above. 


Desserts: 


Once a day; fruits and milk puddings 
especially recommended. 


Fats: 


Butter or margarine and salad oil, 
vegetable shortenings, lard, salt pork, 
and bacon, as budget permits. 
Margarines reinforced with Vitamin A 
and D are now available. 


Sugars: 


Molasses, sugar, jellies, honey, and 
syrups may be used for sweetening. 


Plenty of drinking water 

To insure against vitamin-D deficiency, 
cod-liver oil or its equivalents in fish-oil 
concentrates or vit2min-D milk will be 
found helpful and beneficial. 


flavor, and color, and then served “as is” 
with a bit of unusual seasoning added or 
in partnership with another of the hum- 
ble vegetable family. You'll learn the im- 
portance of heating canned vegetables 
such as peas and string beans in their own 
liquor, too. You'll learn why quick- 
frozen vegetables are a good buy... 
Were you looking for vegetable ideas? ... 

A word about citrus fruits and tomatoes. 
For those most important vitamin-C rea- 
sons you should serve oranges, fresh or 
canned grapefruit, grapefruit juice, tan- 
gerines, tomato juice, or fresh or canned 
tomatoes each day. Oranges and other 
citrus fruits are reasonable, so you may 
be able to afford them frequently at 
breakfast, in salads, and for dessert. But 
if food money is scarce, make generous 
use of canned tomatoes in your daily 
cooking. Serve tomato soup, add toma- 
toes to your stews, to your vegetable, pea, 
potato, and other soups. Serve scalloped 
tomatoes or stewed tomatoes temptingly 
seasoned, add tomatoes to quick-cooked 
cabbage, combine them with cooked 
spinach in casserole form; serve them in 
jellied salads with crisp raw cabbage, 
diced leftover meat or fish; combine them 
with cooked dried limas, rice, or macaroni, 
etc., as main dishes. 

To round out the daily vegetable and 
fruit needs of the family, our guide calls 
for servings of white and sweet potatoes 
frequently if not daily. As for dried beans, 
dried peas, lentils, peanut*butter, or nuts, 
you should have no trouble in working 
them into the meal two or three times a 
week in the form of savory bean or pea 
soups with or without tomatoes, casserole 
combinations that become hearty treats, 
peanut-butter sandwiches, etc. And in se- 
lecting the additional fruit or vegetable 
required for each day’s meals, you have 
a wide choice of nourishing ones, fresh, 
canned, or dried, that are in tune with 
budget meals at this time of year: canned 
pineapple juice, bananas, apples, canned 
peaches, pineapple, or pears, dried prunes, 
apricots, or peaches; onions, parsnips, kohl- 
rabi, celery, canned corn, etc. 

In choosing cereals for low-cost meals, 
it is important to have part of them whole- 
grain products or vitamin-reinforced. 
Plan, too, to serve buttered rice, macaroni, 
and spaghetti frequently, in place of po- 
tatoes, in soups, or as a p2rtner to meat or 
fish in casserole main dishes. 

In buying your eggs, remember brown 
eggs are just as good a food as white, and 
don’t pay a premium for one or the other. 

It is poor economy to buy low-grade 
bargain meats for your budget meals. The 
less popular cuts of high-grade branded 
meats will give you better results and have 
better flavor than a tenderloin or rib cut 
from low-grade meat. So look for -the 
Government inspector’s purple stamp, 
which assures wholesomeness, and a na- 
tional meat packer’s brend name, which 
guarantees quality, wren you buy such 
inexpensive yet flavorful cuts as flank, 
rump, shoulder, chuck, and breast. 

And don’t forget to get the most out of 
your refrigerator and range in meal budg- 
eting. Check over the menus of today and 
tomorrow and get as much of their prep- 
aration done as you can in the morning 
hours. Your refrigerator will take care of 
these until you need to give them the fin- 
ishing touches. Still another advantage in 
planning’ meals ahead is that some of the 
dishes for next day’s meals can be baked 
while you are using your oven. 











For thrifty dishes, tested and approved in the Institute’s kitchens, send for our new bulletin. “Delicious and Thrifty Dishes 


For Cutting Meal Costs Safely,” price 10¢. Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 


57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 
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Joey. If you had looked close you would 
have seen that now and then a double 
wrinkle would appear between Jo’s eyes 
—a wrinkle that had no business there at 
twenty-seven. Then Jo’s mother died, 
leaving him handicapped by a death-bed 
promise, the three sisters and a three- 
story-and-basement house on Calumet 
Avenue. Jo’s wrinkle became a fixture. 

Death-bed promises should be broken 
as lightly as they are seriously made. The 
dead have no right to lay their clammy 
fingers upon the living. 

“Joey,” she had said, in her high, thin 
voice, “take care of the girls.” 

“T will, Ma,” Jo had choked. 

“Joey,” and the voice was weaker, 
‘promise me you won't marry till the girls 
are all provided for.” Then as Joe had 
hesitated, appalled: “Joey, it’s my dying 
wish. Promise!” 

“I pzomise, Ma,” he had said. 

Whereupon his mother died, comfort- 
ably, leaving him with a completely ruined 
life. 

They were not bad-looking girls, and 
they had a certain style, too. That is, Stell 
and Eva had. Carrie, the middle one, 
taught school over on the West Side. In 
those days it took her almost two hours 
each way. She said the kind of costume 
she required should have been corrugated 
steel. But all three knew what was being 
worn, and they wore it—or fairly faithful 
copies of it. Eva, the housekeeping sister, 
had a needle knack. She could skim the 
State Street windows and come away with 
a mental photograph of every separate 
tuck, hem, yoke, and ribbon. Heads of 
departments showed her the things they 
kept in drawers, and she went home and 
reproduced them with the aid of a two- 
dollar-a-day seamstress. Stell, the young- 
est, was the beauty. They called her Babe. 
She wasn’t really a beauty, but some one 
had once told her that she looked like 
Janice Meredith (it was when that work 
of fiction was at the height of its popu- 
larity). For years afterward, whenever 
she went to parties, she affected a single, 
fat curl over her right shoulder, with a 
rose stuck through it. 

Twenty-three years ago one’s sisters did 
not strain at the household leash, nor crave 
a career. Carrie taught school, and hated 
it. Eva kept house expertly and com- 
plainingly. Babe’s profession was being 
the family beauty, and it took all her 
spare time. Eva always let her sleep until 
ten. 

This was Jo’s household, and he was the 
nominal head of it. But it was an empty 
title. The three women dominated his life. 
They weren’t consciously selfish. If you 
had called them cruel they would have put 
you down as mad. When you are the lone 
brother of three sisters, it means that you 
must constantly be calling for, escorting, 
or dropping one of them somewhere. Most 
men of Jo’s age were standing before their 
mirror of a Saturday night, whistling 
blithely and abstractedly while they dis- 
carded a blue polka-dot for a maroon tie, 
whipped off the maroon for a shot-silk, 
and at the last moment decided against the 
shot-silk in favor of a plain black-and- 
white, because she had once said she pre- 
ferred quiet ties. Jo, when he should have 
been preening his feathers for conquest, 
was Saying: 

“Well, my God, I am hurrying! Give a 
man time, can’t you? I just got home. You 
girls have been laying around the house 
all day. No wonder you're ready.” 

He took a certain pride in seeing his 
sisters well dressed, at a time when he 
should have been reveling in fancy waist- 
coats and brilliant-hued socks, according 
to the style of that day, and the inalienable 
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The Gay Old Dog 
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right of any unwed male under thirty, in 
any day. On those rare occasions when his 
business necessitated an out-of-town trip, 
he would spend half a day floundering 
about the shops selecting handkerchiefs, 
or stockings, or feathers, or fans, or gloves 
for the girls. They always turned out to 
be the wrong kind, judging by their re- 
ception. 

From Carrie, “What in the world do I 
want of a fan!” 

“I thought you didn’t have one,” Jo 
would say. 

“I haven’t. I never go to dances.” 

Jo would pass a futile hand over the 
top of his head, as was his way when dis- 
turbed. “I just thought you’d like one. I 
thought every girl liked a fan. Just,” 
feebly, “just to—to have.” 

“Oh, for pity’s sake!” 

And from Eva or Babe, “I’ve got silk 
stockings, Jo.” Or, “You brought me hand- 
kerchiefs the last time.” 

There was something selfish in his giv- 


SILENCE 
By Jane Sayre 


IN SILENCE comes all loveliness: 
The dawn is ever still. 
No noise accompanies the dew 
That glistens on the hill. 


THE sunrise slips up quietly. 
The moon is never heard, 
And love that animates the eyes 
Surpasses any word. 


AND prayer is best in solitude... 


It seems so very odd : 


That, long before, I did not know 
In silence I'd find God. 


ing, as there always is in any gift freely 
and joyfully made. They never suspected 
the exquisite pleasure it gave him to select 
these things; these fine, soft, silken things. 
There were many things about this slow- 
going, amiable brother of theirs that they 
never suspected. If you had told them he 
was a dreamer of dreams, for example, 
they would have been amused. Sometimes, 
dead-tired by nine o’clock, after a hard 
day downtown, he would doze over the 
evening paper. At intervals he would 
wake, red-eyed, to a snatch of conversa- 
tion such as, “Yes, but if you get a blue 
you can wear it anywhere. It’s dressy, and 
at the same time it’s quiet, too.” Eva, the 
expert, wrestling with Carrie over the 
problem of the new spring dress. They 
never guessed that the commonplace man 
in the frayed old smoking-jacket had ban- 
ished them all from the room long ago; 
had banished himself, for that matter. In 
his place was a tall, debonair, and rather 
dangerously handsome man to whom six 
o’clock spelled evening clothes. The kind 
of man who can lean up against a mantel, 
or propose a toast, or give an order to a 
man-servant, or whisper a gallant speech 
in a lady’s ear with equal ease. The shabby 
old house on Calumet Avenue was trans- 
formed into a brocaded. and chandeliered 
rendezvous for the brilliance of the city. 
Beauty was here, and wit. But none so 
beautiful and witty as she. Mrs.—er—Jo 
Hertz. There was wine, of course; but no 
vulgar display. There was music; the soft 


sheen of satin; laughter. And he was the 
gracious, tactful host, king of his own 
domain— 

“Jo, for heaven’s sake, if you’re going 
to snore go to bed!” 

“Why—did I fall asleep?” 

“You haven’t been doing anything else 
all evening. A person would think you 
were fifty instead of thirty.” 

And Jo Hertz was again just the dull, 
grey, commonplace brother of three well- 
meaning sisters. 

Babe used to say petulantly, “Jo, why 
don’t you ever bring home any of your 
men friends? A girl might as well not have 
any brother, all the good you do.” 

Jo, conscience-stricken, did his best to 
make amends. But a man who has been 
petticoat-ridden for years loses the knack, 
somehow, of comradeship with men. He 
acquires, too, a knowledge of women, and 
a distaste for them, equalled only, perhaps, 
by that of an elevator-starter in a depart- 
ment store. 

Which brings us to one Sunday in May. 
Jo came home from a late Sunday after- 
noon walk to find company for supper. 
Carrie often had in one of her school- 
teacher friends, or Babe one of her friv- 
olous intimates, or even Eva a staid guest 
of the old-girl type. There was always a 
Sunday night supper of potato salad, and 
cold meat, and coffee, and perhaps a fresh 
cake. Jo rather enjoyed it, being a hos- 
pitable soul. But he regarded the guests 
with the undazzled eyes of aman to whom 
they were just so many petticoats, timid 
of the night streets and requiring escort 
home. If you had suggested to him that 
some of his sisters’ popularity was due to 
his own presence, or if you had hinted 
that the more kittenish of these visitors 
were probably making eyes at him, he 
would have stared in amazement and un- 
belief. ; 

This Sunday night it turned out to be 
one of Carrie’s friends. 

: “Emily,” said Carrie, “this is my brother, 
oO. 

Jo had learned what to expect in Car- 
rie’s friends. Drab-looking women in the 
late thirties, whose facial lines all slanted 
downward. 

“Happy to meet you,” said Jo, and looked 
down at a different sort altogether. A most 
surprisingly different sort, for one of Car- 
rie’s friends. This Emily person was very 
small, and fluffy, and blue-eyed, and sort. 
of—well, crinkly looking. You know. The 
corners of her mouth when she smiled, 
and her eyes when she looked up at you, 
and her hair, which was brown, but had 
the miraculous effect, somehow, of being 
golden. : 

Jo shook hands with her. Her hand was 
incredibly small, and soft, so that you were 
afraid of crushing it, until you discovered 
she had a firm little grip all her own. It 
surprised and amused you, that grip, as 
does a baby’s unexpected clutch on your 
patronizing forefinger. As Jo felt it in his © 
own big clasp, the strangest thing hap- 
pened to him. Something inside Jo Hertz 
stopped working for a moment, then 
lurched sickeningly, then thumped like 
mad. It was his heart. He stood staring 
down at her, and she up at him, until the 
others laughed. Then their hands fell apart, 
lingeringly. 

ae you a school-teacher, Emily?” he 
said. 

“Kindergarten. It’s my first year. And 
don’t call me Emily, please.” 

“Why not? It’s your name. I think it’s 
the prettiest name in the world.” Which 
he hadn’t meant to say at all. In fact, he 
was perfectly aghast to find himself say- 
ing it. But he meant it. 

At supper he passed her things, and 
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We want you to try Pillsbury’s Best — 
because we know you'll prefer it. 


When you find how it improves the qual- 
ity of the simplest baked foods — when 
you discover how truly economical it is to 
use... you'll never want to use any other 
flour. So — to reward you for trying this 
fine flour— we’re making these extremely 
low prices on superb, heavy, precision- 
made CAST aluminum kitchen ware. 


Why Pillsbury’s Best Should Be 


Your Family Flour— 


First, Pillsbury’s Best is made from a 
blend of wheats, ‘‘balanced’’ to work 
perfectly for all baking. 


Second, Pillsbury’s Best is made from the 
finest wheats — and its high quality 
shows up particularly in simple, every- 
day foods like bread, biscuits, pies, and 
plain cakes. 


Third, Pillsbury’s Best is economical. It 
costs only about 4c more per recipe to 
‘use Pillsbury’s Best than to use a cheap 
flour — and this 6c is more than saved 
by freedom from baking failures. 
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Sturdy, precision-finished, heavy CAST 
aluminum kitchen ware —an unusual 
bargain at these prices. Not ordinary 
aluminum — not cheap, second-grade, 
light-weight cast aluminum — but well- 
made, heavy ware, guaranteed by Na- 
tional Pressure Cooker Company. 


How to Get It— 


Cut two Pillsbury’s Stars from recipe 
folders packed in bags of Pillsbury’s Best 
Flour. Send them, with name of item 
you select, your own name and address, 
and the proper amount of money (cash, 
check or money order, NOT STAMPS) to 
Pillsbury Flour, Dept. 5, Minneapolis, 
Minn. Your aluminum will be sent im- 
mediately, postpaid. We know you will 
want more than one piece — most likely 
you will want the whole, beautiful, 
matched set. If so, send two Pillsbury’s 
Stars for each of the pieces, together with 
the proper amount of money. START A 
SET TODAY! 


This offer expires April 30, 1939. Offer 
good only in U. S. A. 
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Sturdy cast aluminum skillet, 
1014-in. size; cool, sturdy handle. 
Similar ware advertised at $2.85. 
Your price... 


$1.0 







plus two Pillsbury’s 
Stars from recipe folders 
in Pillsbury’s Best Flour. 


Sturdy cast a'tuminum pancake 
griddle, 1054-in. size; cool, sturd 
handle. Similar ware advertised a. 
$2.75. Your price... 


plus two Pilisbury’s 
$1.00 Stars from recipe folders 
in Pillsbury’s Best Flour. 















Sturdy cast aluminum Dutch oven, 
5-qt. size; vapor-tight, precision- 
fitting cover, and trivet. For top- 
stove roastin and ‘‘waterless’’ 
cooking. Similar ware advertised 
at $5.85. Your price... 


$2.5 plus two Pillsbury’s 






Stars from recipe folders 
in Pillsbury’s Best Flour. 
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| BILLSBURY’S BEST FLO 


CAST ALUMINUM FOR “WATERLESS” COOKING 
Saves Fuel... Saves Food... Lasts a Lifetime! 


With cast aluminum, you cook with a very low 
flame, and you can do roasting as well as usual 
food-preparing on top of the stove. This saves 
fuel. Also, you save on replacements .. . cast 
aluminum is practically everlasting. It is easily 
kept clean and glistening. And even more im- 
portant, you get more out of your food, because 
there’s little waste in ‘‘waterless’’ cooking. Food 
authorities say ‘‘waterless’’ cooking is the 
perfect method — as it reduces loss of valuable 
vitamins and minerals, which are carried off in 


the water in ordinary cooking. 
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stared, until everybody laughed again, 
a Eva said acidly, “Why don’t you feed 
er? 

It wasn’t that Emily had an air of help- 
lessness. She just made you feel you 
wanted her to be helpless, so that you 
could help her. 

Jo took her home, and from that Sunday 
night he began to strain at the leash. He 
| | took his sisters out, dutifully, but he would 
3 || suggest, with a carelessness that deceived 

i} no one, “Don’t you want one of your girl 

|| friends to come along? That little What’s- 
| | her-name—Emily, or something. So long’s 
|| ’'ve got three of you, I might as well have 
j/a full squad.” 
For a long time he didn’t know what 
1} was the matter with him. He only knew 
he was miserable, and yet happy. Some- 
times his heart seemed to ache with an 
actual physical ache. He realized that he 
wanted to do things for Emily. He wanted 
to buy things for Emily—useless, pretty, 
expensive things that he couldn’t afford. 
He wanted to buy everything that Emily 
||needed, and everything that Emily de- 
sired. He wanted to marry Emily. That 
was it. He discovered that one day, with 
a shock, in the midst of a transaction in 
the harness business. He stared at the man 
with whom he was dealing until that star- 
tled person grew uncomfortable. 

“What’s the matter, Hertz?” 

“Matter?” 

“You look as if you’d seen a ghost or 
found a gold mine. I don’t know which.” 

“Gold mine,” said Jo. And then, “No. 
Ghost.” 

For he remembered that high, thin voice, 
and his promise. And the harness business 
was slithering downhill with dreadful 
rapidity, as the automobile business began 
its amazing climb. Jo tried to stop it. But 
he was not that kind of business man. It 
never occurred to him to jump out of the 
down-going vehicle and catch the up- 
going one. He stayed on, vainly applying 
brakes that refused to work. 

“You know, Emily, I couldn’t support 
two households now. Not the way_ things 
are. But if you'll wait. If you'll only wait. 
The girls might—that is, Babe and Car- 
rie— 

She was a sensible little thing, Emily. 
“Of course I'll wait. But we mustn’t just 
sit back and let the years go by. We’ve 
got to help.” 

She went about it as if she were already 
a little match-making matron. She cor- 
ralled all the men she had ever known and 
introduced them to Babe, Carrie, and Eva 
separately, in pairs, and en masse. She ar- 
ranged parties at which Babe could dis- 
play the curl. She got up picnics. She 
stayed home while Jo took the three about. 
When she was present she tried to look 
as plain and obscure as possible, so that 
the sisters should show up to advantage. 
She schemed, and planned, and contrived, 
and hoped; and smiled into Jo’s despair- 
ing eyes. . 


The pure taste of Sterling Salt brought a new appreciation of salt quality 
to millions of homes. Sterling Salt tastes pure because it is pure, refined 
especially for home use, and steam-sterilized. 

If your husband were in the business of packing fine foods he would 
tell you how right you are to use only highest quality salt. Great food 
producers select salt by scientific laboratory tests. Certainly when salt 

sone eee iS to be used for consumption 
T ON SIDE in the home, it is important that 
the housewife select it carefully. 
Sterling Salt is highest quality 
—grade and purity are guarded 
by the International Salt Research 
Laboratory. It has a clean, and 
appetizing taste. It is pure. It 
costs no more to have this high 
quality salt in your home. Merely 
ask your grocer for Sterling Salt 
by name. International Salt Com- 
pany, Inc., Scranton, Pa., and 
New York, N. Y. 


IODIZED or PLAIN 








AND three years went by. Three pre- 
cious years. Carrie still taught school, 
and hated it. Eva kept house, more and 
more complainingly as prices advanced 
and allowance retreated. Stell was still 
Babe, the family beauty; but even she 
knew that the time was past for curls. 
Emily’s hair, somehow, lost its glint and 
began to look just plain brown. Her 
crinkliness began to iron out. 

“Now, look here!” Jo argued, desper- 
ately, one night. “We could be happy, any- 
way. There’s plenty of room at the house. 
Lots of people begin that way. Of course, 
I couldn’t give you all I'd like to, at first. 
But maybe, after a while—” 

No dreams of salons, and brocade, and 
velvet-footed servitors, and satin damask 
now. Just two rooms, all their own, all 
alone, and Emily to work for. That was 
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his dream. But it seemed less possible than | 


that other absurd one had been. 

You know that Emily was as practical 
a little thing as she looked fluffy. She knew 
women. Especially did she know Eva, and 
Carrie, and Babe. She tried to imagine 
herself taking the household affairs and 
the housekeeping pocketbook out of Eva’s 
expert hands. Eva had once displayed to 


her a sheaf of aigrettes she had bought | 


with what she saved out of the house- | 


keeping money. So then she tried to pic- 
ture herself allowing the reins of Jo’s 
house to remain in Eva’s hands. And 


everything feminine and normal in her | 


rebelled. Emily knew she’d want to put | 


away her own freshly laundered linen, 
and smooth it, and pat it. She was that 
kind of woman. She knew she’d want to 
do her own delightful haggling with 
butcher and vegetable pedlar. She knew 
she’d want to muss Jo’s hair, and sit on 
his knee, and even quarrel with him, if 
necessary, without the awareness of three 
ever-present pairs of maiden eyes and 
ears. 

“No! No. We’d only be miserable. I 
know. Even if they didn’t object. And 
they would, Jo. Wouldn’t they?” 

His silence was miserable assent. Then, 
“But you do love me, don’t you, Emily?” 

“I do, Jo. I love you—and love you—and 
love you. But, Jo, I—can’t.” 

“IT know it, dear. I knew it all the time, 


really. I just thought, maybe, somehow—” | . 


The two sat staring for a moment into 
space, their hands clasped. Then they both 
shut their eyes, with a little shudder, as 
though what they saw was terrible to look 
upon. Emily’s hand, the tiny hand that 
was so unexpectedly firm, tightened its 
hold on his, and his crushed the absurd 
fingers until she winced with pain. 

That was the beginning of the end, and 
they knew it. 

Emily wasn’t the kind of girl who would 


be left to pine. There are too many Jo’s in | @ 


the worla whose hearts are prone to lurch | 


and then thump at the feel of a soft, fiut- 
tering, incredibly smal] hand in their grip. 
One year later Emily was married to a 


young man whose father owned a large, | 


pie-shaped slice of the prosperous state | A 


of Michigan. 


cee being safely accomplished, there J 


was something grimly humorous in the 


trend taken by affairs in the old house on | 


Calumet. For Eva married. Of all people, | 


Eva! Married well, too, though he was a 
great deal older than she. She went off 
in a hat she had copied from a French 
model at Field’s, and a suit she had con- 
trived with a home dressmaker, aided by 
pressing on the part of the little tailor in 


the basement over on Thirty-first Street. | 
It was the last of that, though. The next 


time they saw her, she had on a hat that 
even she would have despaired of copying, 
and a suit that sort of melted into your 
gaze. She moved to the North Side (trust 
Eva for that), and Babe assumed the man- 
agement of the household on Calumet 
Avenue. It was rather a pinched little 
household now, for the harness business 
shrank and shrank. 

“T don’t see how you can except me to 
keep house decently on this!” Babe would 
say contemptuously. Babe’s nose, always 
a little inclined to sharpness, had whittled 
down to a point of late. “If you knew what 
Ben gives Eva.” 

“Tt’s the best I can do, Sis. Business is 
something rotten.” 

“Ben says if you had the least bit of—” 
Ben was Eva’s husband, and quotable, as 
are all successful men. 

“J don’t care what Ben says,” shouted 


Jo, goaded into rage. “I’m sick of your |} 
everlasting Ben. Go and get a Ben of your | 


own, why don’t you, if you’re so stuck 
on the way he does things.” 

















eats 


Seeing is Believing — 
IRIUM* Puts a PLUS in 
PEPSODENT TOOTH PASTE 


Only Pepsodent Tooth Paste 
contains [RIUM to keep teeth well-groomed 
—to give you new confidence, new poise! 


@ If you want to see your teeth more radiant, naturally 
bright and gleaming . . . start in today with Pepsodent 
Tooth Paste containing RIUM. Never before has there 
been so effective a cleansing ingredient in amy tooth 
paste —that’s why Pepsodent is your assurance of well- 
groomed teeth — new confidence, new poise! 

See for yourself, as millions have, how quickly Pep- 
sodent Tooth Paste plus IRIUM brushes away unsightly 
surface-stains! That means a smile that makes others 
take notice! 

Pepsodent Tooth Paste can do more because IRIUM is 
a newly discovered cleansing ingredient that’s more 
effective !Y et Pepsodent Tooth Paste with IRIUM is velvety 
soft—it’s S-A-F-E! ... Contains No Grit— No Bleach — No 
Drugs— No Pumice! Buy a tube of Pepsodent today! 


*Registered Trade Mark for Pepsodent’s 
special brand of Purified Alkyl Suifate 
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WIND-WARY 


Enjoy the winds of winter but guard your skin against its 
woes the Elizabeth Arden way. Keep it soft and exquisitely 
smooth. Use one of Miss Arden’s powder foundations. For 
general use, she advises Lille de France, $2.00. For normal 
skin, Amoretta, $1.00 and $2.00. For dry or older skins, 
Ultra Amoretta, $1.00 and $2.00. For oily skin, Lille Lotion, 
$1.50. For active sports, Protecta Cream, $1.50 to $3.00. 
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EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





And Babe did. She made a last desperate 
drive, aided by Eva, and she captured a 
rather surprised young man in the broker- 
age way, who had made up his mind not 
to marry for years and years. Eva wanted 
to give her her wedding things, but at 
that Jo broke into sudden rebellion. 

“No, sir! No Ben is going to buy my sis- 
ter’s wedding clothes, understand? I guess 
I’m not broke—yet. I’ll furnish the money 
for her things, and there’ll be enough of 
them, too.” 

Babe had as useless a trousseau, and as 
filled with extravagant pink-and-blue and 
lacy and frilly things as any daughter of 
doting parents. Jo seemed to find a grim 
pleasure in providing them. But it left him 
pretty well pinched. After Babe’s mar- 
riage (she insisted that they call her Es- 
telle now) Jo sold the house on Calumet. 
He and Carrie took one of those little flats 
that were springing up, seemingly over 
night, all through Chicago’s South Side. 

There was nothing domestic about Car- 
rie. She had given up teaching two years 
before, and had gone into Social Service 
work on the West Side. She had what is 
known as a legal mind—hard, clear, or- 
derly—and she made a great success of it. 
Her dream was to live at the Settlement 
House and give all her time to the work. 
Upon the little household she bestowed a 
certain amount of grim, capable attention. 
It was the same kind of attention she 
would have given a piece of machinery 
whose oiling and running had been en- 
trusted to her care. She hated it, and didn’t 
hesitate to say so. 

Jo took to prowling about department 
store basements, and household goods sec- 
tions. He was always sending home a bar- 
gain in a ham, or a sack of potatoes, or 
fifty pounds of sugar, or a window clamp, 
or a new kind of paring knife. He was for- 
ever doing odd little jobs that the janitor 
should have done. It was the domestic in 
him claiming its own. 


pee one night, Carrie came home with 
a dull glow in her leathery cheeks, and 
her eyes alight with resolve. They had 
what she called a plain talk. 

“Listen, Jo. They’ve offered me the job 
of first assistant resident worker. And ’m 
going to take it. Take it! I know fifty other 
girls who'd give their ears for it. I go in 
next month.” 

They were at dinner. Jo looked up from 
his plate, dully. Then he glanced around 
the little dining room, with its ugly tan 
walls and its heavy, dark furniture (the 
Calumet Avenue pieces fitted cumber- 
somely into the five-room flat). 

“Away? Away from here, you mean— 
to live?” . 

Carrie laid down her fork. “Well, really, 
Jo! After all that explanation.” 

“But to go over there to live! Why, that 
neighbourhood’s full of dirt, and disease, 
and crime, and the Lord knows what all. 
I can’t let you do that, Carrie.” 

Carrie’s chin came up. She laughed a 
short little laugh. “Let me! That’s eight- 
eenth-century talk, Jo. My life’s my own 
to live. I’m going.” 

And she went. 

Jo stayed on in the apartment until the 
lease was up. Then he sold what furniture 
he could, stored or gave away the rest, and 
took a room on Michigan Avenue in one 
of the old stone mansions whose decayed 
splendour was being put to such purpose. 

Jo Hertz was his own master. Free to 
marry. Free to come and go. And he found 
he didn’t even think of marrying. He didn’t 
even want to come or go, particularly. A 
rather frumpy old bachelor, with thinning 
hair and thickening neck. Much has been 
written about the unwed middle-aged 
woman; her fussiness, her primness, her 
angularity of mind and body. In the male 
that same fussiness develops, and a cer- 


jtain primness, too. But he grows flabby | 


where she grows lean. 

Every Thursday evening he took dinner | 
at Eva’s, and on Sunday - noon at Stell’s. 
He tucked his napkin under his chin and 
cpenly enjoyed the home-made soup and 
the well-cooked meats. After dinner he 


ried to talk business with Eva’s husband, | 
or Stell’s. His business talks were the old- | 


fashioned kind, beginning: 


“Well, now, looka here. Take, f’rinstance, | 


your raw hides and leathers.” 

But Ben and George didn’t want to 
“take, frinstance, your raw hides and 
leathers.” They wanted, when they took 
anything at all, to take golf, or politics or 
stocks. They were the modern type of 
business man who prefers to leave his 
work out of his play. Business, with them, 
was a profession—a finely graded and bal- 
anced thing, differing from Jo’s clumsy, 
downhill style as completely as does the 
method of a great criminal detective differ 
from that of a village constable. They 


would listen, restively, and say, “Uh-uh,” | 
at intervals, and at the first chance they | 
would sort of fade out of the room, with | 
a meaning glance at their wives. Eva had | 
They treated | 
Uncle Jo with good-natured tolerance. | 


two children now. Girls. 
Stell had no children. Uncle Jo degen- 
erated, by almost imperceptible degrees, 
from the position of honored guest, who 
is served with white meat, to that of one 
who is content with a leg and one of those 
obscure and bony sections which, after 
much turning with a bewildered and in- 
vestigating knife and fork, leave one baf- 
fled and unsatisfied. 


Eva and Stell got together and decided | 


that Jo ought to marry. 


“It isn’t natural,” Eva told him. “I never | 


saw a man who took so litile interest in 
women.” 

“Me!” 
“Women!” 


‘protested Jo, almost shyly. 


“Yes. Of course. You act like a fright- | 


ened schoolboy.” 


O THEY had in for dinner certain | 


friends and acquaintances of fitting 
age. They spoke of them as “splendid 
girls.” Between thirty-six and forty. They 


talked awfully well, in a firm, clear way, | 


zbout civics, and classes, and politics, and 
economics, and boards. They rather terri- 


fied Jo. He didn’t understand much that | 
they talked about, and he felt humbly in- | 
ferior, and yet a little resentful, as if some- 


thing had passed him by. He escorted them 
home, dutifully, though they told him not 








to bother, and they evidently meant it. | 


They seemed capable, not only of going 


home quite unattended, but of delivering | 


a pointed lecture to any highwayman or | 


brawler who might molest them. 


The following Thursday Eva would say, | 


“How did you like her, Jo?” 
“Like who?” Jo would spar feebly. 
“Miss Matthews.” 
“Who's she?” 


“Now, don’t be funny, Jo. You know | 


very well I mean the girl who was here 
for dinner. The one who talked so well 
on the emigration question.” 

“Oh, her! Why, I liked her all right. 
Seems to be a smart woman.’ 


“Smart! She’s a perfectly splendid girl.” | 


“Sure,” Jo would agree cheerfully. 
“But didn’t you like her?’ 





“IT can’t say I did, Eve. And I can’t say I . 
didn’t. She made me think a lot of a| 


teacher I had in the fifth reader. Name of 


Himes. As I recall her, she must have been | 


a fine woman. But I never thought of her 


as a woman at all. She was just Teacher.” | 


“You m:ke me tired,” 
patiently. 
expect to marry a girl, do you? 


snapped Eva im- 
“A man of your age. You don’t 
A child!” 


“I don’t expect to marry anybody,” Jo | 


had answered. And that was the truth, 
lonely though he often was. 






| i. gir 
Yes | 





od 









“T’ve become pretty skeptical about 
stockings. When I shop, I usually 
put the salesgirls through a thor- 
ough questioning. They didn’t like 
wit....until I 
q _ visited a Berk- 


“shire store.” 


“When I asked this salesgirl if 
Berkshire Stockings were flatter- 
ingly sheer, she said, definitely, 
‘Oh, yes !’ When I inquired if they 
had longer wear, she replied, 
‘Yes, indeed !’ She seemed so sure, 
that I became hopeful that these 
might be my brand of stockings. 


Cautiously, I 
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Look for one of these seals on each pair of Berkshire 
Stockings, identifying them as 2, 3, or 4-thread. 


BERKSHIRE 


STOCKINGS 


Ask for BERKTWIST, Berkshire’s sheerer crepes 


“They were my stockings! They 
suit every requirement: extra 
sheerness, extra wear, extra elas- 
ticity, extra reinforcements. 
4 “& Now that sales- 

aad’ girl has my 
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B-L AUN K ET S 
W: borrowed Mother Nature’s way 


of keeping furry animals warm 
in winter: by means of a second, fluffy, 
undercoat called “Pelage”. Our ex- 
clusive ‘“‘Pelage Process’’, gives 
Esmond Blankets an extra undernap 
that almost doubles warmth, yet 
eliminates needless weight. That’s 
why you sleep so soundly—and wake 
so brightly under your downy 
Esmond. See the new Esmonds today 
in the new decorator colors at better 
department stores. 


Send for Free Book 


“Good Morning—or is it?”, beautifully 
illustrated guide to refreshing sleep. 


In U.S.: The Esmond Mills, Esmond, R. I. 
In Canada: The Esmond Mills, Ltd., Granby, Quebec. 




























HERE'S HOW YOUR 
MAKE-UP CAN STAY 
LOVELY ALWAYS. THIS 
WONDERFUL POWD’‘R-— 
BASE STICK KEEPS IT 
VELVETY-SMOOTH 
UNTIL REMOVED/ 


,POWD’'R-BASE holds 
‘powder and make-up till 
removed. No nose shine; 
non-greasy; waterproof. 
Velvety, flattering. 


Rachelle, Flesh, Brunette and 
3 Rouge Tones. 10c-25c-50c-$1. 


De 


he aldo 


New York 


SOCIAL CALLS 
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Earn Extra 
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Dollars easily. Take orders from 


')( \friends and others for evacginy Greetin 


Card Boxed Assortments. Birthday, Get-Well, 
Easter, Sympathy, and other greeting cards. New 
Humorous Assortment—big seller! Also Personal 
Stationery. Wwiprices: big profits for you. No 
experience pee. Write today for uveryday 
Assortment and Stationery samples Free! 
WALLACE BROWN, Inc., Dept. B-8 
225 Fifth Ave. New York, N. Yo 


EVERY product 
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The following spring Eva moved to Win- 
netka. Any one who got the meaning of 
the Loop knows the significance of a move 
to a north-shore suburb, and a house. 
Eva’s daughter, Ethel, was growing up, 
and her mother had an eye on society. 

That did away with Jo’s Thursday din- 
ner. Then Stell’s husband bought a car. 
They went out into the country every 
Sunday. Stell said it was getting so that 
maids objected to Sunday dinners, any- 
way. Besides, they were unhealthy, old- 
fashioned things. They always meant to 
ask Jo to come along, but by the time their 
friends were placed, and the lunch, and 
the boxes, and sweaters, and George’s 
camera, and everything, there seemed to 
be no room for a man of Jo’s bulk. So that 
eliminated the Sunday dinners. 

“Just drop in any time during the week,” 
Stell said, “for dinner. Except Wednesday 
—that’s our bridge night—and Saturday. 
And, of course, Thursday. Cook is out that 
night. Don’t wait for me to phone.” 

And so Jo drifted into that sad-eyed, 


‘dyspeptic family made up of those you see 


dining in second-rate restaurants, their 
paper propped up against the bowl of 
oyster crackers, munching solemnly and 
with indifference to the stare of the 
passer-by surveying them through the 
brazen plate-glass window. 

And then came the War. The war that 
spelled death and destruction to millions. 
The war that brought a fortune to Jo 
Hertz, and transformed him, over night, 


from a baggy-kneed old bachelor, whose | 


business was a failure, to a prosperous 
manufacturer whose only trouble was the 
shortage in hides for the making of his 
product—leather! The armies of Europe 
called for it. Harness! More harnesses! 
Straps! Millions of straps. More! More! 

The musty old harness business over on 
Lake Street was magically changed from 
a dust-covered, dead-alive concern to an 
orderly hive that hummed and glittered 
with success. Orders poured in. Jo Hertz 
had inside information 6n the War. He 
knew about troops and horses. He talked 
with French and English and Italian buy- 
ers—noblemen, many of them—commis- 
sioned by their countries to get American- 
made supplies. And now, when he said to 
Ben or George, “Take f’rinstance your raw 
hides and leathers,” they listened with re- 
spectful attention. 


AS then began the gay-dog business in 
the life of Jo Hertz. He developed into 
a Loop-hound, ever keen on the scent of 
fresh pleasure. That side of Jo Hertz which 
had been repressed and crushed and ig- 
nored began to bloom, unhealthily. At first 
he spent money on his rather contemptu- 
ous nieces. He sent them gorgeous fans, 
and watch bracelets, and velvet bags. He 
took two expensive rooms at a downtown 
hotel, and there was something more tear- 
compelling than grotesque about the way 
he gloated over the luxury of a separate 
ice-water tap in the bathroom. He ex- 
plained it. 

“Just turn it on. Ice-water! Any hour 
of the day or night.” 

He bought a car. Naturally. A glittering 
affair; in colour a bright blue, with pale 
blue leather straps and a great deal of 
gold fittings, and wire wheels. Eva said 
it was the kind of thing a soubrette would 
use, rather than an elderly business man. 
You saw him driving about in it, red-faced 
and rather. awkward at the wheel. You 
saw him, too, in the Pompeian*room at 
the Congress Hotel of a Saturday after- 
noon when doubtful and roving-eyed 
matrons in kolinsky capes are wont to 
congregate to sip pale amber drinks. Ac- 
tors grew to recognize the semi-bald head 
and the shining, round, good-natured face 
looming out at them from the dim well of 
the parquet, and sometimes, in a musical 
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show, they directed a quip at him, and 
he liked it. He could pick out the critics 
as they came down the aisle, and even had 
a nodding acquaintance with two of them. 

“Kelly, of the Herald,’ he would say 
carelessly. “Bean, of the Trib. They’re all 
afraid of him.” 

So he frolicked, ponderously. In New 
York he might have been called a Man 
About Town. 

And he was lonesome. He was very 
lonesome. So he searched about in his 
mind and brought from the dim past the 
memory of the luxuriously furnished es- 
tablishment of which he used to dream in 
the evening when he dozed over his paper 
in the old house on Calumet. So he rented 
an apartment, many-roomed and expen- 
sive, with a man-servant in charge, and 
furnished it in styles and periods ranging 
through all the Louises. The living room 
was mostly rose colour. It was like an un- 
healthy and bloated boudoir. And yet 
there was nothing sybaritic or uncleanly 
in the sight of this paunchy, middle-aged 
man sinking into the rosy-cushioned lux- 
ury of his ridiculous home. It was a frank 
and naive indulgence of long-starved 
senses, and there was in it a great resem- 
blance to the rolling-eyed ecstasy of a 
schoolboy smacking his lips over an all- 
day sucker. 

The War went on, and on, and on. And 
the money continued to roll in—a flood 
of it. Then, one afternoon, Eva, in town 
on shopping bent, entered a small, exclu- 
sive, and expensive shop on Michigan 
Avenue. Exclusive, that is, in price. Eva’s 
weakness, you may remember, was hats. 
She was seeking a hat now. She described 
what she sought with a languid concise- 


ness,-and stood looking about her after 
the saleswoman had vanished in quest of 
it. The room was becomingly rose-illu- 


mined and somewhat dim, so that some 


minutes had passed before she realized 6 . ; 43 
that a man seated on a raspberry brocade s 
settee not five feet away—a man with a 

walking stick, and yellow gloves, and tan 

“spats, and a check suit—was her brother 


Jo. From him Eva’s wild-eyed glance . 
leaped to the woman who was trying on USE 
hats before one of the many long mirrors. ad OX OW er xk *&*& 
She was seated, and a saleswoman was ; i 
exclaiming discreetly at her elbow. : 
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devised by every family of married sisters 
as protection against the neighbours and 
Central. Translated, it ran thus: 

“He looked straight at me. My dear, I 
thought Id die! But at least he had sense 
enough not to speak. She was one of those 
limp, willowy creatures with the greediest 
eyes that she tried to keep softened to a 
baby stare, and couldn’t, she was so crazy 
to get her hands on those hats. I saw it all 
in one awful minute. You know the way 
I do. I suppose some people would call 
her pretty. I don’t. And her colour! Well! 
And the most expensive-looking hats. 
Aigrettes, and paradise, and feathers. Not 
one of them under seventy-five. Isn’t it 
disgusting! At his age! Suppose Ethel had 
been with me!” 

The next time it was Stell who saw them. 
In a restaurant. She said it spoiled her 
evening. And the third time it was Ethel. 
She was one of the guests at a theatre 
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formance of “Believe Me!” And Ethel was 
Nicky’s partner. She was glowing like a 
rose. When the lights went up after the 
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first act Ethel saw that her Uncle Jo was 
seated just ahead of her with what she 
afterward described as a blonde. Then her 
uncle had turned around, and seeing her, 
had been surprised into a smile that spread 
genially all over his plump and rubicund 
face, Then he had turned to face forward 
again, quickly. 

“Who's the old bird?” Nicky had asked. 
Ethel had pretended not to hear, so he 
had asked again. 

“My uncle,” Ethel answered, and flushed 
all over her delicate face, and down to 
her throat. Nicky had looked at the blonde, 
and his eyebrows had gone up ever so 
slightly. ’ 

It spoiled Ethel’s evening. More than 
that, as she told her mother of it later, 
weeping, she declared it had spoiled her 

e. 

Eva talked it over with her husband in 
that intimate, kimonoed hour that pre- 
cedes bedtime. She gesticulated heatedly 
with her hair brush. 

‘It’s disgusting, that’s what it is. Per- 
fectly disgusting. There’s no fool like an 
old fool. Imagine! A creature like that. At 
his time of life.” 

There exists a strange and loyal kinship 
among men. “Well, I don’t know,” Ben 
said now, and even grinned a little. “I sup- 
pose.a boy’s got to sow his wild oats some 
time.” 

“Don’t be any more vulgar than you can 
help,” Eva retorted. “And I think you 
know, as well as I, what it means to have 
that Overton boy interested in Ethel.” 

“Tf he’s interested in her,” Ben blun- 
dered, “I guess the fact that Ethel’s-uncle 
went to the theatre with some one who 
wasn’t Ethel’s aunt won’t cause a shud- 
der to run up.and down his frail young 
frame, will it?” 

“All right,” Eva had retorted. “If you're 
not man enough to stop it, I'll have to, 
that’s all. ’m going up there with Stell 
this week.” 


{pees did not notify Jo of their coming. 
Eva telephoned his apartment when 
she knew he would be out, and asked his 
man if he expected his master home to 
dinner that evening. The man had said 
yes. Eva arranged to meet Stell in town. 
They would drive to Jo’s apartment to- 
gether, and wait for him there. 

When she reached the city Eva found 
turmoil there. The first of the American 
troops to be sent to France were leaving. 
Michigan Boulevard was a_ billowing, 
surging mass: Flags, pennants, banners, 
crowds. All the elements that make for 
demonstration. And over the whole— 
quiet. No holiday crowd, this. A solid, de- 
termined mass of people waiting patient 
hours to see the khaki-clads go by. Three 


years of indefatigable reading had brought: 


them to a clear knowledge of what these 
boys were going to. 

“Isn’t it dreadful!” Stell gasped. 

“Nicky Overton’s only nineteen, thank 
goodness.” 

Their car was caught in the jam. When 
they moved at all it was by inches. When 
at last they reached Jo’s apartment they 
were flushed, nervous, apprehensive. But 
he had not yet come in. So they waited. 

No, they were not staying to dinner with 
their brother, they told the relieved house- 
man. 

Jo’s home has already been described to 
you. Stell and Eva, sunk in rose-coloured 
cushions, viewed it with disgust, and some 
mirth. They rather avoided each other’s 
eyes. 

“Carrie ought to be here,” Eva said. 
They both smiled at the thought of the 
austere Carrie, in the midst of those rosy 
cushions, and hangings, and lamps. Stell 
rose and began to walk about, restlessly. 
She picked up a vase and daid it down; 
straightened a picture. Eva got up, too, 
see page 6 
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and wandered into the hall. She stood | 
there a moment, listening. Then she turned 
and passed into Jo’s bedroom. And there 
you knew Jo for what he was. 

This room was as bare as the other had 
been ornate. It was Jo, the clean-minded 
and simple-hearted, in revolt against the | 
cloying luxury with which he had sur- | 
rounded himself. The bedroom, of all 
rooms in any house, reflects the personal- 
ity of its occupant. True, the actual fur- 
niture was panelled, cupid-surmounted, 
and ridiculous. It had been the fruit of 
Jo’s first orgy of the senses. But now it 
stood out in that stark little room with an 
air as incongruous and ashamed as that 
of a pink tarleton danseuse who finds her- | 
self in a monk’s cell. None of those wall- 
pictures with which bachelor bedrooms 
are reputed to be hung. No satin slippers. 
No scented notes. Two , plain- backed mili- 
tary brushes on the chiffonier (and he so 
nearly hairless!). A little orderly stack of 
books on the table near the bed. Eva fin- | 
gered their titles and gave a little gasp. | 
One of them was on gardening. 

“Well, of all things!” exclaimed Stell. A 
book on the War, by an Englishman. A de- 
tective story of the lurid type that lulls 
us to sleep. His shoes ranged in a careful | 
row in the closet, with a shoe-tree in every 
one of them. There was something speak- | 
ing about them. They looked so human. | 
Eva shut the deor on them, quickly. Some 
bottles on the dresser. A jar of pomade. 
An ointment such as a man uses who is 
growing bald and is panic stricken too late. 
An insurance calendar on the wall. Some 
rhubarb-and-soda mixture on the shelf 
in the bathroom, and a little box of pepsin 
tablets. “Eats all kinds of things at all 
hours of the night,’ Eva said, and wan- 
dered out into the rose-coloured front 
room again with the air of one who is 
chagrined at her failure to find what she 
had sought. Stell followed her furtively. 

“Where do you suppose he can be?” she 
demanded. “It’s’—she glanced at her 
wrist—‘“why, it’s after six!” 


ND then there was a little click. The two 

women sat up, tense. The door opened. 

Jo came in. He blinked a little. The two 
women in the rosy room stood up. 

“Why—Eve! Why, Babe!_ Well. Why 
didn’t you let me know?” 

“We were just about to leave. We) 
thought you weren’t coming home.” 

Jo came in, slowly. 

“T was in the j jem on Michigan, watching 
the boys go by.” He sat down, heavily. 
The licht from the window fell on him. 
And you saw that his eyes were red. 

And you'll have to learn why. He had | 
found himself one of the thousands in the | 
jam on Michigan Avenue, as he said. He | 
had a place near the curb, where his big 
frame shut off the view of the unfortunates 
behind him. He waited with the placid in- 
terest of one who has subscribed to all the 
funds and societies to which a prosperous, 
middle-aged business man is called upon 
to subscribe in war time. Then, just as he 
‘was about to leave, impatient at the delay, 
the crowd had cried, with a queer dra- 
matic, exultant note in its voice, “Here | 
they come! Here come the boys!” 

Just at that moment two little, futile, 
frenzied fists began to beat a mad tattoo 
on Jo Hertz’s broad back. Jo tried to turn 
in the crowd, all indignant resentment. 
“Say, loocka here!” 

The little fists kept up their frantic beat- | 
ing and pushing. And a voice—a choked, 
high little voice—cried, “Let me by! I can’t 
see! You man, you! You big fat man! My 
boy’s going by—to war—and I can’t see! 
Let me by!” 

Jo scrooged around, still keeping his 
place. He looked down. And upturned to 
him in agonized appeal was the face of 
little Emily. They stared at each other for ! 
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what seemed a long, long time. It was 
really only the fraction of a second. Then 
Jo put one great arm firmly around Emily’s 
waist and swung her around in front of 
him. His great bulk protected her. Emily 
was clinging to his hand. She was breath- 
ing rapidly, as if she had been running. 
Her eyes were straining up the street. 

“Why, Emily, how in the world—!” 

“I ran away. Fred didn’t want me to 
come. He said it would excite me too 
much.” 

“Fred?” 

“My husband. He made me promise to 
say good-bye to Jo at home.” 

SS TOo 

“Jo’s my boy. And he’s going to war. 
So I ran away. I had to see him. I had to 
see him go.” She was dry-eyed. Her gaze 
was straining up the street. 

“Why, sure,” said Jo. “Of course you 
want to see him.” And then the crowd gave 
a great roar. There came over Jo a feeling 
of weakness. He was trembling. The boys 
went marching by. 

“There he is,” Emily shrilled, above the 
din. “There he is! There he is! There he—” 
And waved a futile little hand. It wasn’t 
so much a wave as a clutching. A clutch- 
ing after something beyond her reach. 

“Which one? Which one, Emily?” 

“The handsome one. The handsome one. 
There!” Her voice quavered and died. _ 

Jo put a steady hand on her shoulder. 
“Point him out,’ he commanded. “Show 


me.” And the next instant, “Never mind. 


I see him.” 

Somehow, miraculously, he had picked 
him from among the hundreds. Had picked 
him as his own father might have. It was 
Emily’s boy. He was marching by, rather 
stiffly. He was nineteen, and fun-loving, 
and he had a girl, and he didn’t particu- 
larly want to go to France and—to go to 
France. But more than he had hated go- 
ing, he had hated not to go. So he marched 
by, looking straight ahead, his jaw set so 
that his chin stuck out just a little. Emily’s 
boy. Jo looked at him, and his face flushed 
purple. His eyes, the hard-boiled eyes of 
a Loop-hound, took on the look of a sad 
old man. And suddenly he was no longer 
Jo, the sport; old J. Hertz, the gay dog. 
He was Jo Hertz, thirty, in love with life, 
in love with Emily, and with the stinging 
blood of young manhood coursing through 
his veins. 

Another minute and the boy had passed 
on up the broad street—the fine, flag- 
bedecked street—just one of a hundred 
service-hats bobbing in rhythmic motion 
like sandy waves lapping a shore and flow- 
ing on. Then he disappeared altogether. 

Emily was clinging to Jo. She was mum- 
bling something, over and over. “I can’t. 
Don’t ask -me to. I can’t let him go. Like 
that. I can’t.” 

Jo said a queer thing. 

“Why, Emily! We wouldn’t have him 
stay home, would we? We wouldn’t want 
him to do anything different, would we? 
Not our boy. I’m glad he enlisted. I'm 
proud of him. So are you glad.” 

Little by little he quieted her. He took 
her to the car that was waiting, a worried 
chauffeur in charge. They said good-bye, 
awkwardly. Emily’s face was a red, swol- 
len mass. 


O IT was that when Jo entered his own 
hallway half an hour later he blinked, 
dazedly, and when the light from the win- 
dow fell on him you saw that his eyes 
were red. 

Eva was not one to beat about the bush. 
She sat forward in her chair, clutching 
her bag rather nervously. 

“Now, look here, Jo. Stell and I are here 
for a reason. We’re here to tell you that 
this thing’s got to stop.” 

“Thing? Stop?” 

“You know very well what I mean. You 
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saw me at the milliner’s that day. And! 
might before last, Ethel. We're all dis- 

gusted. If you must go about with people 

like that, please have some sense of de- 

cency.” 

Something gathering in Jo’s face should 
have warned her. But he was slumped | 
down in his chair in such a huddle, and 
he looked so old and fat that she did not 
heed it. She went on. “You’ve got us to 
consider. Your sisters. And your nieces. 
Not to speak of your own—” 

But he got to his feet then, shaking, and | 
at what she saw in his face even Eva fal- | 
tered and stopped. It wasn’t at all the face 
of a fat, middle-aged sport. It was a face 
Jovian, terrible. 

“You!” he began, low-voiced, ominous. 
“You!” He raised a great fist high. “You 
two murderers! You didn’t consider me, 
twenty years ago. You come to me with | 
talk like that. Where’s my boy! You killed | 
him, you two, twenty years ago. And now 
he belongs to somebody else. Where’s my 
son that should have gone marching by 
to-day?” He flung his arms out in a great 
gesture of longing. The red veins stood | 
out on his forehead. “Where’s my son! | 
Answer me that, you two selfish, miserable 
women. Where’s my son!” Then, as they 
huddled together, frightened, wild-eyed, | 
“Out of my house! Out of my house! Be- | 
fore I hurt you!” 

They fied, terrified. The door banged 
behind them. 


ye STOOD, shaking, in the centre of the 
room. Then he reached for a chair, 
gropingly, and sat down. He passed one 
moist, flabby hand over his forehead and it 
came away wet. The telephone rang. He 
sat still. It sounded far away and unimpor- 
tant, like something forgotten. I think he | 
did not even hear it with his conscious ear. 
But it rang and rang insistently. Jo liked 
to answer his telephone, when at home. 

“Hello!” He knew instantly the voice at 
the other end. 

“That you, Jo?” it said. 

“Yes.” 

“How’s my boy?” 

“Tm—all right.” 

“Listen, Jo. The crowd’s coming over 
to-night. I’ve fixed up a little poker game 
for you. Just eight of us.” 

“T can’t come tonight, Gert.” 

“Can’t! Why not?” 

“Tm not feeling so good.” 

“You just said you were all right.” 

“T am all right. Just kind of tired.” 

The voice took on a cooing note. “Is my | 
Joey tired? Then he shall be all comfy on 
the sofa, and he doesn’t néed to play if he 
don’t want to. No, sir.” 

Jo stood staring at the black mouth- 
piece of the telephone. He was seeing a 
procession go marching by. Boys, hun- 
dreds of boys, in khaki. 

“Hello! Hello!” the voice took on an 
anxious note. “Are you there?” 

“Yes,” wearily. 

“Jo, there’s something the matter. 
You're sick. 'm coming right over.” 

“No!” 

“Why not? You sound as if you’d been | 
sleeping. Look here—” 

“Leave me alone!” cried Jo, suddenly, 
end the receiver clacked onto the hook. 
“Leave me alone. Leave me alone.” Long 
efter the connection had been broken. 

He stood staring at the instrument with 
unseeing eyes. Then he turned and 
walked into the front room. All the light . 
had gone out of it. Dusk had come a 
All the light had gone out of everything. 
The zest had gone out of life. The game | 
was over—the game he had been playing 
against loneliness and disappointment. 
And he was just a tired old man. A lonely, 
tired old man in a ridiculous, rose- | 
coloured room that had grown, all of a 
sudden, drab. 











()-0-0! that salesman never told 


me this rug cushion isnt real OZITE 
...and now there are lumps init! 


» a rug cushion may 

seem soft as rabbit’s fur 

when you buy it—but if it 

doesn’t STAY soft, what 

good is it? Circle Tread 
Ozite is made of ALL HAIR (never cheap- 
ened with substitute fibres) so it stays soft 
and springy ail your life. 


The fact is, actual Hair 
has been found dating 
from prehistoric times, 
proving that Hair is one 
of Nature’s toughest sub- 
stances. That’s why Circle 
Tread Ozite, made of 
ALL HAIR, reinforced with a patented 
adhesive burlap center, will last a life- 
time. (“Bargain” pads, made of vegetable 


®@ Circle Tread Ozite is 
made in 3 weights. 
Guaranteed. Ask for 
“Booklet12” on Care of 
Rugs and Free Sample. 

Clinton Carpet Co., | 
Merchandise Mart./ 
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Chicago. 
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fibres dyed to look like hair, may seem soft 
but often mat down into lumps!) 


That “cushiony” feeling 
Circle Tread Ozite gives 
your rugs is marvelously 
rich and quieting. Best of 
all, itis saving too. Genuine 
Circle Tread Ozite makes 
your rugs last two to three times as long, 
soon repaysits own costin added rug life. 


Circle Tread Ozite has 
been imitated in appear- 
ance, never in quality. It is 
the only rug cushion “Ozo- 
nized” to prevent that musty odor. 
Permanently MOTHPROOFED. 
So look again for the Circle 
Tread design. 
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hes finest fashions of Fifth Avenue are 

yours, perfectly fitted ... at a mere 
fraction of the cost of the original models. 
Our MaGAZINE OF FASHION FOR SPRING makes 
this possible, and affords you a larger, 
more exclusive selection than you will 
find in the average shop. 


OUR CUSTOM-CUT CLOTHES FIT PERFECTLY! 


@ The secret is our ‘‘Finish-at-Home”’ Plan! 
Each frock you order is cut to your own, 
individual measurements, assuring you of 
perfect fit. Then every bit of difficult sewing 
is finished by our expert men-tailors, leay- 
ing only a few simple seams for you to sew. 
We furnish all trimmings and “findings”. 
It’s so easy to complete one of these frocks, 
and it’s wonderful to know that what you 
save, will pay for another, just as chic! 


ACCESSORIES TO COMPLETE THE PICTURE 


@ You can select your entire Spring ward- 
robe from our MAGAZINE OF FAsHION! In- 
cluded are completely-made Wardrobe 
Accessories, assembled from the Season’s 
best styles, and priced far below their 
Paris and Fifth Avenue originals. 

@ Also included are new creations by 
that famous American designer, 
\, Berry Wates. If you want sophis- 
A*s \\ ticated smartness, direct from 
*) Fifth Avenue...send today for our 
*/ MAGAZINE OF FASHION...It’s FREE! 
WE HAVE A CONVENIENT BUDGET PLAN 











FIFTH AVENUE MODES, Inc. 
71 Fifth Avenue, Dept. 43, New York, N.Y. 
Send me, FREE, your Spring ““ MAGAZINE OF FASHION” 





First Aid for Ailing Finances 


(Continued from page 155) 


Family B, on the other hand, live in a 
small town in the Middle West. They own 
their own home, except for a mortgage 
of about $4000. Their boy and girl are both 
in high school. The husband is a profes- 
sional man, has to dress well, and be fairly 
active socially. 

Now we'll see how these conditions 
cause the family budget to vary from a 
standard budget in each case: 


Family A Family B Standard 
Budget 
Savings ...$400 11% $350 10% $360 10% 
Rent ...... 900 25% 360 10% 720 20% 
BOO: ves eie. <i 700 20% 900 25% 780 21% 
Operating 7 
expenses. 360 10% 540 15% 540 15% 
Clothes .... 360 10% 550 15% 540 15% 
Personal 
and mis- 
cellaneous 880 24% 900 25% 660 19% 


Note, first, that Family A have to spend 
a fourth of their income for rent, but this 
is partly offset by the fact that their rent 
includes heat. Family B have only to con- 
sider the rental cost of their home—in- 
terest, taxes, fire insurance, and upkeep 
—which takes 10 percent of the income. 

Family A spend only 20 percent of their 
income for food, as compared with 25 
percent for Family B. Mr. and Mrs. A are 
content with simple meals, entertain only 
in a modest way, and their children are 
small. The children of Family B, on the 
other hand, are at an age that demands 
food’ and lots of it. Then, as I said,’ Mr. 
and Mrs. B have to entertain quite a bit, 
and that, again, adds to the food bill. 

In the item of operating expenses, Fam- 
ily A—having already paid for their heat 
and hot-water supply in their rent—in- 
clude only light, telephone, fuel for cook- 


ing, household supplies, some laundry, and 
occasionally a girl to stay with the chil- * 
dren while Mr. and Mrs. A go out for the 
evening. 

Taking up the “Clothes” and “Personal 
and miscellaneous” items, we note that 
Family B must have a car. Also, the chil- 
dren have reached the age where their 
clothes cost almost as much as their par- 
ents’ and they need more spending money 
than the children of Family A. In Family 
A’s budget this item is large because of 
the kindergarten and the vacation. 

So use a standard budget as a guide if 
you want to, but be sure you adapt it to 
your own living conditions. 

Mr. Banks: Suppose a family can’t seem 
to save anything and keep getting behind 
with bills. Should they check expenses 
against a standard budget? Or is there a 
better way to locate the trouble? 

Mr. Dodd: The family’s first move 
should be to put down a list of the finan- 
cial obligations or expenses that can’t be 
changed—at least right away—such as in- 
surance, taxes, rent, and installments still 
due on a vacuum cleaner. 

Next they list living expenses that can 
be reduced to some extent by careful man- 
agement—clothes, gifts, amusements, chil- 
dren’s allowances, personal incidentals, 
etc. 

Then all members of the family should 
hold a round-table discussion to decide 
what they are willing to do without. In 
that way they balance the budget. 

This may be simply a matter of making 
minor adjustments in the family’s spend- 
ing habits. But sometimes the only thing 
to do is to make a radical change in the 
whole standard of living, such as finding 
a new home at a lower rental. 


Parties 
(Continued from page 163) 


add the sugar, creaming after each addi- 
tion until the mixture is light and fluffy. 
Add the well-beaten egg yolks and blend. 
Melt chocolate over hot water, cool, add 
to the egg mixture, and blend thoroughly. 
Sift together the dry ingredients. Add 
alternately with the milk, to which the 
vanilla has been added. Fold in the 
stifly beaten egg whites. Divide mix- 
ture into four greased or oiled-paper- 
lined 8” layer-cake pans. Bake in a mod- 
erately hot oven of 375° F. for 15 min. or 
until done. Then turn onto a cake cooler 
to cool. Prepare a package of chocolate 
pudding, following the manufacturer’s di- 
rections. Chill well, then fold in the 
whipped cream. Spread thickly between 
the four cake layers. Then frost the top 
and sides with Mocha Butter Frosting. 
Made the day before and stored in the 
refrigerator, this cake makes an easy 
luncheon dessert. Any leftover pudding 
mixture may be served as pudding. 


For Evening Refreshments. When it 
comes to evening parties, I fully appreci- 
ate that it is the man-sized luscious por- 
tions and the heavy linen napkins which 
will stay moored on a slippery trouser 
leg that make a hit with the masculine 
party-goers. The evening refreshment 
set-up illustrated on page 163 is one that 
I find caters.to the men, and’ to me the 
hostess, as well. 

A sturdy table near the wall provides 
a convenient yet firm space for the tray 
on which the electric coffee maker quietly 
does its work; the coffee cups and saucers 
with spoons in place are close by. This 
tray also holds the lemon chiffon tarts, 
each on a tiny paper doily, that are for 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


dessert. Individual casseroles of ham and 
mushrooms are shown in place on the 
two bridge tables which have been 
brought together for the refreshments, 
a generous basket of crisp toasted crackers 
being in the center of each. After the 
main course is finished, the host removes 
the casseroles—but not the plates on which 
they were placed—with the help of a 
tray. My place as hostess beside the side 
table enables me to pour the coffee and 
serve the.tart shells by merely lifting 
them off the doilies onto the square serv- 
ice plates that once held the ham and 
mushroom casseroles. 

The recipes for the Ham and Mushroom 
Casseroles and Lemon Chiffon Tarts? 
Here they are! And by the way, the cas- 
seroles can be completed, all but for the 
browning, early in the day. Likewise the 
chiffon tart filling can be made up early 
and kept chilled until serving time, when 
it is heaped into baked tart shells. Use 
the recipe for Lemon Chiffon Pie Filling 
in “Pies that Take the Cake” in Septem- 
ber, 1938, Goop HousEKEEPING. 


Ham and Mushroom Casseroles 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 Ib. fresh mushrooms 2 ce. diced cooked ham 
4 tbsp. butter or mar- 1 tsp. salt 

garine 14 tsp. pepper 
4 tbsp. flour 1 tsp. Worcestershire- 
3 ce. bottled milk or type sauce 


1% ec. evaporated 
milk and 1% ec. water 


1% cc. buttered soft 
bread crumbs 


Wash mushrooms and slice. Sauté in 
the butter until tender. Add flour, and 
blend. Add milk, ham, and seasonings. 
Stir until thick and smooth. Pour into 
individual casseroles 4” x 2”. Top with 
buttered bread crumbs. Bake in a moder- 


ately hot oven of 375° F. for 20 min. or un- 
til hot and browned on top. Serves 6. To 
serve 2 or 3 make half this recipe. 


Another Party Menu. And now for 
a simple party menu with recipes that 
have met favor with my guests. 


Never Mind the Calories 


Creamed Chicken and Almonds 
in Patty Shells ; 
Parsley Butter Sandwiches 
Grapefruit with Créme de Menthe Ice 


To make Creamed Chicken and Al- 
monds, fill patty shells with creamed 
chicken and sprinkle coarsely chopped 
toasted blanched almonds over top. 


Grapefruit with Créme de Menthe Ice 
(TESTED BY GOoD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


2 grapefruit Few drops green color- 
1 ec. granulated sugar ing 


1% ec. water 1 egg white’ 
14 tsp. plain unflavored 2 tbsp. eréme de menthe 
gelatin extract 


4% ¢e. lemon juice 


Wash grapefruit, cut in halves cross- 
wise. Loosen flesh sections and remove 
membrane, cores, and seeds. Chill. Boil 
sugar and water for 5 min. Sprinkle gel- 
atin over the lemon juice, add to the hot 
mixture, and stir until dissolved. Cool 
and add enough green coloring to tint a 
delicate green. Turn into tray of an auto- 
matic refrigerator with the control at the 
coldest setting and freeze until mushlike 
in consistency. Fold in egg white, beaten 
stiff, and the créme de menthe. Return to 
the refrigerator and freeze for 30 min. 
Beat lightly with fork, then return to the 
refrigerator and freeze until set. In serv- 
ing, fill hollow of each grapefruit with 
some of the ice. Serves 4. 


The Town Cried Murder 


(Continued from page 39) 
My dingy parlor, the little stool at my 
feet, the Canton ginger jar full of sugar 
cookies with a bit of candied watermelon 
rind in the center, a safe haven for a little 
girl with tight carrot-gold plaits and 
grave gray eyes and a warm sensitive 
mouth—these were all I’d ever set up 
against her. But now, standing there, the 
child grown up clinging so desperately to 
me—shocked, too profoundly hurt to cry 
out—I turned on Melusina. But not 
quickly enough; her tongue was so much 
more limber from years of indulgence 
than mine was from years of abstinence. 

“You'll see you’ve not been so clever 
’ as you think, Lucy Randolph. We’ll see 
who wins in the end, you or me.” 

Just then her brother stood behind her 
in the door. God knows how much of 
this scene he’d heard. His face was almost 
unearthly, and terrifying, it was so pale 
and so stern; and when he spoke—“That 
will be enough of that, Melusina”—his 
voice was blue steel sheathed in velvet. 

Melusina shrank, her face crumpling 
like an old paper bag. Peyton Yardley 
looked at me. 

“Thank you, Lucy, for coming to us. 
The others will be here in a moment. 
Will you take Faith upstairs?” 

Faith raised her head. “I’d rather stay, 
Father,” she said quietly. 

A sharp spasm of pain crossed his 
face. “You must do as you think best, 
daughter.” He turned to his sister and 
gave her a searching glance. “I advise you 
to go to bed at once, Melusina,” 

He passed his frail hand across his eyes 
and turned back, drawing the door to. 
We heard the slow muted steps of the 
men bringing Marshall Yardley back to 
the Hall. Faith closed her eyes and hid 
her face against my side. After a little the 
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MEMORIAL symbol ofundying devotion 

should continue to deliver its message 

to posterity with the same eloquence and 
charm that marked its dedication. 


Thanks to Nature’s gift of a rare granite 
of blue-gray beauty and fine-textured gem- 
like hardness, talented Rock of Ages artists 
and artisans are enabled to create master- 
pieces of memorial art that lose none of 
their beauty through the passage of time. 
Patented finishing processes and superior 
sculptural skill combine to create memori- 
als that bear lasting evidence of regard and 
good taste. Each separate part of every 
Rock of Ages Memorial bears the seal of 
identity as shown below etched into the 
memorial, and carries an Everlasting Guar- 
antee which, in turn, is bonded by the 
National Surety Corporation. 


Your nearby Authorized 
Dealer will show you beau- 
tiful examples at prices rang- 
ing froma very modest figure 
for a small marker to family 
memorials from $150 to 
$200,$250 to$400 and$600, 
and up to $25,000 and more, 
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For your protection EVERY 
ROCK OF AGES MEMORIAL 
BEARS THIS SEAL etched 
into the stone 
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muffled steps were silent, and then I heard 
the men coming down, quietly still, but 
individually, their terrible burden no 
longer unifying them. 

John Crabtree came in first, behind 
him one of the Palace watchmen; and 
then—and my heart rose, and sank numb 
again—Bill Haines. His face was as white 
as his linen coat, his blue eyes sick as they 
met mine and moved, with a quickening 
dumb ache in them, to the girl beside me. I 
was so concerned with him that I didn’t 
see George Luton coming in behind him, 
between him and Michael Priddy, looming 
in the doorway as tall as Bill himself, 
both of them a full head and shoulders 
taller than Luton and twice as broad. 


Pape sorted themselves out in the room, 
Bill farthest away, his eyes drawn, 
in spite of his efforts to keep them away, 
constantly back to Faith. Luton edged to 
the side of the door and stood there, his 
back to the old mirror. The room was as 
silent as the tomb until John Crabtree be- 
gan to speak: 

“There'll be an autopsy in the morning, 
sir. We’ve got the revolver he killed him- 
selfi with. Maybe he left a message. Mr. 
Haines here was almost up to him when 
it happened.” He took a rumpled hand- 
kerchief out of his pocket and wiped his 
forehead. “There’s just one thing I want 
to ask about, Dr. Yardley. This will that 
Mason Seymour made out. It was wit- 
nessed by Miss Napier and Jerry Mat- 
thews in town. Have you any idea what’s 
become of it?” 

I glanced at Luton. “There’s the man 
you should ask about that,” I thought un- 
charitably. 

Dr. Yardley inclined his head gravely. 
“I don’t know how the law will regard 
what I did, John,” he said quietly. “I ex- 
plained to Mr. Seymour, when I saw him 
at his house that night, before his death 
—and I think he understood me perfectly 
—that such a will as his, drawn before 
he had either a moral or legal claim or 
obligation to my daughter, was an intoler- 
able impertinence—ill-advised and mis- 
guided in the extreme. I tore the docu- 
ment up in front of him, and put it in 
the fireplace and set a match to it with 
my own hand. I don’t know how the law 
regards that act, but so far as my daughter 
and I are concerned, Mr. Seymour’s sec- 
ond will never existed.” 

The silence in that room was as pro- 
found and breathless as any silence could 
have been. Faith’s hand tightened in 
mine. I didn’t want to look at Melusina, 
but I couldn’t help it. The most extraord- 
inary change had come over her. She was 
as rigid as granite, her eyes were terrible. 


|She got up and stood, one hand out in 


front of her as if to ward off some dread- 
ful injury, looking at her brother, who 
met her gaze calm and unflinching. And 
then she turned without a word and went 
from the room. At the door she tottered, 
her whole body sagging, and pitched 
forward in a miserable heap on the floor. 

Her brother’s calm voice cut the shocked 
silence. “My sister has fainted. Will you 
carry her upstairs, please, Michael?” 

The rest of us sat perfectly still, unable 
to move for a moment. It was all too 
dreadful. Then Faith released my hand 
and followed her father and John Crab- 
tree up the stairs. 

I looked around for Bill. He’d stepped 
out into the garden through the Dutch 
door. Mr. Luton and I were left alone. I 
should have apologized to him, I suppose, 
for what I’d been thinking. 

“T wonder if you’d do one thing for me, 
Miss Randolph,” he said, so quietly that 
it was almost under his breath. 

His hand went to his inside coat pocket. 
He drew out a thick packet of pale blue 
letters held together with a red rub- 
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ber band. “Will you give these to Mrs. 
Taswell?” he said in a preternaturally 
quiet voice. “I’ve tried to get them to 
her myself, but I’ve been unable to do 
so. I hesitated either to leave them at her 
house or to send them through the post. 
From portions of them Mr. Seymour read 
aloud to me, madam, I expect she would 
prefer they didn’t fall into any other 
hands. If you’d be so kind—” 

I almost snatched them out of his hand. 

“Thank you, madam,” he said. “Good- 
night.” 

What a beast Mason Seymour must have 
been, I thought, and what a fool Halley 
was! I thrust the packet down the neck 
of my dress and turned around. Bill 
Haines was bending down to clear the 
window above the Dutch door. He came 
on into the room. 

“Let’s go home, Miss Lucy,” he said. 
Then he said: “What’s the matter? Are 
you. going to faint?” 

“T shouldn’t be at all surprised,” I said. 

But I didn’t. Though I nearly did just 
as we were crossing the Market Square. 
Bill just trudged along silently, holding 
my arm in his big hand, until we cut 
across beside the Powder Horn. Then he 
said, not abruptly but as if he’d thought 
it all out and decided finally to say it: 

“Miss Lucy—Marshall didn’t kill him- 
self. Someone shot him when he was 
standing by the wall. Don’t ask me who 
it was, because I don’t know. And just 
keep this under your hat till we decide 
what to do.” 

I couldn’t go to sleep that night. Outside 
it was pitch-black except for the fireflies 
bearing their pale lanterns up and down 
the streets. 

As I sat by my window, I found myself 
watching one of them especially glow red- 
der than others and go down, and up, and 
glow again. Then my heart suddenly sank | 
cold and heavy to the pit of my stomach 
end lay there like a stone. That wasn’t a 
firefly. It was a cigarette. Somebody was 
standing under the tree across the road, 
watching my house. Or my office, rather, 
where Bill Haines was sleeping—if he 
could sleep. 

Someone else knew, too, that Marshall 
Yardley had been murdered. 


CHAPTER XXIV 


F SERGEANT MICHAEL PRIDDY 

hadn’t come to the office before Bill 
was dressed the next morning and waited 
while he shaved, and left with him in the 
police car before Community had come to 
get breakfast, probably I shouldn’t have 
done what I did. But all night the chain 
of circumstantial evidence that bound Bill 
to Mason Seymour’s murder kept going 
around and around in my head. The gun 
from the office; his footprints in the cock- 
roach powder; the definite knowledge 
that Mason was shot from the terrace and 
that Bill was the only person on the 
terrace; his ridiculous behavior in trying . 
to keep Faith from marrying Mason in the 
first place; his trying to shield her from 
the consequences of her presence at Ma- 
son’s house; her folly in denying his 
presence there .. . It was all too frighten- 
ing. 

Now, added to that, Marshall Yardley 
was dead. Marshall, who Bill had thought 
murdered Mason Seymour. God knows 
whom he may’ have told that besides me, 
or who might have heard him tell me. 
Or what if someone else had possibly 
heard him say what he was going to tell 
Marshall? My doors and windows are 
always open. If the man with the cigarette 
under the mulberry tree had cared to 
listen outside ... And the Commonwealth 
Attorney had said Mr. Haines was almost 
up to Marshall when he shot himself. 

All night long I'd gone over that in my 


mind, and at the end as at the beginning, 
I knew it was at least in part my fault. 
If I'd told John Crabtree everything from 
the beginning, Marshall might not have 
died. And Faith would have married him, 
I had to add. 

Nevertheless, it was all too serious now 
for me to do anything to shield anybody 
—no matter who it might be—but Bill. 
I dressed and went downstairs before 
Community had brought my coffee, and 
phoned John Crabtree’s house. He’d left 
early, his wife said; I could probably 
catch him at his office. But he wouldn’t 
be there until nine. At a quarter to nine 
. I went upstairs and put on my hat. As 
I came down, someone lifted my knocker 
and rapped. I opened the door. 

Ruth Napier was standing on the stoop. 
She’d been crying. Her face was a mess. 
Her long, loosely curled hair was raven 
black against the thick sprays of silver 
moon roses over the door. 

“May I come in, Miss Randolph?” she 
said. I held the door open. She went 
straight across the parlor and dropped 
down on the ottoman. 

“Tell me about Marshall, Miss Ran- 
dolph!” she demanded. “Is it true he— 
killed himself?” 

“That’s what Mr. Crabtree said last 
night,” I answered. 

“Oh, that little fool!” she cried sud- 
denly. “She doesn’t deserve all this!” 

“What are you talking about?” I asked 
sharply, astonished and bewildered by 
her violence and by the great hot tears 
that drowned her dark eyes. 

“Oh, you know as well as I do. He 
adored her, and it’s her fault.” 

“Look, Miss Napier,’ I said. “I think 
Faith wouldn’t care if I told you that she 
had—just last night after supper—told 
Marshall she’d marry him.” 

She stared at me, her great eyes blank, 
her red lips opened. “Then why—why 
did he—” 

“T don’t know,” I said. 

“Oh, it’s not true then!” she cried pas- 
sionately. “It doesn’t make sense, Miss 
Randolph!” She got up and stood con- 
fronting me, challenging everything. “You 
don’t understand. None of you did. Mar- 
shall was absolutely mad about her. It 
was killing him, having to let Mason Sey- 
mour have her because he didn’t have 
anything to offer her—money, I mean. He 
was almost desperate, living there in the 
same house with her, with that horrible 
old woman always talking about keeping 
the Hall, not caring what she did to peo- 
pee lives just so that awful house could 

ve!” 


HE threw back her dark loose curls, her 
eyes blazing. “I suppose I was in love 
with Marshall. I don’t know. He certainly 
never knew it if I was. I would have done 
anything to help him get away from here 
and make a name for himself! But he 
couldn’t bear not seeing her. I didn’t want 
Mason Seymour, but I couldn’t bear see- 
ing him marry that kid and getting tired 
of her in six months and making a wreck 
of her life, because I knew if he did, Mar- 
shall would kill him!” 

Then suddenly, as violently and pas- 
sionately as she’d flared up, she collapsed 
in a broken heap on the ottoman, sobbing 
bitterly. I went out and closed the door 
after me, and headed straight for the Com- 
monwealth Attorney’s office. He wasn’t in, 
but I sat down by his desk to wait. 

Whatever doubts I might have had about 
the wisdom of my course before Ruth 
Napier came had been entirely dissipated 
by her passionate avowal. I was a little 
chastened, too. ’'d been wrong about the 
blood on the well at Yardley Hall, appar- 
ently. I'd certainly been wrong about 
Luton, and about Ruth Napier herself. 
What if I’d been equally wrong about— 
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well, say about Bill Haines? What if the 
circumstantial evidence that surrounded 
him was true? What if I’d been trying my 
level worst to marry the child I loved 
better than my own life to a cold-blooded 
murderer? 

And then I did a perfectly inexcusable 
thing. John Crabtree’s desk was piled 
with stacks of typed reports. I had only 
to crane my neck the least bit to see that 
the top one was a statement in the Sey- 
mour case. Craning my neck a little more, 
I could read it quite plainly—and I did. 

It was the report of a colored boy 
named Craddock who was a member of 
the C.C.C. camp working on the arche- 
ological diggings at Jamestown. He had 
heard a shotgun fired in the woods the 
afternoon of Mason Seymour’s death, at 
about four-thirty. He didn’t see who fired 
the shot, but he heard a car leaving the 
place hurriedly. It was gone by the time 
he got to the road. He could show the 
place where the gun had been fired. 

Attached to that statement was a photo- 
graph of a lot of shot marks against a 
group of loblolly pines. I couldn’t, of 
course, see that by just craning my neck. 
I had to reach out and pick it up. After 
that I went through the whole case with- 
out -batting an eye, my conscience, 
heavily drugged with curiosity, slumber- 
ing profoundly. 

The next was a statement of five mem- 
bers of the staff of the Inn. Mr. Talbot 
Seymour had arrived by motorcar at the 
Inn at eight-fifty. He had inquired the 
way.to his cousin’s house, registered, gone 
to the phone booth by the desk, and 
phoned his cousin. He had then gone to 
his room. About nine-thirty he had left 
the hotel without taking his car. He had 
returned, talked to the desk clerk a few 
moments, and retired. 


ohek report of Talbot Seymour’s conver- 
sation with the desk clerk followed. 
He was returning from Southern Pines 
to New York, had seen the announcement 
of his cousin’s engagement, and decided 
to stop and look the girl over. He’d left 
Richmond at two o’clock, but he’d gone 
the wrong way, and then had a flat that 
took a long time to change. That’s why 
he’d arrived so late and didn’t go directly 
to his cousin’s house. He would, however, 
be checking out the first thing in the 
morning. He phoned from his room at nine 
forty-five, asking for a boy to get his suit 
and have it pressed by morning, and get 
his shoes to clean—he didn’t want to un- 
pack his bag. The boy had got his suit and 
shoes, which were in the valet’s room until 
Mr. Talbot Seymour phoned for them at 
eight-thirty the next morning. He had had 
a room on the first floor in the west wing. 

Attached to that report was a floor plan 
of the Inn. An exit into the garden was 
marked on it in red ink. 

Next came a complete dossier of the 
life of Mr. W. Q. A. Haines, from the 
service station on the Richmond Road 
where he'd stopped for a hot dog at 
four forty-five, from the Information 
Booth by William and Mary College 
where he’d asked the direction to Miss 
Lucy Randolph’s house in Francis Street, 
to his arrival, and to my arrival—through 
the eyes of my neighbor across the road. 

Under that was a whole batch of cards 
with a lot of ill-assorted fingerprints on 
them. One of them, from the-telephone in 
Mason Seymour’s study, was labeled: 
“Miss Faith Yardley. Picked up the phone 
at 10:41, uncompleted call, by own ad- 
mission.” 

Next was a complete photographic 
statement of the crime. I put that down 
quickly and picked up the report of Joe 
Sanders, colored gardener at Mason Sey- 
mour’s. Joe had put down ten pounds of 
pink cockroach powder. Roaches and 


as advertised—see page 6 


water bugs were what Mr. Seymour and 
Mr. Luton “mostes’ didn’t like.” Mr. Luton 
had sent him for a fresh supply that day, 
and he’d put it around. 

Joe admitted, too, that he had oiled and 
cleaned Miss Lucy Randolph’s shotgun, 
and that he had borrowed it once or twice 
without her knowledge to go hunting, but 
he'd always put it back. He admitted buy- 
ing shells to use in it, but he hadn’t any 
at the present time. 

After that was a statement from Ray 
Byers at the hardware shop in the Duke 
of Gloucester Street. Joe had bought ten 
pounds of pink cockroach powder about 
three o’clock the same afternoon. He had 
bought shells from time to time, in duck 
season mostly. The roach powder was 
charged to Mr. Seymour’s bill. The shells 
Joe had always paid for himself. 

Next was an envelope labeled, “Sweep- 
ings from Miss Lucy Randolph’s office, 
occupied by W. Q. A. Haines.” 

On the card under that was part of the 
sweepings from Miss Lucy Randolph’s 
house occupied by herself, I suppose. 
There was Seymour’s card with the in- 
vitation to supper written on it, torn in 
two, the two pieces pasted on a mount 
about half an inch apart. Under it, at- 
tached to the same card, was an envelope 
that said, “Contents of Miss Lucy Ran- 
dolph’s fireplace.” I didn’t look into that. 
“I must make Community be more care- 
ful,” I thought, passing it by to look at a 
long and complicated report that meant 
nothing to me. It was signed “EF. C. Cal- 
oo Ballistics Expert, Newport News, 

a. 

Under that was a long gray envelope 
entitled, “Last Will and Testament.” I 
didn’t open that either, much as I'd have 
liked to, knowing it was not the last will 
and testament of Mason Seymour; that 
his last will and testament had been torn 
up and burned by the man whose house 
and whose daughter profited most under 
it. Yet I couldn’t put it down at once; I 
stood there with it in my hand, unable 
to get it out of my head that perhaps. 
Mason Seymour, in signing these instru- 
ments, had signed away his life. And not 
this one so much as the other one, the 
one that Peyton Yardley had burned. — 

I put the gray envelope down at last 
and started on the next report. It was 
about Halley Taswell’s husband Hugh, - 
who apparently had been in Richmond 
attending an insurance salesmen’s get- 
together the night Mason was killed. And 
following that was a whole batch of draw- 
ings clipped together with a ticket 
labeled: “Diagram illustrating wounds 
produced by shotgun fire at varying dis- 
tances. Gun belonging to Miss Lucy Ran- 
dolph, Francis Street, taken from Palace 
Canal, 19th May, 10:15 a. mu.” 

And just as I bent down to study the 
first diagram, feeling a little sick at my 
stomach, I heard the jangle of the phone 
in the outer office. A moment later John’s 
secretary came in. ; 

“Mr. Crabtree says he’s awfully sorry 
he’s kept you waiting, Miss Randolph,” 
she said apologetically. “He’s got to go 
over to Yardley Hall right away. He won- 
ders if you’d mind meeting him there.” 

“Not in the least,” I said. 

She smiled. “I expect maybe the rest 
did you good, Miss Randolph.” 

“Yes, I expect maybe it did,” I replied. 


CHAPTER XXV 


I WASN'T so sure of it myself, however, 
as I crossed the Court House Green. 
There’d been too many ballistics reports 
on my father’s shotgun, and too many ref- 
erences to Miss Lucy Randolph’s house 
in Francis Street. It did serve, however, to 
heighten the immediate necessity for me 
to tell John Crabtree I’'d seen somebody 


at the well—when Bill Haines was safe | 
at home. 

I turned in the garden path from Scot- | 
land Street. John Crabtree and Sergeant 
Priddy and another man were standing 
talking, halfway along between the gate | 
and the well house. I could see its peaked | 
roof with the long full fingers of wisteria | 
moving delicately in the air. John and | 
Michael lifted their hats. 

“This is Captain Callowhill from New- 
port News, Miss Lucy,” John Crabtree 
said. “This is the lady whose shotgun 
you've been trying out, Ed.” 

Captain Callowhill’s face had all the 
best features of a brace of working fer- | 
rets. He was lean and keen and wiry, and | 
as he looked at me I said quickly, 

“John, I should have told you before 
that someone—someone was here at the 
well house a litile after eleven o’clock the 
night Mason Seymour was killed—and 
that brown spot on the well is blood.” 

They looked at me as if they thought 
the sun had addled my brains. Then they 
glanced at each other as much as to say, | 

“Gently, now—let’s not get Miss Lucy 
excited.” 

“It's just Bill Haines I'm trying to—to | 
get off,” I said quickly. “I mean, he was 
at my house by eleven o’clock or a minute 
after, so he couldn’t have been pitching a 
shotgun in the canal. And I was back 
there at the wicket after I left Mason 
Seymour's garden. And I heard someone 
washing his hands at that well, and I saw | 
blood there the next morning.’ 

They looked back silently ; at the little 


' peaked roof and the black wheel and | 


delicate chain. Then they looked at me, 
and at each other again, and at me again. | 
Then John Crabtree went slowly back | 
toward the well, and we all followed him. 
ae came out here last night,” I went 
“On my way home. Marshall caught 
me here. He acted as if I was meddling. | 
That was less than an hour before he 
—shot himself.” 
John didn’t look at me. He said quietly: 
“Marshall didn’t shoot himself, Miss Lucy. 
He was shot from right behind that clump 
of box there.” 

He pointed to where a broken branch. 
its leaves limp in the morning sun, hung 
down to the ground. The periwinkle and 
scilla under it were tramped in the earth. 

Michael Priddy didn’t look at me either. 
only Captain Callowhill, so I knew they'd 
been saying that Bill Haines must have 
done this, too. My heart sank dismally, 
but I didn’t let go. I said, 

“Tt still doesn’t explain the blood on the 
well, John,” as if they'd actually said 
what they were avoiding saying because 
Td said I wanted to get Bill Haines off. 

J ohn turned then. “What blood, Miss 
Lucy?’ 

“The stain there on the board.” 


[pues moved aside for me to show them, ) 
and I stopped, my jaw dropping in spite | 
of myself. The brown stain that had been | 
red still when Bill and I had seen it was | 
gone; the well house was fresh and clean, 
ae. whitewashed. 

I turned crazily to John. “But it was 
there, I tell you!” 

“There, there, Miss Lucy!” he said, | 
maddeningly soothing. 

“Listen, John Crabtree,” I snapped. 

“Now, now, Miss Lucy,” Ser rgeant | 
Priddy put in. “If the well’s been white- | 
washed in the last day or so, we'll find 
it out. You just leave it to us.’ 

He stepped up to the well. Captain Cal- 
lowhill and John Crabtree moved around 
behind it. 

“Is this in use?” Captain Callowhill 
asked. 

“It’s just decoration,” John said. “The 
Restoration goes in for wells and sm 10ke- 
houses. I expect that’s why Miss Melu- 
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sina’s refurbished hers. Tourist season’s 
just started,” 

They still didn’t believe me. If a lady 
can ever be said to snort, I snorted at 
that. 

Sergeant Priddy looked at me, a shade 
less patronizing than he had been. He 
took hold of the well chain. It squeaked 
a little salutation and then began its thin 
song as he drew it, hand over hand, 
around the black pulley wheel. Deep be- 
low we heard the clup-a-clup-a-clup of 
the oaken bucket in the cool water at the 
bottom, and the splash-drip-drip-drip as 
it came above the surface. 

Sergeant. Priddy drew steadily. We 
waited. Something of my own suspense 
seemed to communicate itself to them. 
I told myself that the blood—if there had 
been blood—would all be gone, it would 
never show on a bucket that had been 
submerged in the well. 

Sergeant Priddy leaned over, peering 
down. I heard suddenly a deep “Plop!” 
as something fell—and it wasn’t the 
bucket, for the chain was still heavy in 
Sergeant Priddy’s hands, and the next 
thing we knew it was out, full of water, 
there in front of us. 

Sergeant Priddy swung it over onto the 
washboard and looked at John Crabtree. 
“Something fell off,” he said. 

They brought an old oyster rake from 
the cellar and lashed a pruning hook from 
the toolshed to it. Dr. Yardley came out, 
and Bill Haines, who must have been in 
the house with him. After they’d worked 
half an hour or so Faith crept out and 
slipped her hand in mine and stood beside 
me, bewildered and distrait. 

It wasn’t until Sergeant Priddy had sent 
old Nance, the Yardleys’ outdoor man, to 
get his great-grandson that they got any- 
where, actually. Then they emptied the 
water from the bucket and put the boy in 
it, explained about the rakes and all, and 
lowered him, dubious and putty-colored, 
down the narrow shaft. Then suddenly the 
rope that John Crabtree held gave a jerk 
in his hands, and Sergeant Priddy started 
pulling the boy up again, slowly so as not 
to disturb the balance of the oyster rake 
lashed to the pruning hook. 


PS the kinky head appeared, and 
Sergeant Priddy seized the handle of 
the pruning hook, toppled the boy and the 
bucket out onto the ground with less than 
scant ceremony, and began drawing care- 
fully on the hook. Then they unlashed 
that, leaving him only the rake, , 

I wasn’t the only one there who was 
breathless now as the long handle came 
up and up until at last it ended—almost 
abruptly, as if we’d all expected it to go 
on forever—and its secret lay, wet and 
astonishing, across the wooden moss-hung 
teeth. 

We all stood motionless, staring stu- 
pidly. All except Captain Callowhill, the 
ballistics expert from Newport News. He 
gave a sharp excited snarl, like a terrier 
spying a rat, and sprang forward, his eyes 
bright as buttons. 

“What did I tell. you, Priddy!” he 
shouted. 

He picked up the old bell-mouthed 
pistol lying balanced on the teeth of the 
rake. All my life before I’d seen it bal- 
anced on the gun rack above the old iron 
chest in the cellar at Yardley Hall. 

“I told you the fellow was shot from 
inside the room, with some kind of con- 
traption rigged up to make it look like 
a shotgun was used,” Captain Callowhill 
said. “And here we are. Get hold of that 
girl. She knows plenty.” 

I heard Faith gasp. 

Bill Haines took a quick step forward. 
“You're crazy, all of you.” His voice was 
hard and clear. “It was that shotgun. I 
ought to know. I killed Seymour.” 
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CHAPTER XXVI 

Ar THE door of the library Dr. Yardley 

turned around to me. “Will you and 
| Faith wait in the parlor, please, Lucy?” 
| he said, and when Faith gave a little cry 
|of protest, he put his arm around her 
| trembling shoulders and said very gently, 
| “For just a few minutes, child.” 

The rest of them, John Crabtree, and 
Sergeant Priddy, and Captain Callowhill 
| with the old bell-mouthed pistol in his 
| hands, and Bill Haines, his blue eyes a 
| mixture of all the unhappy tragic things 
life holds, followed Peyton Yardley into 
the library. They closed the door. Faith 
/and I went into the darkened parlor. 

I sat down on the sofa. Faith stood by 
the window, looking out into the rose 
garden. 

“It’s dreadful to say, Cousin Lucy,” she 
said softly. “But I'm glad Marshall didn’t 
. .. do it himself. I couldn’t understand 
it. He seemed so happy, even after Father 
talked to both of us, after everybody left, 
and I made Father see—the way it was, 
and that I'd be happiest that way. That’s 
why it seemed so awful, as if Marshall 
hadn’t believed me, and thought I was 
just being noble, and he’d rather be dead 


| stood it, Cousin Lucy.” 

“T know, lamb.” 

“He was always so good, all my life,” 
she whispered. She was silent a long 
time, rocking her bright head back and 
forth against my knees as if it ached too 
profoundly to rest. 


je door to the library opened. In the 
mirror under the Empire side table in 
front of the door I could see Dr. Yardley’s 
quiet feet come out and turn up the 
stairs, and Sergeant Priddy’s black leather 
puttees come after him and turn out the 
door. 

Faith didn’t even notice my involun- 
tary start as I saw her father’s feet appear 
again, and beside them, the full black skirt 
and rusty black kid slippers of her Aunt 
Melusina. 

In the mirror I saw Sergeant Priddy’s 
black puttees again, and a pair of twin- 
kling feet in high-heeled brown-and- 
white pumps, and two slim elegant legs 
and an inch or so of dark red spun silk. 
Why was Ruth Napier here? I wondered 
anxiously. And why those knife-creased 
white palm beach trousers above a pair of 
white buckskin brogues? Mr. Talbot Sey- 
mour was as buoyant and snappy from the 
knees down as he was from there up. I 
could almost see his gay white smile 
and sleek curly black hair. 

The library door opened, and they went 
in, Sergeant Priddy holding the door for 
them. In a moment another pair of feet 
appeared; quiet, discreet feet. George Lu- 
ton’s feet. 'd seen them neatly together 
on the faded lilies and roses of my parlor 
rug. Then I heard more people outside 
and saw Sergeant Priddy’s black puttees 
go to meet them. 

“T know Bill says he killed Mason be- 
cause he thinks I did it,” Faith’s voice 
was far away. 

“Hush, honey,” I whispered. 

I was frightened at all these people go- 
ing into the library, with Faith left out- 
side. In the crystal-clear mirror I saw the 
wide swish of sprigged muslin, and two 
little black square-toed feet with square 
buckles on them, and a flash of white 
cotton stocking. I saw a pair of brown 
shoes and a gray worsted trouser leg, and 
Sergeant Priddy again. My hand on Faith’s 





shoulder turned cold. Why had Hugh Tas- : 


well come with Halley? 


I closed my eyes. They were all in there 
—everybody who'd been connected with | 


Mason Seymour for the last few days. 
Everybody except Marshall Yardley, and 
Faith. Then someone else came. 





than have me that way. I couldn’t have | 
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I had the habit — till the Boss read that Alber? 
Payson Terhune article in the new Sergeant's 
DOG BOOK telling why I chase ‘em and how 
to stop me. 


The Boss is a swell guy — but he can't know 
everything, see? So — he gets the DOG BOOK 
and learns all about foods and medicines for 
me! All about training, and breaking bad habits. 





Now I can take cars or leave ‘em alone — and I 
haven't been off my feed for months. That BOOK'S 


got something. It's free to you at drug and pet 
stores — or with this coupon. Don't miss it! 
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How to Select a Flatteringly Smooth 
Finish for Your Skin 


Only the skill and determined effort of 
Primrose House could have created such an 
ideal face powder as Chiffon—unsurpassed 
in fineness of texture it blends naturally 
with your skin, clings becomingly for hours 
without being obvious—yet never cakes or 
piles up on the skin. 

By aspecial Primrose House process every 
particle of shine has been eliminated to in- 
sure that flattering, dull finish so essential to 
a chic appearance. Just try Chiffon once and 
you'll be a life-long devotee. In 7 carefully 
blended shades, $1 and $3 the box. Guest 


room size, 10¢. 


PRIMROSE HOUSE, 595 Fifth Avenue, New York 








**T hated winter. The first cold snap meant an 
ugly, chapped skin. I tried all kinds of lotions and 
creams. One day I used Frostilla on my hands. 
That was 3 years ago. I haven’t had dried out skin 
since. Frostilla, I found, is also an excellent pow- 
der base.’’ Use Frostilla yourself every time 
you’ve had your hands in water. Made with cost- 
lier ingredients, you can feel the difference. It’s 
fragrance is exquisite. 35c, 50c, $1.00 sizes in U.S. 
and Canada. Travel size in better 10c stores. 
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“T would have liked to marry Bill, Cou- 
sin Lucy,” Faith said softly. “Now Ill 
just grow old here in Yardley Hall, like 
Aunt Melusina.” 

Then her voice rose poignantly. “No— 
not like Aunt Melusina. Like you, and 
Father.” 

“Oh, no, Faith!” I cried. “Not like us— 
not wasted, like us!” 

And the door opened again, and Ser- 
geant Priddy’s feet came across the dingy, 
lovely old hall and into our door. 

“Miss Lucy, will you all come now?” 

It was odd, and rather terrifying, going 
into that embattled room, with Faith’s 
cold fingers gripped in mine. Dr. Yardley 
was at his table, John Crabtree on one 
side of him, Melusina on the other. I 
caught my breath as I saw her..She’d 
changed so extraordinarily since last 
night. Her hair, carefully waved, was piled 
loosely on her head the way she dresses 
it on special occasions. She had on her 
best black gown with the high lace collar 
closely covering her thin neck. She really 
looked quite regal, and handsomer than 
I’d seen her. 

Then I turned to find a chair, and saw, 
sitting just behind Bill, his arm resting, 
affectionate and reassuring, around his 
shoulders, a tall bony man with thick gray 
hair and beetling gray brows in a craggy, 
rugged sunburned face..And I stopped 
dead. 

“It must be me, not Melusina, that’s 
gone insane,” I thought. “Or is it?” 

He rose and bowed and smiled, a quick 
amused smile that I’'d forgotten years and 
years and years ago. And there was no 
doubt about it now. Melusina’s Great Sac- 
rifice had come back to Williamsburg. 
Summers Baldwin, economic royalist and 
son of the livery stable on Buttermilk Hill, 
had returned to the house where he’d had 
his ears soundly boxed under the mag- 
nolias forty-four years ago. 

I looked at Melusina. Maybe it wasn’t 
rouge on her cheeks or belladonna in her 
eyes. She smiled, ever so faintly trium- 
phant. The great man might send his 
harum-scarum ward to me, but he him- 
self came to Yardley Hall. That was very 
much the gist of Melusina’s smile. 

I sat down with Faith in the seat Ser- 
geant Priddy pushed forward. I found, 
pleasantly, that all I felt was a vast relief 
that now Bill would be safe whatever hap- 
pened: the last of the Haineses might not 
get his girl, but at least he wouldn’t end 
in the electric chair. 


E HADN’T looked at me or at Faith, 
and Faith hadn’t looked at him. Of the 
rest of them, Ruth Napier and Talbot Sey- 
mour were sitting together in the window 
seat beyond the faded old globe, Ruth dis- 
traught under her lacquered perfect fin- 
ish, Talbot Seymour confident and a little 
bored, as if he wished they’d get on with 
it so he could settle things and get back 
North in time for the spring meetings. 
Luton, standing discreetly by the win- 
dow into the garden, edged.a little nearer 
it as the shift necessitated by Faith’s and 
my entry brought Halley and Hugh Tas- 
well closer to him. Poor Halley, I thought; 
her letters were still at my house. No 
wonder she looked scared to death. And 
yet in some way she also looked awfully 
to me as if she’d managed to convince 
Hugh it was his neglect and his get-to- 
gether dinners in Richmond, and no doubt 
his secretary, that had been the cause of 
her wretched escapade. 

John Crabtree wiped his forehead with 
his handkerchief. “There’s been a lot of 
talk goin’ around,” he said in that slow 
ambling voice of his. “I thought I'd get 
you all together, and tell you where we're 
goin’, in this case. You can hear anythin’, 
in a town like this, if you want to listen. 
Why, people are sayin’ all kinds of things. 
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MATERNITY DRESSES 


THE CREED MAGIC TUCK*, ex- 
clusive with all Creed Maternity 
Clothes, assures both style and con- 
venience during all stages of ma- 
ternity. Write for new illustrated 
book, sent without cost. Address 
237 Boylston St., Boston, Mass. 






(*Pat. app. for.) 


REED ‘/2:,7 Clothes 








SEE THE NEW 
Pa inxs 
LORD SY WELT, 


(patent pending) . 


MATTRESS COVERS 


At prices to fit your purse. Made with cord- 
welted seams, unbreakable rubber buttons, 
reinforced corners and ample allowance for 
shrinkage. At leading Department and 
Furniture stores in your community. 
SURE-FIT PRODUCTS CO., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


To housewives plagued 
by silver tarnish 


@ Your silverware keeps its sparkling 
beauty if you use Pro-Tex-Sil. A liquid 
harmless to silverware, it saves repeated 
cleaning. You escape extra work caused by 
tarnish. You save time formerly spent on 
cleaning silver. Endorsed by metropolitan 
silver authorities. Ask your jeweler or de- 
partment store for Pro-Tex-Sil. Send 10 
cents for generous sample bottle. 


Welmaid Manufacturing Corp. 
Dept. 210, 5852 Broadway, Chicago 
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ask your dealer to show you 


| CENTURY CERTIFIED EDITION 
IT_COSTS ONLY I5<¢ A COPY 
s Catalogue of 3000 Selections 
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i fa] CENTURY MUSIC PUBLISHING CO. Ei po} 
| 147 W.40nSTREET NLY.C. 





KNITTING YARNS 
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New Low 


Send for 600 Free Samples p5%.5 
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That Mr. Talbot Seymour here, for in- 
stance, hotfooted it to Williamsburg the 
minute he heard his cousin was goin’ to 


~, 


get married, because he was scared he’d re : 

have to go to work.” | ¥y _ 

ais Talbot eee looked a little star- E = C ie re A 

tled, to say the least. fi - pu‘ : ‘ ff 
“I don’t know why people figure work AMONG ~ ke oO d Min { ON fo 

would be distasteful to Mr. Talbot, now, C J 2 C Rigs OL. Ove 

but that’s what they’re sayin’. Others are 


: =A | 
sayin’ Mr. Talbot Seymour didn’t have P., i&dé Pe. > 


anythin’ to do with it, it was Mr. Luton.” iS. a 
e . i> ~ Sire, 
LL ttle ARE 5 


The valet by the window turned the (7) *1 0 
color of a green peach. I thought he edged THAT <0 gt perv 
! St Uae 


a little closer to the gardens. 

“Some of ’em are sayin’ it was Miss 
Lucy and Mr. Haines together, because it 
was Miss Lucy’s shotgun we found in the 
Canal. But everybody with a lick of sense 
knows Miss Lucy would be scared to go 
around at night with a gun on her. And 
there’s still a lot of people are sayin’ 
Marshall Yardley did it, and then killed 
himself. But Marshall didn’t shoot him- 
self. Somebody else shot him.” 

Faith’s hand in mine trembled, and I 
pressed it closer to my side, steadying it. 

“Some people are sayin’ it was Dr. | 
Yardley himself, because he didn’t want 
his daughter to marry either Mason Sey- 
mour or her own cousin. And some are | 
sayin’ it was Miss Melusina, because she 
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was afraid if Faith didn’t marry Mr. Sey- —yet they may he bought for as little as 50c the box ... little, 
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People think Miss Melusina would sell her 
own soul to keep Yardley Hall, and after 
she’d found out her brother had destroyed | 
Mason Seymour’s second will, she had to 
kill her own nephew so he wouldn’t marry 
Faith, and Faith would marry somebody 
who could save the Hall.” 
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VypELusins Ss face had gone the color 
of the shriveled inside of a blanched 
almond skin. Faith shrank closer to my 
side. I could have slain John Crabtree. He 
didn’t know about Bill, of course, and Bill, 
his eyes dreadfully unhappy, his lips tight, 
hunched farther down in his seat, staring 
at the floor. 

“It’s pretty generally believed around 
town that Miss Melusina’s the least bit 
fanatical about Yardley Hall,” John Crab- 
tree said slowly. “But if people stopped to 
think about it, I don’t think they’d go as 
far as holdin’ Miss Melusina would go 
out of her way—even if she decided she 
was goin’ to kill anybody—to make it look 
as if Miss Lucy did it.” 

“Oh, wouldn’t she just!” I thought. Then 
I saw the tiny twinkle in John Crabtree’s 
eyes, and I was rather ashamed of myself. 

“The point is, unfortunately, that that’s 
exactly what somebody was tryin’ to do. 
Especially at first. Somebody that knew 
that Miss Lucy had a shotgun and that 
Miss Lucy’s about as fanatical about Faith 
as Miss Melusina is about Yardley Hall.” 

I looked quickly around the room for 
the old pistol. It was nowhere in sight. 
So it had been the shotgun, after all. They 
probably thought by now that I’d put the 
pistol down the well myself. 

“I don’t expect they’d figured that a 
natural like Mr. Haines was goin’ to barge 
in, shout from the housetops that some- | 
body ought to trade Seymour for a yellow 
dog and shoot it, then track cockroach 
powder all over town, and finally just up 
and say, ‘It was me all the time,’ ” 

Bill’s face darkened. 

“Because I figure this had all been 
planned for some little time,” John Crab- 
tree said. “It was precipitated by the sud- 
den announcement of Faith’s engagement 
to Seymour. You see—when Seymour 
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Clever Cream 
Replaces 
Scissors and 
Liquids. 
Keeps Nail- 
line Soft and 
Smooth, free 
from Hang- 
nails. 


Constant snipping of cuticle is responsible 
for ugly cuticle edges and painful hang- 
nails. Do not cut cuticles! 


Here’s how to keep your nails framed 
in a beautifully soft cuticle, and at the 
same time help keep nails from becoming 
so brittle. 


Just brush fingertips a little each day 
with MANICARE. It does wonders for 
shabby fingers—it gets out HIDDEN dirt 
from around the © nails, 
keeps cuticles lovely, -re- 
veals big half-moons, and 
helps prevent cracked, torn 
nails. 35¢ at drug and dept. 
stores. 
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been abused... 


® Don’t put up with “apology” hair any longer. 
Nobody believes you when you say, “I can’t do as 
thing with my hair.’”’ Because thousands know 
you can! Just a few simple treatments at home 
will work wonders with hair that’s been abused. 
You can restore natural softness by using the same 
method professional hairdressers use... the soap- 
less, latherless Admiracion Oil Shampoo! 

Don’t confuse Admiracion with soapy shampoos. 
It is nota soap, makes no lather... contains no 
alkali or harsh chemicals. With a single applica- 
tion, the film that hides the beauty of your hair is 
washed away. Unruly hair is left so soft and man- 
ageable, it sets beautifully after washing. Ask 
your druggist for Admiracion Oil Shampoo and 
if your hair doesn’t wake up with new beauty, new 
softness ...if there isn’t new spring in your curls 
--. we'lLrefund your money. Admiracion Labora- 
tories, Harrison, New Jersey. 
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Mr. Talbot Seymour’s white teeth were 
set; his eyes fixed on John were bold and 
insolent. 

“You’re not forgetting, Mr. Crabtree, 
that I didn’t leave my hotel room after I 
got to Williamsburg,” he said evenly. 

“No, and I’m not forgettin’ it was your 
first visit to Williamsburg,” John Carter 
Crabtree said amicably. “If you don’t count 
the three months you went to William and 
Mary College before you were flunked 
out. I guess that was so long ago you’d 
forgotten about it. But that’s how you 
knew your way around well enough to 
go over to your cousin’s house in the dark, 
wasn’t it, now? Only you didn’t know Miss 
Faith wasn’t goin’ to marry Mason. All 
you knew was if your cousin married, 
youd be cut off, both now and when he 
died. 

“You didn’t know there was a second 
will, or had been a second will, not till the 
next mornin’ when you and Mr. Luton 
found the rough draft in the safe. So you 
didn’t know that even if Mason Seymour 
was dead, you wouldn’t get a dime. That’s 
why you took the check for two thousand 
five hundred dollars that Mason Seymour 
had ‘written for a faithful servant, wasn’t 
it, Mr. Seymour? Because you couldn’t 
bear to part with that amount, even to a 
man that had saved your cousin five times 
that much a year for the ten years he’d 
been with him?” 

George Luton took a step forward, his 
face white, his eyes shining. “You’ve got 
my money!” He almost screamed it. 

“You'll get it all right, Mr. Luton,” John 
Crabtree said. “I wouldn’t worry, if I 
were you.” 

Mr. Talbot Seymour’s expression was 
indescribable. “But he was already dead 
when I took it!” he shouted. “I went to 
see him, to see if I couldn’t get some sort 
of settlement. But he was dead, I tell you 
—he was dead!” 

“I know it,” the Commonwealth At- 
torney said calmly. “He wasn’t only dead, 
he’d been dead some time. Rigor mortis 
had begun to set in. You had to tear that 
check to get it out from under his arm. 
Blood had dried on it, and on the check 
under it.” 

Faith beside me trembled violently. 

“No, it wasn’t you that killed your 
cousin, Mr. Talbot. And it wasn’t Miss 
Lucy, or Mr. Haines. It wasn’t anybody 
out there on the terrace. It was somebody 
inside the house, somebody that had an- 
other weapon, not Miss Lucy’s shotgun, 
and that threw both of ’em away.” 

He turned to Melusina Yardley. 

“When did you have the well white- 
washed last, Miss Melusina?” 


CHAPTER XXVIII 


ELUSINA’S hands gripping each other 
in her lap were as old as time. “Yes- 
terday morning,” she said quietly. 

The Commonwealth Attorney’s slow 
voice went on unchanged. “And you did 
that, Miss Melusina, because you’d seen 
that brown stain on the wellboard, and 
you were afraid that somebody from 
Yardley Hall-s 2327 

She looked at him for a long instant 
before her head bent slowly. 

“And when did you bring this here—” 
he pulled the bell-mouthed pistol out 
from under the table and laid it in front 
of him—“out of the cellar?” 

Her voice was perfectly controlled. 
“Last week.” 

“And you took it over, as a present, to 
Mason Seymour, because you knew he 
was interested in old guns?” 

Melusina closed her eyes and nodded 
her head. The skin around her quivering 
nostrils was white and opaque as lard. 

“The same day he made his will out?” 
John asked quietly. 
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he illustration shows how shrinking 
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mildly alkaline, (non-acid) FASTEETH 
checks gum soreness or burning due to 
chafing of a loose plate or excessive acid 
mouth. No oily, pasty taste or feeling. 
Get FASTEEITH today at any drug store, 
and enjoy ease and confidence of a more 
securely held plate. 
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She nodded again. 

“That’s the day Mason Seymour signed 
his death warrant—and Marshall’s,” he 
said, slowly as water dripping. 

“Well, it was very interestin’. At six 
feet, or thereabouts, the spread of buck- 
shot from this pistol—it’s old, but it’s in 
good shape—looks just like the spread 
from Miss Lucy’s shotgun at twenty feet. 
Or it would have if Captain Callowhill 
hadn’t had a look over things. Mason Sey- 
mour wasn’t shot from his terrace through 
the window. He was shot from just across 
his desk, while he was puttin’ his name 
to a check for a right tolerable amount. 
The person did it had already fired off a 
shotgun several times, out in the woods, 
to get the spread right, and collect a wad- 





din’ to drop on the terrace for us to find. | 


Then this old piece was brought back to | 


be planted at Yardley Hall. Only it 
couldn’t be dropped in that well, it’d make 
a splash. So its trigger was balanced on 
the side of the bucket and lowered care- 
fully, so when the bucket down there was 
moved again, it would slip off and be lost 
forever. 


“Only it happened Miss Lucy saw some- | 


body at the well, and blood on it next day. 
And Marshall, seein’ Miss Lucy there last 


night, started investigatin’, and that’s why | 
he was killed, so this pistol here couldn’t | 


be found, and we'd still figure it was Miss 
Lucy’s gun, and that Mason Seymour was 
shot from his terrace, instead of from 
across his desk—just as the train went 
by at half-past ten so the noise wouldn’t 
disturb anybody.” 


I LOOKED at Bill Haines. His face was 
awful. Only Summers Baldwin’s arm 
on his shoulder was keeping him in any 
kind of control. 

“That’s why the terrace window was 
open, so it’d look like the shot came from 
outside,” John Crabtree said. “That’s why 
ten pounds of bright pink cockroach pow- 
der was put down from one end of the 
place to the other—so it would appear no- 
bedy inside the. house had gone out to 
shoot Mason Seymour from the terrace. 
And nobody had.” 

His eyes moved slowly around the room. 
“Because Mr. Luton here had worked fif- 
teen years for Mason Seymour, as a kind 
of servant, for a servant’s wages, when 
he wasn’t born a servant, knowin’ he was 
down in the will for a big amount if he 
was still in Seymour’s service when he 
died. And when Seymour was goin’ to 
get married, he didn’t need Mr. Luton any 
more. And Mr. Luton made up his mind 
he wouldn’t be put off for a check and a 
fifty-dollar-a-week job. Mr. Luton didn’t 
know either one of two things—one of 
’em would have made the killin’ useless, 
and the other unnecessary. He didn’t know 
Seymour’d made a new will—not till he 
came across the rough draft in the safe— 
end he didn’t know the new will had been 
burned up. He didn’t know, that night at 
half-past ten, that he was shootin’ Sey- 
mour a couple of days too late.” 

I turned slowly, like every other person 
there, to look at the man in the window. 

George Luton stood there, helpless, 
white-faced, desperate-eyed, motionless 
for an instant except that his hands, not 
deft and discreet any longer, were shaking 
violently. And for an instant he just stood, 
his face a perfectly awful mask of horror 
and of guilt, and then turned and tore 
frantically down the steps, out through 
the Dutch window. Even by that time I 
wasn’t seeing him any more. I was seeing 
the sudden ghastly pale surprise in his 
face the moment before, when John Crab- 
tree had put the old pistol abruptly on 
the table. That hadn’t registered then, I’'d 
been so appalled at Melusina’s face when 
she looked at it for the first time. 

I heard Talbot Seymour say in a choked 








HAVE LIPS THAT ARE 
WARM, INVITING 
—YET NEVER “OBVIOUS” 










IN THE MORNING: Apply 
Angelus Lipstick. 
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HOURS LATER: Your make-up is still thrillingly “‘natural- 


looking”’. 


..no need for constant retouching. 


You Simply Use this SPECIAL Lipstick that's 
made to Blend with the Color of Human Blood 


IT’S GAY AND ALLURING—YET WITHOUT A 
TRACE OF THAT HARSH, *‘WET-PAINT” LOOK 
MEN DESPISE 


ERE’S a special type of lipstick that 
gives your lips an enchantment you 
never dreamed possible. 


It is called Angelus Lipstick and from 
the moment you apply it, your lips be- 
come alive. . . inviting. 


And you don’t need apply Angelus 
Lipstick so often—for it stays perfect for 
hours, and there is no need for constant 
primping to keep yourself attractive. 


If you prefer cream rouge, try Angelus 
Rouge Incarnat in the same warm colors 
for use on both lips and cheeks. 

Many smart women achieve perfect 
make-up harmony by using their Angelus 
Lipstick or Rouge with Angelus “Poucre 


Incarnat” —the triple refined face powder 


that comes in five flattering shades match- 
ing the most popular colors of Angelus 
Lipstick or Rouge. Just ask for it by the 
same number as your Angelus Lipstick. 
Try this in front of your own mirror 
—see how magically they blend with 
each other and with your own coloring. 


For a blue-red shade to perfectly match 
this seasons most popular costumes .try 


FORMAL RED 


Lipstick #404 - Rouge Incarnat #405 
AT ANY DRUG OR DEPARTMENT STORE. 








“HOUSE 
STOCKINGS” 
Only Shoe-Hi 


20¢ Pair at 
Hosiery Counters 
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KNITTING WOOLS 


Send for 600 Samples FREE 
HOOK RUG YARNS 


Prompt Mail Service 
COLONIAL YARN HOUSE, 1231-L Cherry St., Phila., Pa. 
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SHE DOESNT 
KNOW- BUT 


YoU SHOULD 


How can you protect your 
children from goitre? The best 
answer is Worcester lodized 
Salt. The Council on Foods of 
the American Medical Asso- 
ciation states: “Iodized Salt 
used daily as the only salt on 
the table and in cooking richly 
supplements the iodine of diets deficient 
in that element and thus helps to protect 
against simple goitre.” So be sure you 
insist on Worcester Jodized Salt. 



















Worcester Salt Co., America’s oldest 
refiner of pure salt, New York, U.S. A. 


Vk Wise ip 
ae cl aller V 8 


HELPS PREVENT SIMPLE GOITRE 


REDUCING WITH PLEASURE 


That’s the name of a special Bulletin prepared jointly by Good Housekeeping 
Institute and Bureau. It outlines a happy, healthful regimen for getting slim 
while still enjoying tasty and satisfying meals. Gives menus, all tested, tasted 
and approved. Price 15¢. 


Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. 


Ward off Bad Weather Ills 
With Steaming “STEERO” 


RINK a cup of delicious hot STEERO 
Bouillon before and after exposure to cold, 
damp days outdoors. Guard against winter ills 
this safe way. Doctors recommend STEERO 
to help prevent colds and chills. Millions use it! 


AT YOUR GROCER’S NOW 


* New Re- 
duced Price 
on 12-Cube 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


















voice, “Good God, that’s what he said I’d 
done!” 

Sergeant Michael Priddy, standing by 
the door, hadn’t even moved, and I wasn’t 
surprised when I heard those frantic feet 
on the stone steps stop suddenly, and other 
feet outside there, and a sudden scuffle, 
and then silence. 

“That’s why he was so upset about the 
check being gone,” the Commonwealth 
Attorney’s slow voice said placidly. “It 
made character for him. Nobody would - 
suspect a person of shootin’ somebody just 
writin’ him a check for $2500. And he 
took the shotgun—he got it when he left 
that card of Mason Seymour’s invitin’ 
you to supper, Miss Lucy; he knew it was 
there, Joe was cleanin’ it over at Sey- 
mour’s only a month ago—figurin’ it would 
make trouble for anybody but him. Either 
you, Miss Lucy, or one of the Yardleys. 
He hadn’t figured on Mr. Haines here 
takin’ up the slack instead. Well, he was 
a bad actor, and I’d guess there’s no doubt 
Seymour’d come to the conclusion he’d 
better get rid of him before it was too late. 
If Luton’d known about that second will 
bein’ destroyed .. .” 

The Commonwealth Attorney shrugged. 
Then he looked without enthusiasm at Mr. 
Talbot Seymour, who had got abruptly 
to his feet. 

“I guess you were just naturally born 
lucky, Mr. Seymour,” he said. 

Mr. Talbot Seymour wiped the per- 
spiration from his brow, and managed a 
smile, but it was not so brilliant as usual. 
“Then that first will still holds,” he said. 
“Boy, oh, boy—did you give me a turn 
for a minute! Come on, Ruth. I need a 
drink.” 

Ruth Napier stood still for a moment, 
then she slipped over to Faith and held 
out her hand. Faith took it. The dark- 
haired girl bent forward quickly and 
kissed her cheek. Then she looked at 
Melusina and followed Mr. Talbot Sey- 
mour out of the room. . 


HALLEY TASWELL, still very white- 
faced, was eying the papers in John 
Crabtree’s hand. Then she glanced at her | 
husband across the room talking to Melu- 
sina, hesitated, and started toward him. 
As she came by me I gave her sprigged- 
dimity panier a sharp yank. 

“Your letters are at my house,” I whis- 


pered. “In the lace box on my table.” 


She gave a little gasp and caught her- 
self, the blood rushing to her cheeks. 
“Hugh dear!” she called. “You won’t mind 
if I go on? I’ve got to be at the Capitol 
by noon.” She picked up her petticoats 
and scooted out of the room. 

It sounds odd, I suppose, and rather 
casual, the way Luton’s cataclysm struck, 
and was gone. It wasn’t really casual at 
all. It was just that every one of us had 
been possessed by such dreadful fear. Dr. 
Yardley, who thought Melusina had done 
it; Melusina, who’d thought first it was 
Marshall, and then her brother; Faith, 
who in her heart had feared it was her 
father; myself, terrified for Bill and Faith; 
Bill for Faith, Talbot Seymour for him- 
self, Halley Taswell for herself—so that 
each of us was too relieved to the depth 
of his soul to be more than simply glad 
it was over. 

I got up. My eyes met Melusina’s and 
that same ccld extraordinary smile of 
triumph, so that.I had to steady myself 
against my chair for a moment to keep 
from collapsing back into it. Faith was 
gone. Bill, who for all I knew had been 
welcoming the electric chair as an escape 
from torment, came over to me. 

“You remember Mr. Baldwin, don’t 
you, Miss Lucy?” 

Melusina’s Great Sacrifice and I shook 
hands. 

“Yes, indeed,” I said. “I’m afraid Bill 


Cleanser 


Ne Scratches NOW 


for disagreeable tasks use 


Sunbrite 


The Sate Speedy Cleanser 


Hear “‘Sunbrite Smile Parade” NBC every Friday a.m. 





SEND TODAY FOR THE AMAZING NEW 


WONDER-KNIFE _<@ 
Double-Duty — 3 
Steel Blade with 35¢ value 
special combina- Full year guarantee 


tion paring and slicing edge. Imported 


wood handle—Saves time! A joy to use! 


Mail 3 SUNBRITE labels and 10¢ in coin to 


SUNBRITE e¢ Chicago, Ill. 


Quick delicious cake icings, marsh- 
mallow sauce for fruits, sundaes, 
desserts. Wonderful for making ices, 
ice creams, meringues and candies. 


FREE Recipe THE HIP-O-LITE CO. 
Book 201 Market St.. St. Louis. Mo. 





NOW ONLY 


10c 
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}hasn’t done much about architecture. I | 


| don’t think he’s even been in the Palace | 
| supper room.” 
| Then Melusina came over. “That awful 
man,” she said. “It’s too dreadful. I hope | 
it’s taught you a terrible lesson, Lucy.” 
| “If it hasn’t, nothing ever will,” I said, 
| although I’m still not quite sure what she 
| meant. 
Dr. Yardley came over to us. 
“You'll stay and have a little lunch with 
us, won’t you, Summers?” Melusina said. 
| I picked up my bag. 
“You're staying, too, Lucy, aren’t you?” 
Peyton Yardley said. 
“No, thanks very much,” I said. 
Melusina turned. Perhaps it was be- 
cause her neck was encased in a high 
boned collar that she had to look a little 
down her nose to see me. “Oh, do stay, 
Lucy—if you like. Never mind about your 
| gown.” She smiled at Summers Baldwin. 
“She hasn’t ever improved,” she said. | 
| “You can freshen up a bit in my room, | 
| Lucy.” 
I suppose I did look wilted. “No, thanks,” | 
I said, and Bill picked up his hat and took 
my arm. | 
“Aren’t you staying, Mr. Haines?” | 
Melusina exclaimed. 
“No, ’'m paying board over at Miss | 
Lucy’s, and she’ll be making money on | 
| me if I miss any more meals,” Bill Haines 
said shortly. “Ill see you later, sir,” he | 
added to Summers Baldwin. “Good-bye.” | 
In the hall he looked up, hoping, I knew, 
to see Faith. She wasn’t anywhere. “May- 
| be she'll be over this afternoon,” I thought | 
| to myself. I was miserable, too, not see- | 





| ing her. 

Bill and I went down the stairs. 

“Why did you do that—not stay, Imean? | 
I didn’t mind.” 

“T don’t like that old werewolf,” he said. | 
“T don’t want any part of her. I wish Luton | 
had polished her off—instead of Marshall.” 

“It’s wicked to talk like that.” 

“Tm sorry.” 

We walked on across the Court House 
Green. 

“Why did you say you’d shot Mason 
Seymour?” I asked. 





E WAS silent a moment. Then he said: 

“When I saw that pistol, I thought 

Faith had done it. I saw her in there with 
something like it in her hand.” 

“That was the telephone!” I cried. 

It would look like that, from the terrace, 
and she’d stood there ever so long with it 
in her hand. 

He groaned a I‘ttle. “Oh, well, I’m just 
a ruddy fool any, ay, I guess.” 

“Bill, why didn’t you tell me you were 
Summers Baldwin’s ward?” I asked. 

He grinned ruefully. “I guess I wanted 
you to love me. for myself alone. As a 
matter of fact that’s all there is. My dad 
took his money out of the automobile 
business and went broke on the Stock 
Exchange.” He gave an odd mirthless 
snort. “I guess Miss Melusina’s put the 
K. O. on me, all right.” 

“Youre not going to let Melusina bother 
you, are you, Bill? What about the 
Haineses always getting their girl?” 

He laughed unhappily. “I guess I was 
just bragging. As a matter of fact they 
all died bachelors.” 

He gave my arm a little squeeze. “Don’t 
you mind me, Miss Lucy. I always go nuts 
the end of May.” 

I nearly went nuts myself that after- 
noon. Bill sat on the ottoman, his elbows 
on his knees, utterly and unbearably de- 
jected. I couldn’t get him to move off it. 
As much as I object to intemperance, I 





| thought, “If he’d only go out and get vio- 


lently intoxicated .. .” Anything except | 
just sitting there, every once in a while 
giving the mahogany veneer a kick to 
relieve his mind. He was still there at 





February 1939 Good Housekeeping 


| WONDERFUL IN RECIPES! 






LIKE SKIING... 
Wm Sa 
keen edges on 
appetites! 








UTDOORS, there’s nothing like 
mountain skiing to whet the 
appetite. Indoors, as this young ma- 
tron long ago discovered, a bottle of. 
A. 1. Sauce on the table, also, adds 
vastly to food’s enjoyment! That’s 
why she urges her family to use this 
celebrated sauce generously. You, 
too, should try to improve the flavor 
of such simple dishes as steaks, 
roasts, chops, stews, fish, eggs, gra- 
vies, baked beans, salads, and to put 
a pleasant “wallop” in tomato juice. 
Also fine with Roquefort cheese and 
crackers! * 




















HAMBURGER SPECIAL — Season 1 pound 
ground round steak with salt, pepper, 
and minced onion. Pat into cakes and 
fry in hot fat until well browned. Re- 
move cakes to a hot platter. Pour off 
all but 3 or 4 tablespoons of fat. Mix 
Y% cup catsup and 2 tablespoons A. 1. 
Sauce with fat and simmer. Pour over 
the cakes. 


G.F.Heuzblein & Bro., Hartford, Conn. 
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A HAND LOTION 


especially created by Scientists 


FoR WOMEN with 






@ It’s fast acting! Alkali- 
free. Requires no tedious 
rubbing...leaves no 
sticky, gummy film to 
stain your glovesor clothes 
---is extremely economical 
—goes a lot farther than 
thick, heavy lotions. . . is 
healing and soothing to 
chapped skin . . . removes 
most kitchen stains...makes hands shades 
whiter, softer, smoother, in a hurry. Try it. Avail- 
able at cosmetic counters everywhere. You'll 
be delighted when you see how different it is. 
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A BAUER & BLACK PRODUCT 


193 


mana 


UC ies UT CC) 












Fresher lunches... 
safer leftovers... 

ry crispier vegeta- 
bles...Cut-Rite 
costs little — 
saves much] 
At your 
grocer's. 


FULL LENGTH 
40 and 125 
FT. ROLLS 


vat Ld a 
A) LY 


Automatic Paper Machinery 
Co., Inc., Hoboken, N. J, 





3] HEN you use Bur- 
W} nett’s pure Vanilla 
you are sure of fla- 
vor success in your cakes, 
desserts, and candies. 











half-past three, when a big car stopped 
outside the: door and Summers Baldwin 
came in. 

“There’s a young lady out in the car,” 
he said. 

My heart sank. Ruth Napier again. 

“T suggest we all drive out to the river 
and get a little change of air. Come along, 
Lucy. You look as if you need it, too.” 

I'd have gone anywhere, even with 
Ruth Napier, to get Bill out of the house. 
But when I got out to the car, I could have 
cried with joy. It was Faith there. Bill’s 
face brightened, and fell again. He got 
behind the wheel, Faith beside him, and 
Summers Baldwin and I in the back like 
a couple of ancient watchdogs—but only 
too willing to be blind or deaf or both. 

We crossed College Creek and then 
passed the pottery shed on the rickety 
bridge to the island where the first per- 
manent English colonists in America 
landed over three hundred years before. 
My own memories crowded in so fast that 
I didn’t see when it was that Bill and Faith 
first looked at each other. 

I know that when we’d got out of the 
car and gone through the turnstile and 
past the statue of Pocahontas, Summers 
Baldwin and I stopped to look at the old 
ivy-covered ruin of the church, and they 
went on, Faith’s hand in Bill’s. lsaw them 
climb the little incline to the meadow be- 
yond the old trees. My eyes were so dim 
that I thought I saw the slim golden girl 
at his side—as if she’d eaten the cakes 


from “Alice in Wonderland,” and it wasn’t | 


my memory doing it—shrink back, and 
climb at his side in her tight stiff little 
plaits and stodgy button shoes, her grave 
gray eyes too big for the freckled little 
nose. 

I felt, then, something very strange, and 
I turned. 

Summers Baldwin had taken hold of 
my hand. “Don’t run away from me this 
time, Lucy,” he was saying very gently. 

THE END 


Vitamins and Costs 


(Continued from page 150) 
classification and in the third—the vita- 
mins and minerals that regulate the body’s 
use of foodstuffs and stave off scurvy, 
neuritis, and other disturbances. By wise 
selection, however, you can have an ample 
supply of all the essentials and still keep 
the budget within bounds. 

Some protein is necessary daily, but not 
a prodigious amount. A 10derately active 
adult needs a quantity of protein equiv- 
alent to that in three-quarters of a pound 
of beefsteak. Although meat is an excel- 
lent source of protein, other foods can be 
substituted if desired. Eggs and cheese 
are rich in protein, milk contains a goodly 
supply, and even cereals have some. Of 
course you will not forget that many of 
the cheaper cuts of meat are just as good 
sources of protein as the expensive ones. 

The vitamins and minerals are more 
complicated. There are plenty of them 
in fruits, vegetables, and dairy products, 
but the potency and kind vary. For ex- 
ample, a serving of spinach will give you 
a generous supply of vitamin A; a serving 
of onions will give you no vitamin A at 
all, though it will provide some vitamin 
B and C. The trick is to get all the vita- 
mins, all the necessary minerals, and 
enough of each one, without spending a 
fortune. 

How much is enough? Without going 
into the story of what vitamins are and 
why you must have them, we can assure 
you that they are measurable by units 
and that the following amounts daily 
per person will maintain health: vitamin 


| A—6000 units; vitamin B—300 units; vita- 


=RY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
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How Many Yards in 
A Pound of 


SPAGHETTI? 


ANS.—Our Research Dept. 


measured a dozen leading 
brands and reports the stag- 
gering average of 93.6329 
yards to the pound! That’s 
a lot of spaghetti to twirl 
around your fork. And tasty 
eating, too, when seasoned 
with a dash of savory Lea & 
Perrins, the original and 
inimitable Worcestershire 
Sauce. You will also like Lea 
& Perrins’ piquant flavor for 
seasoning steaks, fish, soups, 
salads and gravies. Try it! 
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Roley Poley Customettes—the original patented, ad- 
justable slip covers for all standard upholstered 
furniture—ft as if made to measure; smoothly, 
evenly, with no cutting, no stitching. Often imitated 
but never equalled because of patented features. Put 
on in a minute—stay in place perfectly. Shown by 
leading department stores in a wide range of new 
sparkling, attractive colors and patterns in ultra 
modern cut and styling, at prices ranging 2 95 
up from $ a 

Write for name of nearest dealer or ask for_free literature. 


ROLEY POLEY MFG. C0.7*2RVcxGo” 















Lightens Work..Lightning Seller 


AMAZING, DIFFERENT WALL CLEANER. 
Revolutionary invention. Banishes old-style wall 
cleaning mess and muss. No dirty cloths—no 
water—hands stay clean. No step ladder needed. 
aren erases dirt from malvern: and painted 
walls. Also cleans ceilings, window shades, up- 
holstered furniture, etc. SAVES REDECORA’ 
ING! Approved by Good Housekeeping 
Institute! Low priced. Long lasting. House- 

wives wild about it. Whirlwind seller. AGENTS 
WANTED EVERYWHERE. Hustlers clean- 


N’ 
SAMPL money. San t trial t 
es 
SAMPLE OFFER frrtperson in cach locality 





Foon, No obligation. Get details. Be first—send in your name 


THE KRISTEE CO., 572 Bar St., Akron, Ohio 


G@p LUCK 
LEMON PIE FILLING 


Used for 20 years by thousands of 
housewives. Saves time, fuss. and 
failure. Ask your 
grocer, or write us. 


GOOD LUCK FOOD CO., INnc., Rochester, N.Y. 













min C—500 units. More than that will not 
hurt you, but less can produce bad health, 
Of the minerals each person needs 
daily: calcium— .68 grams; phosphorus— 
88 grams; iron—15 milligrams. 

Now look at our table. It gives the vita- 
min and mineral content of a long list 
of foods. With it and the figures in the 
preceding paragraph, you are ready to 
do some simple arithmetic work on any 
day’s menus; you can figure accurately 
the family’s quota of essentials and com- 
bine the low-cost foods that add up to 
good health. 

Aren’t there other vitamins and miner- 
als that you need? Certainly, but if you 
will plan adequate meals from the foods 
listed, they will provide enough of those 
other factors. 

Let’s see how the Institute and Bureau 
scheme works in actual practice. When 
you make out a day’s menus, your first 
thought will be what the family likes to 
eat and what dishes they are particularly 
fond of. Then you will check prices at the 
market to see whether these foods fit into 
the budget. Next comes the pencil and 
paper work—and it doesn’t take long!— 
to see how an individual’s serving of the 
menu totals up in vitamins and minerals. 
If it doesn’t add up right, you will begin 
tinkering. Shift from onions to spinach 
if the vitamin-A value is low; or increase 
servings of butter and milk. Perhaps it’s 
B that is low; serve nuts after dinner or 
serve whole-grain or vitamin-reinforced 
cereal. Suppose your budget does not per- 
mit adequate supply of oranges, and you’re 
skimping on vitamin C—open up another 
can of tomato juice; or use canned toma- 
tees, let the family drink the juice, and 
serve the whole fruit in a salad or scallop. 

That doesn’t sound hard, does it? When 
you get to working at it, you will find it 
as interesting and just as much fun as 
doing a crossword puzzle. You'll get a 
lot of satisfaction out of the game, too, in 
knowing that your family is well fed and 
in your own freedom from nutrition bug- 
aboos. 

A final word: The list of foods is not a 
complete one; lack of space limited it to 
_ staples which are available at a reason- 
ably low price at this season. You will 
need to expand it for the entire year. 


A Test for Femininity 
(Continued from page 59) 


How to Judge Your Rating on 
“True or False?” 


If you checked “True” on 1, 3, 5, 6, and 8, 
and checked “False” on 2, 4, 7, 9, and 10, 
you have made “feminine” choices. If 
you checked “True” on 2, 4, 7, 9, and 10, 
and checked “False” on 1, 3, 5, 6, and 8, 
yours are “masculine” choices. 


* * * 


How to Judge Your Rating on 
“Yes? or No?” 


If you checked “Yes” on 2, 3, 5, 6, 8, 10, 
12, 13, 16, 18, and 20, and checked “No” on 
1, 4, 7, 9, 11, 14, 15, 17, and 19, your answers 
are “feminine.” If you checked “Yes” on 
1, 4, 7, 9, 11, 14, 15, 17, and 19, and checked 
“No” on 2, 3, 5, 6, 8, 10, 12, 13, 16, 18, and 20, 
yours are “masculine” answers. 


* * * 


How to Judge Your Rating on 
“Word Associations” 


The following are the ‘feminine” 
choices: 1, angry, green; 2, pink; 3, buy, 
neat, quiet; 4, paper, tie; 5, fame, marry; 
6, baby, lips; 7, beauty, wish; 8, good; 9, 
blood, color, soft; 10, face, rouge. 























children. 


FOOD 


: See Recipe 
' Below 


Has rich, mild flavor — 
It spreads, slices, cooks ! 


You make a pleasing discovery when you first use 
Chevelle (pronounced shé-yel) in a cheese recipe. 
It melts quickly and easily in cooking and doesn’t 
toughen or become stringy on cooling. 


It imparts a rich, cheese flavor your family and guests 
will highly praise. Chevelle is so mild and smooth it 
practically melts right in your mouth, 


Do as thousands of other skilled housewives do... 
keep Chevelle on hand as a convenient all-purpose 
cheese food. It spreads or slices. You can use it with 
crackers, in salads, for sandwiches and with pie... 
as well as in any recipe that calls for cheese. The 
added milk sugar makes it especially wholesome for 


Buy Chevelle today at your grocers in the handy, 
economical half pound package. Made by the makers 
of the famous Shefford Snappy Cheese. 


SHRIMP CHEVELLE 









Melt 14 Ib. package Shefford Chevelle in a sauce made 
of 4 tablespoons butter, 4 tablespoons flour, 2 cups 
milk and 14 teaspoon salt. Clean 2 cups canned or 
cooked shrimp and add to sauce. Fold mixture over 
and over until thoroughly heated, and then serve in 
center of rice or noodle ring bordered with a hot 
vegetable such as peas or carrots. Serves 6. 









Shefford Cheese is pack- 
aged in a full variety of 
popular kinds. 


| FREE 


Send coupon today for | 
book 


valuable recipe 
containing 100 simple, wholesome, | 
kitchen-tested cheese recipes. 
| Shefford Cheese Co., Inc. | 


Dept. 18, Green Bay, Wisconsin 
Please send your free recipe book to— | 
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of 
EXENE 


Giver Your Food, <> 
\ The SEASONING of MEXICO eam’ 


A can of MEXENE Chile Powder Season- 

ing will work miracles with your menus 
. .. serve MEXENE Hard Boiled Eggs, 
Shrimp, Stew, Salads different 
American delights . . . Chile and other 
Mexican Foods . . . thrill family and 
guests with ‘‘From Mexico’’ flavor. 


Send for New FREE Cook Book 


Or, if your grocer does not have MEXENE, send us his 
name and address with 10e to cover mailing, and we will 
send postpaid a liberal size can MEXENE and new RARE 
RECIPES ‘From Mexico’’. 

WALKER’S AUSTEX CHILE CO. 


Dept. G-91 Austin, Texas 
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Rubber feet prevent marks 
on linoleum; completely en- 
closed: mechanism; cover 
opens to extreme width; re- 
movable pail of Armco Iron, 
zinc grip coating. Two 
models; four sizes; four 
colors. As low as $1.50. 
Be sure your next can is a 
genuine Sanette. At all depart- 
ment and hardware stores. 
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Miserable with a 


HEAD COLD? 





There is nothing like a good r‘sht’s sleep when 
ou haveacold. For this reason Vapex is DOUBLY 

beneficial when used at bedtime. A few drops of 

Vapex on your pillow do these two things: 


First, it-eases the discomfort caused by con- 
gestion and stuffiness; you breathe more easily. 


Second, because it makes you more comfort- 
able, it helps you sleep more soundly through 
the night. 


After a good night’s sleep you will feel altogether 
different the next day. 


“Vapor-ize” Your Handkerchief for Use 
During the Day 


Put a few drops of Vapex on your handkerchief 
wn the morning. At any time during the day when 
your nose feels clogged and congested, merely 
place the handkerchief over your nose, take a few 
deep breaths and you will have quick relief and 
comfort. A few drops on 
your handkerchief will last for 
hours. All drug stores-have 
apex. 

















New Vapex Inhaler— hardly big- 
ger than a cigarette, can be tucked 
away in vest pocket or purse for 
use throughout the day. Youcan 
recharge it yourself withafew drops 
of Vapex, for a few pennies’ cost. | 


Here’s to the Cloths I 
love to use 
On pots and pans and 


floors and shoes. 
They clean downstairs 
and scour above, 
Those 30 RITZ Cloths--- 
the Cloths I love 
At good houseware and 
linen departments--hard- 
ware stores. 
For free booklet write 
John Ritzenthaler,73 
Franklin St.,N. Y. C. 


Cloths for Polishing, 
Dishes, Dusting, Sil- 
ver, Floors, Pots, etc. 





R’S GARDEN BOOK 


FOR 1939—FREE! 


Gardening guide and catalog of 
fine flowers, vegetables. Quality 
seeds, bulbs at attractive prices. 
HENRY A. DREER 
251 Dreer Bidg., Phila., Pa. 





UF PCRS Huffy Ruffles 
PETUNIAS 


Giants, up to 5 inches across. 
Exquisitely ruffled and fringed, 25 ‘ext. 
richly veined. Glorious pinks, 
searlets, lavenders, copper colors, 
etc., mixed—a 25c-packet of seeds 
postpaid for 10c. Send dime today! 
Seed Catalog free—low prices./4& 


W. ATLEE BURPEE CO. eee 
376 Burpee Building, Philadelphia 
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By Reputation 


(Continued from page 23) 
Katherine Freeborn’s getting married.” 

Cass did not have time to analyze the 
feeling that swept her, but she was aware 
of its complexity. “Don’t tell me John 
Woodley’s going to make an honest woman 
of her!” 

“I’m afraid not. She’s marrying Ted 
Morino.” 

Cass stared at her. Ted Morino ran an 
orchestra in a rather cheap night club. 
“Rliza,” she said, “isn’t that Sarah coming 
in? Let’s have her join us.” 

Eliza looked a little surprised, but she 
agreed. 

Two days later, Sarah’s column, “The 
Tattler,” said: “When it comes to taking 
on Swing music or a solo horn for a life- 
time, we're all for the swing music. There’s 
nothing of the ego in swing music.” 

“T think I’ll give a party for Katherine 
and Ted,” Cass said. “A very special 
party.” 

She did that, too, a mad, musical party 
that seemed to center around Ted, to raise 
him in importance, to make him accept- 
able. Late in the evening she went into 
her bedroom, and Katherine stood before 
the mirror, running a comb through her 
thick dark hair. Her eyes looking out from 
the mirror were enormous. 

“Tm awfully glad you’re marrying Ted. 
He’s a darling,” Cass said. 

“Yes, he is, isn’t he?” Katherine said. 

“T like him because there’s no pretense 
about him. He doesn’t say he’s Stokowski. 
I think you're lucky.” “ 

Katherine turned from the mirror and 
stared at her, almost as if she didn’t see 
her. “I’m quite sure I am,” she said with- 
out smiling. 

But only a few days after that Cass 
drove out through the park on her way to 


a tea and saw Katherine and John Wood- | 


ley walking slowly under the yellowing 
elms near the golf meadows. She pounded 
with one hand angrily on the wheel of her 
car. “No!” she said aloud. 


eet weekend Cass went up to see 
Tony. He had not finished his book. He 
lay in the long chair with a blanket over 
him, though it was a bright autumn day 
and the sun warm. 

“Tt doesn’t seem to matter so much as 
it did,” he confessed. “I lie here and think, 
and it seems enough nowadays.” 

“What do you think of?” 

“Oh, Nell and Lollie. And you. Of how 
stupidly I managed my life and yet how 
inevitable it’s all been. I worshiped strong 
people. I should have had in me a little 
of the stuff that Woodley chap you told 
me of has. And yet I married such a weak 
one—and maybe the reason is that for a 
minute I knew that I would never be 
strong and turned to my kind. Even now 
she seems my kind, Cass. But I have ar- 
ranged that what insurance there is goes 
into a trust fund for Lollie—with you to 
take care of it.” 

“That'll make trouble.” 

“Yes, for you. But you're one of the 
strong ones, Cass.” 

“T suppose I am.” 

She wanted to tell him that she was not 
so strong as she had been, but she could 
not. No, she must be the Rock of Gibraltar 
to him from now on. 

“Why haven’t you ever married, Cass?” 

“T haven’t had time.” 

“Maybe that’s true. Or maybe there’s 
never been anyone good enough.” 

“Silly Tony!” 

“T mean it. I don’t know many who could 
match up to you.” 

For some reason which she would not 
look into, she flushed. 

“Cass, if I should peter out one of these 
days—don’t drag Mother back from San 


as advertised—see page 6 
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Gently turns in 
the breeze—drying wash 
evenly and spotlessly clean. 
Folds like an umbrella to store 
away, 135 ft. finest line. Turns 
in only 15 ft. of space. Does 
away with unsightly clothes 
poles. Illustrated folder G-239 
FREE. 





GUM MASSAGER 


Gently exercises and hardens tender or 
bleeding gums. An invaluable aid in pro- 
moting firm gums and sound teeth. 


ENDORSED BY DENTISTS EVERYWHERE 


Made of pure surgical rubber—easily 
sterilized. Use with your own dentifrice. 
In sanitary glass container, at drug 
counters or sent prepaid 35c. 


ECU L P VSO Tl tad ete awe 


Baby’s First Year 


This special course of detailed instruc- 
tion covers the most difficult period 
of babyhood and has been especially 
prepared by Dr. Josephine Hemen- 
way Kenyon to help you through this 
trying time. Full of wise counsel and 
practical information to keep Baby 
well and strong. Price 50¢. 

TO ORDER, send check, money order 
or stamps (not cash) to Health and 


Happiness Club, Good Housekeeping, 
57th Street at 8th Avenue, N. Y. C, 
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Saxony, Shetlands. Velveens, ete. AT CUT-RATE 
PRICES! FREE, Sampie Cards, Instructions. Just 

out. Style Flash, 30 New Models Free. Est. 22 years. 7. 
F &K YARN CO., 85 Essex St., Dept. D-2,Mew York, W.Y. Skein 


KNITTING zoe (At CUT aATE Q ¢ 


LAWSY HOW YOU MAKE 
SUCH CHICKEN PIE 7. 


Diego. Finish it all up without fuss, will | 
you? You know how Mother cries. I'd rise 
up if she began to cry over me, really I 
should. Besides, it would cost a lot; and 
she’s more comfortable where she is.” 
“Silly Tony!” she said again, trying to 
keep her voice as light as his. 
“Tve got used to this place—and no 
fussing,” he said, watching the yellow 
leaves drifting in the still golden air. 
When she left that night, she said, “Auf 
wiedersehen!” 
“Good-bye, Cass,” he said. | 
When she came into the house after that | 
trip, she picked up a newspaper and 
glanced over the front page, and there was 
Woodley’s face, its boldness, its life domi- 
nating the page almost as completely as 
he dominated a room in actuality. 
JOHN WOODLEY TO INVESTIGATE GRAFT. 
Martha came in and saw the page under | 
Cass’ hand. “He sho’ is handsome, Miss | 
Bendick!” she said. | 
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Here's exfra cooking value! 36 pieces of popular 
| Pyrex brand Ovenware now cost 309% to 50% less 
than six months ago! One-third more absorption 
ofoven heat means flakier crusts. The same lovely 
dish serves for baking, serving and storing. Same 
high quality...two-year replacement 
offer. See the bargains at your dealers! 
Corning Glass Works, Corning, N. Y. 


rs next Saturday Cass went to the 
farm. She went when she could on Sat- 
urday nights alone. She never asked any- | 
one for Saturday—but Sunday afternoons | 
the farm was open to her world, and her | 
world always came. This Saturday night 

Cass went to bed early. The night was 

clear, and she could see stars from her 

windows. She lay there, warm under the 

white blanket, watching the night light 

and thinking: 

“Tf it were all like this. If life were only 
simple and not full of fighting and hating. 
Tonight I do not even hate John Woodley.” 

But the next day the crowd came. They 
walked along the ridge, gathered horse- 
chestnuts, and staged a battle. Then they 
sat about the fire and did imitations, 
guessing each other’s model. When it came 
Cass’ turn, she stood up, struck an atti- 
tude, and began to give a stirring, senti- 
mental talk on graft—but in favor of 
graft, in favor of the rich. She felt inspired 
by her antagonism and knew she was do- 
ing almost too well. Everyone shouted 
with laughter. 

The story of that imitation went around 

_and around the circle of those who like 
stories of the crowd. “Remember Cass as 
John Woodley?” was said many times. Or 
someone would laugh and say: “Did I tell 
you about Cass Bendick’s takeoff of John 
Woodley? It was priceless!” 

Some of the investigation of city grafters 
before the City Council was broadcast; 
and when John Woodley’s opening re- 
marks were heard over the air, they 
caused a little ripple of laughter among 
those who had heard Cass or heard of 
her takeoff. For Woodley’s remarks now 
seemed but a paraphrase of hers. 

Several days later Cass said to Mrs. Lud- 









Round casserole with 
double-duty pie plate 
cover. New low prices: 


2 qt. 75c, 1% at. 
65c, 3 qt. 95c. 1 
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BAKED BEANS 


TASTE MORE DELICIOUS WHEN YOU 
ENRICH THEM THIS SPECIAL WAY 


Oblong utility dish for 
baking,storing,serving 
corn bread, desserts, 


cake, meats of 
all kinds, 125% 
in. size 65c, 1044 C 


in. was 75c,now 


Pie plate. Watch bot- Custardcups. For pud- 


dings, desserts. Deep 6 
oz. size, only 10c 
(wide mouth 4 oz. ne 


cup 5c.) Deep 5 oz. 
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HERE’S THE SECRET! 


HOME-BAKED BEANS: Follow your usual 
recipe, but, instead of sugar, use Brer 
Rabbit Molasses. To one quart (4cups) of 
dried beans, use from 2 tablespoons to 
1 cup of molasses, according to taste. 


CANNED BAKED BEANS: Add two table- 





low: “Where’s the Jasper girl, I wonder? 
Did you send her the announcement about 
the fall things?” 

“Yes, I did, Miss Bendick.” 

Then Miss Velie, who had been busy 
putting a dress in the window, said: “Miss 
Bendick, perhaps I shouldn’t trouble you, 
but I don’t think the Jasper girl will be in. 
There’s something going on in the young 
crowd—something definitely against your 
store. The Sand girl started it, a sort of 
boycott. Not any of the young people have 
been in.” 

“Oh,” Cass said. 

She put on her hat and coat and went 
out, walking in the avenue for a time, try- 
ing through movement to rid herself of the 
feeling of being trapped. She felt no anger 























spoons Brer Rabbit Molasses to one can 
of baked beans before heating. Serve hot. 


e 
Home- baked or canned — baked 
beans have extra goodness when 
you add the old-plantation flavor 
of Brer Rabbit 
Molasses. 


Brer Rabbit 
is made from 
freshly crushed 
Louisiana sugar 
cane. That’s | 
why its flavor is 4 
so rich...so full 
bodied. 





toward the Sand girl. She saw quite clear- 
ly how much a hypocrite she must have 
seemed to Olivia Sand, so madly in love 
with the unattainable. No, Olivia had been 
justified. But it was impossible ever to 
clear it up, quite impossible. “I do not 
know that I can even clear it up to my-| > 
self,” she said. Yes, she was trapped, she | 


=— FR EE J Brer Rabbit’s famous book of 100 recipes for 

@ delicious gingerbreads, cookies, cakes, pud- 
dings, breads, muffins, candies. Clever menu ideas. Address: 
Penick & Ford, Ltd., Inc., New Orleans, La., Dept. GH-3, 
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WANT TO SERVE TASTIER 
MEALS AND SAVE MONEY ? 







Trial size bottle 
KITCHEN BOUQUET 


absolutely free 
with new recipe 
booklet 


=send the coupon 


END <D for FREE trial size of Kitchen Bou- 
SB quet. See how Kitchen Bouquet brings out 
the full flavor of foods. See how it changes left- 
overs and cheaper meat cuts into appetizing 
dishes. Comes in TWO sizes: Economical 
4-02. bottle —New 2-oz. bottle. Send for FREE 
trial-size bottle and Recipe Booklet today. 
=——-MAIL THIS COUPON TO=—=—= 


| KITCHEN BOUQUET | 
| Box 12, Union City, N 

Please send me trial-size bottle of Kitchen 
| Bouquet and new Recipe Booklet Free. 
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Dingy teeth quickly become 
gleaming teeth— with ¢ 
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was in the midst of confusion and lies. 
There was no way out. The young fry 
were against her, and it might take years 
to win them back, or she might never win 
them back. Other smart shops all catered 
to the older, more moneyed people, but 
she had always catered to the children of 
the rich. She would have to change her 
whole plan of publicity. At one time she 
might have risen to the prospect of fur- 
ther struggle, but today she could not. 
Something seemed to have happened to 
her will to struggle. “Tony, I am not 
strong,” her heart cried. 

The face of him who was the symbol for 
her dissatisfaction with life flashed before 
her. He seemed the cause of all that was 
wrong in her life; he seemed the weaver 
of the threads that threatened to choke 
her initiative, her desire. 

She was quieter when she came into the 
shop again. “I must be strong. I must not 
give up,” she said to herself. But she was 
quiet and did not move with quite her 
usual sweep of energy. 

She said to herself that it was Tony, that 
was the horrible suspense that had weak- 
ened her resistance. And it was true that 
every time she came in and looked for the 
mail, she felt weak, and the room often 
blurred before her eyes. But it was not 
only that. The feeling took in everything. 


OX night she came in after eating din- 
ner with Eliza. She had not taken off 
her jacket and hat when the doorbell rang. 

“Oh, I do hope it isn’t Carl!” she said 
to neteott She had refused the theatre 
with Carl and hadn’t thought he’d minded. 
Carl pretended to an undying devotion, 
but he was young—younger than she— 
and she always knew he could find some 
youngster who would comfort him. 

It was not Carl. It was John Woodley. 

He came into her deep room that she 
had made so peculiarly Cass Bendick’s 
room and said, “Were you going out?” 

“No,” she said. “I just came in.” She did 
not ask him to sit down, but waited as if 
he were a tradesman. 

ee busy?” he asked gravely. 

“cc O° 


He would not be rebuffed. “Then may 
I stay for a little while?” 

“Of course,” she said, but coolly, as if 
she still waited to hear what he had to sell. 

Martha took his coat and hat, and he 
went over and sat down by the hearth. 
Martha came, beaming, and lit the fire. 
Cass sat down opposite him, but still 
waited. He looked about the room and 
said: “I’ve been thinking of this room ever 
since one night I came and found you 
away.” 

“Have you?” she said noncommittally. 

“Are you Norwegian?” 

“No. I happen to like Norwegian things.” 
For her room had the cool, invigorating 
bareness and yet color of Scandinavian 
places. 

“Tt seems like a man’s room. It seems a 
room I’d like to have thought of myself. 
Yet it’s warm.” 

“I’ve never gone in for the overstuffed,” 
she said. 

He gave a brief laugh. “The over- 
stuffed!” he said. “Only about one in a 
thousand who doesn’t like the overstuffed! 
And you almost never find a woman 
whose mind isn’t overstuffed!” 

“And few men,” she said dryly. 

“Yes, and few men,” he agreed. “You 
know, Miss Bendick, I have a confession 
to make—I’ve always disliked you. I mean 
everything I’ve heard about you. A woman 
doing a man’s job—they aren’t pleasant 
creatures. They want to have their cake 
and eat it, too. But one lives and learns.” 

“Indeed one does,” she said without 
warmth. 

“As I told you before, the pérsonal gets 
cloying. 


as advertised—see page 6 
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NEW YEAR! 


Resolve now to earn more money in 
1939! Join the hundreds of men and 
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Housekeeping, Cosmopolitan and other 
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man to man or man to woman—and no 
one seems to think of the relationship of 
man to nature or man to business or man 
to the political scene. It’s always ‘you and 
me.’ For a few minutes with you at the 
play I got away from the personal, and 
it was so damnably good that I wanted to 
see you again—only you never seem to 
be in.” 

“No, I’m seldom in,” she said. 

“Do you play?” he said, glancing toward 
the piano. 

“No, very little. I bought the piano for 
my friend Jennifer.” 

“Do you mind if I play?” 

“Do!” she said. 

She sat still by the fire and heard Grieg 
coming harshly and heavily into the room. 
When he began Ase’s Tod, she heard Tony 
say: “. .. and no fussing!” and she said 
sharply: “If you don’t mind—no. I have 
a particular aversion to that piece to- 
night.” 

He stood up and went over to the hearth 
again. 

“Graft is a pretty noxious thing,” he 
said. “One gets the feeling of the nation 
being given over to grafting. However, as 
long as a few righteous ones remain, one 
doesn’t give up hope . . . The queer part 
is that the righteous ones are judged the 
hard ones by the world. It’s these pett 
little politicians like worms that need to 
be stepped on.” 

“Tm sure you will do it,” she said. 

“Yes,” he said. His dark face looked 
suddenly older and less fierce. “Yes, please 
God, I will do it. The sentimental grafters, 
the petty little hangers-on, I will step on 
them. They are out to get me, but this 
time they will not succeed. Padding pay 
rolls, padding expense accounts. ‘But 
everyone does that!’ they say, and know 
the American public will laugh indulgent- 
ly and say, ‘They won’t get touched for 
that any more than for speeding!’ But this 
time they will get touched. We are getting 
rotten at the base, and the base is made 
up of the ordinary man. If some cement 
isn’t poured in soon, we are gone.” 

“The base is made up of men who copy 
the men at the top of the heap,” she said. 

“That isn’t so. The men at the top rise 
out of the mass. They are of the mass, 
enlarged. How can we hope to raise lead- 
ers unless we breed leaders? 

“This is going to be a fight to the finish, 
Miss Bendick, in this town. And a good 
deal of hate is going to be stirred up. 
They’re attacking me at once, and with 
more subtlety than I gave them credit for 
—by ridicule. Ridicule isn’t the weapon 
of the ordinary American. It is having its 
effect, too. But it shall not win.” 


Hs words, hard, vigorous, filled the 

room. She looked up at the landscape 
over her mantel. It was of some Norse 
legend, and there were people in it; but the 
land itself, fierce and cold, dominated the 
picture. She looked at it and did not see it. 
Her face burned, and her long hands on 
the arms of her chair tingled. He sat down 
ee leaned a little toward her, and 
said: 

“Do you mind if I come here now and 
again while this investigation’s going on? 
It rests me.” 

She did not want to laugh, not at the 
irony nor with triumph. “Come if you 
like,” she heard herself say. 

“You’d never tell me about your soul, 
I’m sure,” he said. “And you do not look 
misunderstood.” Then he stood up again 
and said: “Though I don’t doubt you are. 
As Tam” 

He took his own coat from the closet, 
bade her good-night, and went away. 

As Cass worked she was aware of the 
investigation’s progress, knew of the ar- 
resting speeches John Woodley was mak- 
ing, knew of the fire with which he was 
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HAVANA 


1 egg yolk 
4 cups milk \ 
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1% teaspoon salt 
1 egg white 
1 teaspoon vanilla 
2 bananas 
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STENOTYPY 


The Better Way to Better Jobs 


Stenotypy—machine-typed short- 
hand—offers unusual opportuni- 
ties for better jobsnow and larger 
success all life. This machine 
that types faster thananyone can 
talk is now used in nine out often 
conventions, in thousandsofout- 
standing offices, and increasing- 
ly in court rooms. Its machine speed, 
accuracy and ease win promotions and salary raises in 


secretarial and reporting jobs, and open up executive 


opportunities. Now, in yourspare time and at low cost, 

you can raise yourself above the competition of the crowd. 

Get full details. Ask for interesting, illustrated free book- 

let, “Advantages to You in Stenotypy.” Write Dept. ST-8. 
THE STENOTYPE COMPANY 

4101 South Michigan Avenue Chicago, IHinois 
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attacking petty city officials. Then one day 
Jennifer Graeme told her that Olivia Sand 
was hanging around the court house, that 
she waited for Woodley to come out for 
lunch. She said she had put Sarah Lee 
wise to it. “Good!” Cass said. The next 
morning she picked up the paper at break- 
fast time and found herself turning to 
Sarah Lee’s column. There it was: “Even 
the great must have their relaxation, we 
suppose. After the verbal bombardments 
of the morning it must indeed be a relief 
for our fighting Don Juan to sit at noon 
eating lobster salad with the leading ex- 
ponent of the Lambeth Walk among the 
younger set.” 

That night he came. Cass was going out 
and was dressed for it in a velvet with 
a low, postbellum neck, with her hair done 
high in the formal note of the moment. 

“Oh, you are going out?” he said. 

“Yes. To the concert,” she said. 

He hesitated. Then he said, “Would it 
disturb anyone if I stayed on here and 
played the piano for a while?” 

“Not at all,” she said. But she knew that 
Carl would be calling for her in a moment 
and that there would be explanations to 
be made. She did not feel equal to making 
them. 

John Woodley said, “Thanks.” 

Martha, who wholly.approved of this 
gentleman, so much more handsome than 
any that had ever come before, took his 
coat with an air of bustling pleasure. 

ee make yourself comfortable,’ Cass 
said. 

He walked over to the fire, stood there 
an instant looking at the flames, then 
turned and looked at her. 

“You look extraordinarily beautiful to- 
night,” he said, with no note of flattery 
in his voice. 

“I should. Madame Bouchard made this 
for me in Paris. She is a genius.” 

“IT wish you weren’t going to the con- 
cert.” 

“But I am,” she said quietly. 

The bell rang, and Carl Guthrie came 
.in. He was obviously startled at seeing 
Woodley there. 

“Hello, Carl,” Woodley said. He made 
no explanation of why he was there, nor 
did Cass. 

She said “Good-night,” without much 
expression and went out with Carl. 












































“Fred. wondered 


how I was able to sia 
make money stretch so far’ 


“Of course I wasn’t the miracle-worker he thought I was. Money simply 
doesn’t stretch. But a few years ago, when Fred’s salary was reduced I 
had decided to do something to help out. I knew there was money to be 
made in handling magazine subscriptions but the amount I was able 
to add to the family income surpassed my most sanguine expectations.” 


Is This the Answer to Your Problem? 


If your personal or family budget doesn’t cover all your expenses .. . or 
if you need extra money for some special purpose . . . why not try the 
plan so many others have found successful? 


GHE sat through the symphony concert 
/ scarcely hearing the music. She went | 
over the things to be done on the morrow, 
over her new publicity campaign for the 
store, which Jennifer was helping her 
launch, over the chances for getting up to 
see Tony before snow flew. But when her 
mind came to Tony, she paused. It was as 
if she for once did not want to talk with 
Tony. What would Tony say of that enemy 
sitting up there by her fire or at her piano? 

When they returned to the apartment 
house, she could not say to Carl, “Don’t 
bother coming up” for fear it would sound 
guilty, though she had often said it to him 
before. 

He went up with her, and she opened the 
door carelessly wide. John Woodley still 
sat there by her fire. Carl scowled toward 
him questioningly, but John Woodley 
grinned and said, “Still here!” to Carl. 
He did not get up. She felt she should now 
urge Carl in, but she did not. She had 
always gone doggedly on her way, refus- 
ing to be coerced or browbeaten; and she 
said, “Good-night, Carl,” smiled at him, 
and closed the door. 

Now John Woodley stood up. “Come sit 


You will be delighted to discover how easily you can earn worthwhile 
sums and what a difference that extra money makes. There’s really no 
reason why you can’t have a substantial income of your own... an in- 
dependent income that will help you to enjoy the things you have always 
wanted but have never felt you could quite afford. 


The coupon below brings you, without the slightest obligation, everything 
you need to start earning extra money at once. Mail it now—you'll be 
glad you did! 


el ntvin wie THIS IS WHERE YOU START! --------------: 


Good Housekeeping, Dept. 239-Z 
57th Street at Eighth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


i 
I 


1 

t 

' 

! 

' 

1 

: Please send me, without obligation, complete details of your money- 
; making plan. 
i 
i 
1 
' 
' 
' 
' 
i 
' 
' 
' 
' 
t 


IN ARI@. ws y'd.d ere Mote cick cue o ols exeve v aMenieanlNe  coitesen osu citer gaunt cy ymcnarnrnena down,” he said, as if it were his house. 
She did go over and sit down. The velvet 
AGA ESS idiots criava'n, 6 5 Obs: OS Mla Robes onc TNC o1a ae ald Colt ee ene eee of her dress made a pleasant swirl about 
her. She put back her head with the high 
City State knot of curls, half-closed her eyes. 


“Martha tells me Olivia Sand has been 
annoying you,” he said. 


' 
! 
i 
} 
' 
! 
! 
1 
! 
1 
! 
1 
1 
! 
! 
! 
! 
i 
! 
1 
! 
! 
1 
1 
I 
i 
' 
1 
! 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
1 
I 
I 
1 
1 
' 
! 
1 
XL 


‘Furniture polish 


@® William H. O'Reilly, 
appraiser of antiques for 
the Plaza Art Galleries 
Inc., 9 East 59th Street, 
New York City. 











s O restore the original sheen and 

luster to a piece of furniture,’ says 
Mr. O'Reilly, “‘the polish must clean 
first. Only after embedded dirt is re- 
moved, can the beauty of old pieces be 
appreciated.”’ 

Follow the method used by restorers 
of priceless antiques—give your furni- 
ture the ‘‘beauty treatment’’ of Shell 
Furniture Polish. It cleans and polishes. 
Try Shell Glass Kleanzit, too—cuts 
window-cleaning time in half. Buy 
these at Shell dealer stations, furni- 
ture, drug and department stores. 
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must CLEAN first” 









“She has seemed to think I had you con- 
cealed about the premises,” she admitted. 

“Tm sorry. She is somewhat of a prob- 
lem child, but I had no notion of making 
her your problem ... Queer what jealousy 
will do to the undisciplined, isn’t it?” 

“Isn’t it?” she agreed politely. She would 
not go into this. 

“I feel sorry for Mr. Sand’s sake. He’s 
very decent.” 

“How decent? About twenty-five thou- 
sand decent?” she said suddenly, and her 
voice was abruptly sharp and unfriendly. 

“Just decent,” he said. He was hard and 
final. Then he said, looking at her directly, 
“You sound like The Tattler!” 

“Tm afraid I feel like The Tattler in this 
instance,” she said. “If you are really 
strong enough to buck the city fathers, 
you should be strong enough to hold off 
a spoiled child. One can’t have much re- 
spect for strength so variable.” 

“You may not have had much experi- 
ence with the wills of the spoiled,” he 
said ... “There is one way to end this, 
however, and I came here tonight to pro- 
pose it. I mean, to propose. What would 
you think of marrying me?” 

“Marrying you?” she said, then began 
to laugh. 

“I'm sorry, but I don’t see anything 
funny about it,” he said. “I’ve never 
wanted to marry before, and you are cer- 
tainly the last person I should have 
thought of marrying. In fact, as I told you, 
I've always disliked what I’ve known 
about you. But ever since the night at the 
lake, I have known we were two of a kind, 
that-we belonged together, and could make 
a go of it. You are the only woman I’ve 
ever met who rested me and stimulated 
me at the same time. We’re neither of us 
very young, and we're used to going 
straight to the point. Do I sound very 
abrupt?” 

“You sound absurd and highly egotis- 
tical, as usual,” she said, with no laughter 
left in her voice. 

“Perhaps I do,” he said. Then he said, 
though not self-pityingly: “Perhaps I am 
not as strong as I thought I was. To tell 
you the truth, I think the attacks on me 
of late have got under my skin. At any 
rate, I know it would be very good to have 
someone like you beside me.” 

“Someone like me?” she echoed mock- 
ingly. 

“You,” he answered gravely. 

“This is all a little pointless,” she said. 
“I don’t know what gave you any notion 
you could say anything of this kind to me. 
I don’t know you, and what I know of you 
is not pleasant. I wish you would go.” 

“Certainly,” he said. “But you are lying 
when you say you have no notion of why 
I dare speak to you. For you have known 
from the beginning that something of this 
sort was bound to happen. We are not 
children emotionally.” 

She could not speak. 

He said, “Good-night” soberly and went 
out. : 


Nae day Eliza walked along the street 
with her for a block after lunch. “You 
may as well know that Carl is talking,” she 
said. 

“There’s nothing to talk about,” she said. 
“Except that Carl came last night, and 
John Woodley was there—and he was still 
there when we got back from the concert. 
I suppose Carl thought it was by invi- 
tation.” 

Eliza gave her a quizzical look and then 
said, “You have to admit, Cass, that Wood- 
ley’s doing a good job before the grand 
jury.” 

“It’s his kind of thing,” she said. 

“Well, he does it superbly well. They’re 
laying bets against his getting Barkley, 
though. He’s the king pin, and he prob- 
ably won’t fall.” 
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a true dog diet to keep him healthy. That’s 
why Spratt’s Biscuit Dog Foods are the 
choice of so many dog experts. (1) Spratt’s 
contain twice as much nourishment as meat 
alone. There’s MEAT for stamina...WHEAT 


for energy. (2) Spratt’s are crisp-baked. 
They must be chewed, safeguarding teeth 
and digestion. Ask for Spratt’s Fibo (granu- 
lated), Spix, Ovals or Assorted Biscuits. 
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HELP for harassed homemakers! 


Is this a 

picture of you 
scrambling 
around for those 
forgotten tips 
on 

Meal Planning, 
House Planning, 
Decorating, 
Budgeting, 
Reducing ? 


Where there’s a special homemaking problem there's usually a 
special Good Housekeeping bulletin all ready to help you solve it. 
There are few places where you will find more complete, useful 
information on any of the wide range of subjects discussed in our 
bulletins. All of the information offered is as carefully developed, 
and then checked for its authoritativeness, as any of the articles 
which appear in our magazine pages. Directions are clear and 
easy to follow. Cookery bulletins all have many tested recipes and 
menus. The list below is only a partial one. Good Housekeeping 
Bulletin Service will send the complete list on request. 
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Cooking for Two—with Menus and 
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Delicious Meals for all Pocketbooks........ 25¢ 
Dining All Over the Wold at Your 


Mwheseable’ x. Wh sets cest weeds eset: .15¢ 
Many Recipes for Your Electric Beater....10¢ 
Planning Meals Rich in Vitamins... .... 10¢ 
Sandwiches for All Times.... 2... 0:06 15¢ 
Cookies—Old Favorites and New.......... 15¢ 
Candies—So Good and So Easy to Make..10¢ 
Timetable for Cooking Vegetables.......... 3¢ 


Cooking Time and Temperature Chart— 
for Baking, Roasting, Broiling and 


Depot IVI 8 rc, cppesaunesse cenaesest nacoat So: 15¢ 
BUDGETING 
Managing the Family Income................ 10¢ 


To help you.to plan a really work- 
able spending and saving program. 


REDUCING 
Reducing with Pleasure—Using Our 


’ DECORATION 


Or have decorating problems got you wot- 
ried? Don’t let them bother you. Just send 
for the following: 


Styles, Directions for Curtains.............. 15¢ 
Slipcovers, How to Make Them............ 15¢ 
Bedspreads, Dressing Tables..... .... ....... 15¢ 
Comfortable, Charming Living Rooms... 15¢ 


Informal Rooms for Country House........ 15¢ 


FASHIONS 


Do you want to know how to dress becom- 
ingly to bring out your best points? 
Lines and the Figure: figures can lie, 
and these lines prove it..... <.1...:cc:eceee 
Dressing’ Txueé to ype x.ncen 2 ee 15¢ 
How would you like to learn to sew like 
a professional? You can do it. 
Sewing Lessons 1 to 10: everything 
you need to know to turn out a 


really professional looking job........ $1.45 ° 


Is there a wedding in the offing? 


Appetizing Menus... ce cee eos 15¢ Bride’s Portfolio; Wedding Etiquette....15¢ 
A way to lose pounds safely and sane- Modern Bride Budgets Her Wedding....15¢ 
ly while continuing to eat like a Formal and Informal Weddings (what 
human being. is correct for men tO. WEA) .1..........00000- 3¢ 
Send stamps, check or money order (not cash) to Good House- 


TO ORDER: 
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keeping Bulletin Service, 57th Street & 8th Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 



























“No, you can count on that,” Cass 
agreed. 

“Do you know who’s in town?” Eliza 
asked suddenly. 

“Who?” 

“Nell and Lollie.” 

Cass paused in the street an instant, then 
walked on more rapidly. “Where?” 

“She’s visiting the Dorkmans’.” 

For two days Cass did nothing. On the 
third day she left the shop early and went 
to the Dorkmans’ and asked for Nell. Nell 
was out. Was Lollie in? Lollie was, and 
a maid brought her downstairs. 

“Hello, Lollie,”’ Cass said, her heart 
turning over in her at Lollie’s likeness to 
Tony. “It’s Aunt Cass.” She hadn’t seen 
Lollie in almost two years, not since Nell 
had left Tony. 

“Hello,” Lollie said gravely. 

Cass was oppressed by the big, formal 
house, by the presence of the maid. She 
asked for Mrs. Dorkman. Only Mrs. Dork- 
man’s mother, Mrs. Carley, was there. 
Cass asked to see her and then said: 

“T am Lollie’s aunt. Would it be all right 
if I took Lollie to the park for half an 
hour?” 

The old woman looked at her shrewdly 
and then said: “Why, yes, I don’t see why 
not. There’s not much entertainment for 
the child here.” 


i WAS fun walking in the park with 
Lollie. They didn’t talk of Nell, nor 
even of Tony. They watched the squirrels, 
walked about the little pond where the 
swans were, talked a nonsense t was 
half-serious, half-gay; and after a half 
hour they went back to the house. “She’s 
sweet,” Cass thought. “She’s not spoiled 
yet. Not yet.” When they reached the 
house, Nell hadn’t come in. It was the next 
day just as Cass was going out at noon 
that Nell met her on the threshold of the 
shop. It was obvious that she was on the 
edge of hysteria. 

“Hello, Nell,” Cass said. “Will you have 
lunch with me?” 

Nell crimsoned. There was a customer 
in the shop, and Cass was determined that 
Nell should not make another scene before 
her clients. 

“Have lunch with you? Well, hardly!” 
Nell said loudly. A man turned to look 
at her. “I want a talk with you, though, 
and I want it right now.” 

Cass felt noise and ugly calumny closing 
down over her. 

*““Come into my office,” she said briskly. 
“If you have anything to say, you may 
say it there.” She must get that loud voice, 
that hate-twisted face off the street. 

But Nell had no notion of control; she 
went on talking though Cass moved di- 
rectly through the shop toward her office. 
Nell’s voice came after her: “You alienate 
the affections of my husband, you see that 
you get control of his money, and now you 
take my child! You aren’t willing to marry 
and have the responsibility of having a 
child of your own—oh, no!—you must be 
free to play around with all the men in 
town, and take other people’s children!” 

“Nell, control yourself,” Cass said. 

They were in the office, but she had seen 
the stare of the woman in the shop—the 
little avid gleam of curiosity, the sudden 
impatience of a woman new-possessed of 
a piece of news and anxious to be off 
with it. 

“Control myself!” Nell said hotly. “I like 
that, after what you’ve done—behind my 
back, too!” 

“I took Lollie out for a walk. Is that so 
reprehensible?” 

“Worming yourself into her good graces! 
I know you. And I suppose you don’t know 
anything about Tor.y’s arrangement about 
the money, either! Oh, no! You haven't 
been up there at Saranac, managing 
him as usual!” (Continued on page 208) 
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COLLEGE 


Ten miles from Boston’s cultural advantages. Two- 
year courses for high school graduates. Academic, 
Home Economics, Secretarial, Merchandising, Art, 
Music, Expression courses. College Preparatory. 
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30-acre campus. Delightful home life, Catalog. 
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Smith and other colleges. Accred- 
ited. Also one-year intensive review 
for C.E.B. General courses, music, 
art. Spacious colonial residence. 
Gym, all sports. 61st year. Not for 
profit. Write for catalog. 
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47 Elm Street, Northampton, Mass« 
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A century of achievement as its heritage. Rich opportuni- 
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lege; also general course: Excellent facilities for art and 
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Dean Academy 74th yr. College prep. Gen- 


eral Courses and 1 and 2 yr. 
courses for H. 8S. graduates: Business, Mech. Drawing, 
Public Speaking, Secretarial, Music, Art, Crafts, Home- 
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pool, golf, tennis, riding. Coed. Home-like school. Rate 
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eorge cnoo its modern curriculum and ex- 
cellent college preparatory results. 242-acre campus. Boys 
and girls in the same school under conditions that meet 
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For catalogue, address: G. A. Walton, A.M., Principal, 
Box 275, George School, Bucks County, Pa. 





Two years of college with 
credit toward A.B. or B.S. 
degree. Pre-professional 
courses: Secretarial, Art, 
Music, Dramatics, Medi- 
cal Assistant, Home Ec., 
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leges. Day, eve, summer classes. Dormitory students 
receive Bermuda trip without charge. 6 miles from 
N. Y. C. (Half hour from Times Square) All sports, 


social activities. Catalog. 
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Only 50 miles from New York is one of 
America’s truly progressive institutions 
of learning ... high scholastic standing 
is attested by graduate representation in 
all leading colleges. Reserve Officers 
Training Corps stresses gentlemanliness, 
neatness and orderliness. 


Three types of courses: accredited col- 
lege preparation, general education and 
pre-business; and choice of infantry, 
cavalry and artillery training. All activi- 
ties guided by a carefully selected faculty 
schooled in bringing out the finest in 
each individual boy. Junior School for 
boys up to 11. ‘ini 
best school equipment; scientifically 
fainncen food . . . food that meets the 
needs of active, growing young men; un- 
surpassed athletic facilities including 
complete gym and swimming pool, golf, 
riding, varsity and intramural sports. A 
school that builds the basic attributes of 
leadership. Convince yourself. Visit New 
York Military Academy any day, any hour. 


Write the President for catalog. 








Irvin 102nd year. 25 mi. from N. Y. Opportunity 
g for thorough college preparation in small 
classes under experienced understanding faculty. Certifi- 
cate privileges. Regents accredited. Limited to 125. Home- 
like environment. Junior Dept. Athletics. Golf. Catalog. 
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Charles J. Keppel, Headmaster, Box G, Port Deposit, Md. 


Bordentown Military Institute 


College Preparatory. Accredited. Business General 
an 

























phere. Boys taught how to study. 
miles from Trenton. All sports, gymnasium. Junior se 
Founded 1885. Catalog. Box 272, Bordentown, N. J. 


Admiral Farragut Academy 


Graduates in 45 colleges. Fully accredited. Special cl 
preparing for U. S. Government Academies. Nav 
training. All sports. Band. Moderate rate. No extras. 
Separate Junior School. Rear Admiral S. S. Robison, 
U.S.N. (Ret.), Supt., Catalog. Box E, Toms River, N. J. 


. 
Blair Academy 
enced Masters, Culti 
Wide Choice of Spo 
Swimming Pool. C ful H 
elevation. 65 mile; from New York. 
Charles H. Breed, Headmaster, Box I{, Blairstown, N. J. 
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ful, n. 100th year 
Francis Harvey Green, Litt. D., Box 70, Penningto 


n, N. J. 
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MIDDLE ATLANTIC—GIRLS 





Edgewood Park For young women, at Briar- 
cliff Manor, N. Y. College 
preparatory, advanced courses in liberal and fine arts, 
secretarial science, medical assistant, home economics, 
dramatics, journalism, costume <¢ en, interior decoration, 
merchandising. All sports—-riding. Pool, lake, golf. Mod- 
erate rates. Catalog, Box G, Briarcliff Manor, N. Y. 






Briarcliff Junior College 


Briarcliff Manor, N. Y. Two years of accredited college 
work, Art, music, theatre arts, interior decoration, cos- 
tume design, social work, journalism, home economics, 
business science. Near New York City. All outdoor sports, 
swimming pool. Catalog on request. Registrar, Box Z. 





Miss Beard's School 


Excellent preparation for the leading colleges for women, 
General courses. Metropolitan opportunities in art, music, 
and dramatics. Country life and outdoor sports. 

Lucie C. Beard, Headmistress, Box 52, Orange, N. J. 


Highland Hall 


School for Girls. Accredited College Preparatory and Gen- 
eral Courses. Music, art, secretarial. Swimming pool, 
riding, spring horse show. 72nd _ year. Mrs. J. King 
McLanahan, Jr., President. Elizabeth G. Baldwin, A.B., 
Prin., Box 42, Hollidaysburg, Pa. 














Fairmont College 


Accredited Junior College and 2 year Preparatory. 
Advantages of Capital. Liberal Arts, Secretarial, Social 
Service, Merchandising. Music, Art, Int. Dec., Costume 
design, Broadcasting. Happy social life. Svorts. Riding. 
Catalog; 1713 Massachusetts Ave., Washington, D. C. 








Standard 4-year college for 
Beaver College women. Liberal arts, science, 
all teacher training courses; commercial, fine arts, music, 
etc, Teachers’ certificates. Suburb of Philadelphia. Gym- 
nasiums, pool. 84th year. Moderate rates. Ask for catalog. 
Walter B. Greenway, D.D., LL.D., President, Box G, 
Jenkintown, Pa. 





7 Formerly National 
National Park College formeuy Nations 
Junior college. Preparatory. Terminal, transfer courses, 
Music, art, dramatics, secretarial, home economics. New 
personal finance course. Unusual social activities. All sports 
—riding. 200 acres. suburbs of Nation's Capital. Catalog. 

Roy Tasco Davis, Pres., Box 129, Forest Glen, Md. 

Aceredited Junior College and 
Chevy Chase Senior High School for young 
women. Art, Interior Decoration, Music, Secretarial, Journal- 
ism, Home Economics, Dramatics. Washington advantages. 
Individual development. Outdoor life and sports. Catalogue. 


Mrs. F. E. Farrington, Regent, Philip Milo Bail, Pbh.D., 
President. Chevy Chase School, Box G, Washington, DE:C. 








Linden Hall Junior College and School for Girls. 


Cultural and Vocational. Music, Home Economics. Secre- 
{arial Studies. Fine and Commercial Art. Interesting 
Activities. All Sports. Preparatory and General Courses. 
Riding, Swimming Pool. Moderate Tuition. Separate 
Junior School. F. W. Stengel, D. D., Box 22, Lititz, Pa. 


The Grier Schoo Beautifully located in 


Central Pa. mountains—Main Line P.R.R. Accredited 
college preparation, general courses. Art, music, secre- 
tarial. Educational trips. 200 acres for skiing, skating, 
hockey, tennis. Riding. Gym, pool. 85th yr. Catalog. 

T. C. Grier, Director, Box 12, Birmingham, Pa. 


enm Hal 


ACCREDITED 2 yr. College and 4 yr. 
High School. Conservatory of Music. 
Dramatics, Int. Dec., Costume De- 
sign, Art, Secretarial. Journalism. 
Sports. Riding, Fencing, Dancing New 
buildings. Part of May at Ocean City. 
Catalog: F. S. Magill, LL.D., Box Q, 
Chambersburg, Pa. Lnter now, 





Formerly Birmingham. 





Jr. College 


for Women 





Maryland College for Women 


An established college of national patronage. Bachelor 
degrees, certificates. Home Economics, Music, Kindergarten 
‘raining. Speech, Secretarial, Fine Arts, Social life. 
Sports. Riding. Near Baltimore. Established 1853. Catalog. 

Box G, Lutherville, Md. 


Marjorie Webster Schools 


Junior College, Secretarial Science, Physical Education, 
Dramatic Art & Dancing, Fine & Applied Art. Modern 
dormitories, on 10-acre campus. Cultural, social advantages of 
the Capital. Swimming Pool, Gymnasium. Placement service. 
Catalog. Rock Creek Park Estates, Box G, Washington, D.C. 











SOUTHERN—GIRLS 


ee ee es 

; Two yrs. College, 4 
Blackstone College 2° rs, foleze., 4 
plomas in Liberal Arts, Musie, Dramatics, Secretarial, 
Merchandising, Home Ec. and Physical Ed. Near Rich- 
mond. Modern, fireproof buildings. Swimming pool, golf, 
riding, other. sports. Total cost $515. For catalogue address 
J. Paul Glick, President, Box G-2, Blackstone, Va. 


° 

Standard accredited work. Two 
Fairfax Hal years college. Four years high 
school. Secretarial. Fine Arts. In Shenandoah Valley near 
Skyline Drive. Attractive buildings on large campus. All 
sports. Private stable. Indoor and outdoor pools. 
Wm. B. Gates, President, Box G-2, Park Station, 
Waynesboro, Virginia. 





95th year. Episcopal. Effective prep- 
Stuart Hall aration for College Boards and col- 
leges admitting on certificate.. General course for non- 
college girl. Excellent 1 and 2 yr. secretarial courses for 
high school graduates. Separate lower school—grades 4 to 
8. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Riding. Sports. 
Ophelia S. T. Carr, Prin., Box J-B, Staunton, Va. 





Southern Seminary 


Accredited Junior College—High School. A School of 
Character for Girls. Blue Ridge Mts. of Va. Music, Art, 
Expression. Home Economics. Phys. hd. Commercial. Social 
training. Sports. 71st year. Write for catalog. 

Robert Lee Durham, Pres., Box 940, Buena Vista, Va. 





e e e 

Endowed Junior College 
Virginia Intermont and 4-year High School. 
Accredited. General, vocational courses in Music, Art, 
Speech, Dramatics, Home Ec., Physical Ed., Secretarial, 
Library Science. Beautiful location. Sports, riding, swim- 
ming. Founded 1884. Moderate «ates. Summer Camp V. L 
Ranch. Catalog. H. G. Noffsinger, Pres., Box (22, Bristol, Va. 





° 

Junior College and High 
Sullins College School. Both accredited. 100 
acre Campus in beautiful Virginia Park. Riding, Swim- 
ming, Boating. Music, Art, Dramatics, Home Ec., Secre- 
tarial, Physical Ed. Modern Buildings, every room has 
hath. Summer Camp. Catalogue and Views. 
W. E. Martin, Ph.D., Pres., Box G, Bristol, Virginia. 





Mary Baldwin College 2,79 oti: 


credited; endowed. 

The college with a background of culture and scholarship. 

A.B. degree. Music, Art, Dramaties, Secretarial, Teacher 

Training courses. Educationally efficient, socially selective, 
spiritually sincere. Riding, other sports. Catalog. 

L. Wilson Jarman, Pres., Box G, Staunton, Va. 





Greenbrier College 7,77 .y7mni 


Junior College and 
College Preparatory. Founded 1812. In the Alleghenies 
near White Sulphur Springs. Art, Musie, Dramatic Art, 
Secretarial. Recreational and Social Activities. Modern 
fireproof dormitory. Flat rate $750. For catalog, address 


French W. Thompson, D.D., Pres., Dept. G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 








e 

School for girls—college preparatory and 
Fassifern grades. In “‘the Land of the Sky’’ near 
Asheville. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Happy 


homelike atmosphere. Riding. Camp Greystone nearby used 
for year-’round sports. For catalog address 


Jos. R. Sevier, D.D., Pres., Box B, Hendersonville, N. C. 





Bethel Woman's College 


Fully accredited Junior College and Conservatory of Music. 
Graduates are leaders in their communities, successful in 
careers. Home ec., business, teacher training courses. Art, 
dramatics. Gym, golf. Riding at no extra charge. Moderate 
rate. J. W. Gaines, Pres., Box G, Hopkinsvilie, Ky. 


W ard-Belmont 


Accredited Junior College and High School. Conservatory 
of Music. Art, Literature, Home Economics, Expression, 
Secretarial. Dancing. Gymnasium, pool, all sports, For 
“Club Village’ and catalos, address: 

Alma Paine, Registrar, Box 103, Nashville, Tenn. 








Brenau College for Women 


Located Foothills Blue Ridge Mts. near Atlanta, Standard 
‘A.B. Degree. Also 2 year Jr. College. Unusual advan- 
tages in music, oratory, dramatic art, phys. ed. Campus of 
350 acres. All indoor and outdoor sports, Attractive social 
life. Bulletins address: Brenau, Box G-2, Gainesville, Ga. 





Fully ac- 


By-the-Sea. 

Gulf Park College credited Junior College. 
Also 3-year college preparatory. Musie, Art, Speech Arts, 
Tome Economics, Secretaryship. Outdoor sports all year. 
New fresh water pool. Riding, dancing, salt water sports. 


Catalog. 
Richard G. Cox, President, Box L, Gulfport, Miss. 











SOUTHWESTERN— GIRLS 
For girls. Accredited college 


Radford Schoo preparation in ideal year- 


*round climate. Open air classes in patio. Special work 
in music, art, dramatics, secretaryship. Character and 
personality developed. Sports, riding. Limited enrollment. 
Not for profit. Catalog. Lucinda de L. Templin, Ph.D., 
Principal, 4100 Austin Terrace, El Paso, Texas. 


? 
MILITARY 


STAUNTO ACADEMY 


Distinguished for excellent academic, 
military and athletic training. In beau- 
tiful, historic Shenandoah Valley of 
Virginia. High altitude. Unexcelled 
health record. Modern fire-proof build- 
ings. Separate Junior School. Visitors 
cordially welcomed. Catalogue. 


Col. Emory J. Middour,Superintendent 
Box G-1, Staunton, Virginia 


»»> » » » » 











Riverside Military Academy 


Nation’s largest military preparatory school. Boys 10-20. 
Six months in Blue Ridge Mountains with winter session 
Hollywood, Florida. Golf course, swimming, tennis, ocean 
sports, aviation. Catalog: 2 
General Sandy Beaver, Box G, Gainesville, Ga. 





Georgia Military Academy 


Splendidly equipped college prep school. Highest military 
rating. Highest academic standards. Individual house plan 
whereby boys live with teachers under tutorial system. 
Junior school, boys 8 to 13. For catalog address 
Commander, G. M. A., Box B, College Park, Georgia. 


Gulf Coast Military Academy 


Skilled Instructors; personal supervision. Graduates ac- 
credited eastern colleges. Two departments—Junior 5 to 
14; Senior 14 and over. On Beach. Open-air quarters. 
Open year ‘round. Write for Catalog: 

R-4, Gulfport, Mississippi. 








SOUTHERN—BOYS 


FORK UNE 


AcADEMY 


Fully accredited. Prepares for college or business. Able 
faculty. Small classes. Supervised study. Lower School 
for small boys in new separate building. Housemother. 


R. O. T. C. Fireproof buildings. Inside swimming pool. 
All athletics. Best health record. Students from 27 states 
and other countries. Catalog. 42nd_ year. 

Dr. J. J. Wicker, Pres., Box G-H, Fork Union, Virginia. 





Tennessee Military Institute 


Recognized as one of America’s really good schools. Estab. 
1874. Standards high. Prepares for best colleges. Enrol- 
ment limit 200. Capacity attendance last two years. All 
sports, including golf. Beautiful campus. 100 acres. Catalog. 
Col. C. R. Endsley, Supt., Box 78, Sweetwater, Tenn. 


Castle Heights Military Academy 


R.O.T.C. Preparatory. Post Graduate. Separate Jr. School 
—spacious mansion on adjacent campus; special instructors, 
house mothers. New $50,000 gymnasium. Endowed. Rates 
$575 and $675. Capacity 400. Early application advisable. 
Col. H. G. Armstrong, Pres., Lebanon (near Nashville), Tenn. 








Columbia Military Academy 


11 buildings, 9 built by U. S. Gort. Fully accredited. 
Special Department preparing for Government Academies. 
R. O. T. C. Post-Graduate and Junior Schools. Athletics, 
including gym, swimming, golf, horsemanship. 50 piece band. 
For catalog, address Department G, Columbia, Tennessee. 














MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 





An Episcopal school dedicated to 
Howe School the development of alert, clean 
minds and sound bodies. Successful college preparation. 
Individual guidance program. Understanding faculty. Mili- 
tary training. Sports for all. Junior school. 55th year. Mod- 
erate rate. Mid-term January 30. Catalog. Burrett B. 
Bouton, M.A., Supt., 229 Academy Place, Howe, Ind. 


Western Military Academy 


Junior-Senior High School. Accredited. 60th year. Group 
pian of instruction according to scholastic ability. Competi- 
tive athletics for all under unique plan. Modern fireproof 
barracks. Cadets may enroll for 2nd term Jan. or Feb. For 
catalog, address: Col. R. L. Jackson, Pres., Box G-2, Alton, II. 


St. John's Military Academy 


For more than 50 years, St. John’s has been training boys 
to make wise choices in life. Thorough instruction, plenty 
of good times. Accredited preparation for college. All sports. 
Write for Catalog. 429 De Koven Hall, Delafield, Wis. 











Kemper Military School 


Junior College and High School. A limited number of va- 
eancies available for term opening January 23rd, 1939. 
Catalog and view book. j 

Col. A. M. Hitch, Supt., 729 Third St., Boonville, Mo. 








SPECIAL SCHOOLS 
The Training School at Vineland 


For those whose minds have not developed normally. 
Between Philadelphia and Atlantic City. Child study 
laboratory. Schools, shops, farms, ample playgrounds. Open 
all year. E. R. Johnstone, Director; C. E. Nash, Superin- 
tendent, Box 406, Vineland, N. J. 


The Woods School 


For Exceptional Children, Three Separate Schools—Girls, 
Boys, Little Folks. Near Philadelphia. Booklet. 


Mollie Woods Hare, Principal, Box 170, Langhorne, Pa. 











Separate buildings, boys, 
Devereux Schools girls. Individual programs, 
social training stressed. Kindergarten unit for young chil- 
dren. Devereux Hedges, offering vocational training for 
young women; music, cultural lectures, athletics. Summer 
camps in Maine. Helena Devereux Fentress, Director, or 
John M. Barclay, Registrar, Box 60, Berwyn, Pa. 





Stewart Home School 


For Retarded Children. 46th year. Private home and 
school on beautiful 500 acre estate in Blue Grass Section. 
Cottage plan. Individual mental and manual training. For 
illustrated catalogue address: 

Dr. John P. Stewart, Director, Box H, Frankfort, Ky. 


The Mary E. Pogue School 


Established 1903. Individual care and training for ex- 
ceptional or handicapped children. Academic, manual train- 
ing, occupational therapy, physical education, medical 
supervision. Separate building for boys. 

56 Geneva Road, Wheaton, Illinois. 








. Est. 1917. For unusual children. 
Trowbridge One of the best in the West. Ex- 
perienced teachers. Resident physician. Individual train- 
ing. Beautiful buildings. Spacious grounds. Indorsed by 
physicians and educators. Enrollment limited. E. H. 
Trowbridge, M.D., 1840 Bryant Bidg., Kansas City, Me. 





[ 24 Lake Shore Avenue 


| ON LAKE MATINKOCKEE 


Culver Military Academy 


College preparatory, Junior College, 8th grade. Educates the 
whole boy. 433 graduates in 131 colleges. Extensive modern 
equipment. 1000-acre campus. All sports, polo, golf, boxing, 
swimming. Carefully selected cadet corps. Limited enroll- 
ment. Catalog. 24 Pershing Avenue, Culver, Ind. 





Morgan Park Military Academy 


Thorough preparation for college. Personal guidance to- 
ward all-round development, initiative stimulated. Ex- 
Derienced teachers. Sports for every boy, including riding. 
Near Chicago. 66th year. Lower school. Catalog. 

Col. H. D. Abells, Box 329, Morgan Park, Ill. 





Missouri Military Academy 


o0th year. Inspires boy to best efforts by teaching How to 
Study. Fully accredited. R. O. T. C. Small classes. Pre- 
pares for college or business. Separate Junior school. 
Sports, Gymnasium. Write for catalog to: 

Col. C. R. Stribling, M.M.A., 429 Main St., Mexico, Mo. 





Wentworth Military Academy 


and Janior College, 59th year. 41 miles from Kansas City. 
Hligh school and 2 years’ regular college work. Accredited. 
All Sports. Gym, stadium, swimming. Music, debating, 
dramatics. Write for book. Non-military Summer School. 

Col. S. Sellers, 329 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo. 








ON 





Randolph-Macon Academy 


Military. Accredited. 48th .Year. At northern entrance to 
Skyline Drive. Prepares for college through intensive 
study methods. Fireproof buildi Supervised athletics. 
Visitors welcome. Write for catalog and ‘‘Visit’’ folder. 
Col. John C. Boggs, Principal, Box G, Front Royal, Va. 


Fishburne Military School 


Accredited. Preparation for colleges and universities, West 
Point, Annapolis. Supervised study. Experienced instructors. 
Business courses, R.O.T.C. Sports for all ages. Cadet band. 
Visitors weleome. 60th yr. Catalog. 

Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box G-2, Waynesboro, Va. 











Kentucky Military Institute 


A school with a winter home in Florida. Preparation 
for college under ideal climatie conditions all year. Fully 
accredited. Oldest Private Military School in America. 
For fully illustrated catalog, address: 

Col. Chas. B. Richmond, President, Box G, Lyndon, Ky. 


Greenbrier Military School 


128th Year. Accredited. Preparation for College. Lower 
School. Near White Sulphur Springs. Altitude 2300 feet. 
Modern fireproof building houses all activities. All sports. 
Summer Camp. For illustrated Catalog, write 

Col. H. B. Moore, Box G, Lewisburg, W. Va 


SOUTHWESTERN—BOYS 
New Mexico Military Institute 


Balanced program of academic, military and physical train- 
ing; High School and Junior College. Outdoor life the 
year round; dry climate—3700 ft. altitude. All sports. 
Cavalry R.O.T.C_ Every boy rides. Catalog upon request. 

Col. D. C. Pearson, Supt., Box G, Roswell, N. M. 




















MIDDLE WESTERN—GIRLS 
Monticello 


Accredited junior college and preparatory school. Sound 
academic and special courses. Distinguished faculty. 101 
years old. Beautiful buildings. 300 acres near St. Louis. 
George I. Rohrbough, President, Box G, Alton, Ilinois. 








For girls. Thorough High School and 
Ferry Hal Junior College training amid beautiful 
surroundings. Accredited. On Lake Michigan. 28 miles 
from Chicago’s advantages. General courses. Music, art, 
dramaties. Riding, swimming, tennis. Not for profit. 
Tlst year. Mid-term, Jan. 30. Catalog. 
Eloise R. Tremain, Principal, Box 1!, Lake Forest, II. 





Frances Shimer 


Accredited Junier College and Preparatory School. Musie, 
Art, Speech, the Dance, Home Economies, Secretarial. 12 
modern buildings on 27-acre campus. Gym, ‘pool, golf 
course. 86th year. No extras. Bulletin. A. Beth Hostetter, 
Acting President, Box 429, Mt. Carroll, II. 





. 
Lindenwood College Fe ome. Agrea- 
B.M. degrees. Also 2-year Junior College. (A.A. degree.) 
Modernized curriculum prepares students for civic and 
social leadership. Secretarial training. Special work in 


Musie and Art. Modern buildings. Sports. Near St. Louis, 
Reemer, D.D., Box 839, St. Charles, Mo, 


Catalog. J. L. 














MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 


8 HAPPY WEEKS OF 
CULVER TRAINING 


in NAVAL SCHOOL or CAVALRY 
CAMP (boys 14-19) and WOOD- 
CRAFT CAMP (boys 9-14). Regular 
Academy personnel. Exceptional 
housing, dining and medical facilities, 1000-acre wooded 
campus. Emphasis on correct posture, initiative, cour- 
tesy, Christian character. Optional tutoring. All land 





ULVER 


SUMMER SCHOOLS 


| and watersports. Moderate cost. STATE CATALOG DesIRED. 


Culver, Indiana 


NEW ENGLAND—GIRLS 


» SARGEN 





SUMMER 
CAMPS 






tra - 





fee . elor t course. Catalog. 

~ ERNEST HERMANN, Director 
: - 16 Everett Street Cambridge, Mass. 
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SCHOOLS OF PROFESSIONAL AND VOCATIONAL TRAINING 








BUSINESS AND SECRETARIAL 


Beautifully located on campus. 
Bryant College Courses (degree in 2 _ yrs.) 
combining cultural and secretarial training. 1-yr. -B.S.S. 
course for college graduates. Also l-yr. course for H. 8. 
graduates. Approved 4-yr. Comm’! Teacher Training Course 
(A.B. in Ed.). Effective placement. Gym, dorms. 77th yr. 
Write for catalog. Secretary, Providence, R. | 





We lister ation brings results; Weylis- 
y ter specializes in secretarial-executive 
training for business ski and management of personal 
affairs. Also cultural subjects. Large suburban estate near 
New Haven. Delightful social life: Resident and day. 
1 or 2 years. Placement service. Catalog. 


Mrs. Marian W. S. Beach, M. A., Box G, Milford, Conn. 


Specialization 








Secretarial, executive 
The Scudder School’ Secretariat, executive 
school graduates, college women. 2-year college credit course 
with French, Business Psychology, Finance and Invest- 
ments. 1-year intensive. Model office. Social Welfare, 2- 
year college credit course. Field Work. Placement. Resi- 
dence. Miss G. H. Scudder, 66 Fifth Ave., New York City. 





Packard School 


8lst year. Registered by State Regents. Complete Secre- 
tarial; General Business; Accounting, and Special Courses. 
Co-educational for High School graduates and College 
Students. Placement. service. For catalog write: 
Recorder, 253 Lexington Avenue, New York City. 


Katharine Gibbs 


Two Year Course—college and cultural subjects, with thor- 
ough secretarial training. One Year Course—intensive sec- 
retarial training. Special course for College Women. 
Catalog. Assistant Principal, 90 Marlborough St., Boston; 
230 Park Ave., New York; 155 Angell St., Providence. 











HOUSEHOLD ARTS, FOODS, DIETETICS 





Miss Farmer's School of Cookery 


This long-established school prepares for positions requir- 
ing cookery and dietetics and for efficient home management. 
One Year, Eight Weeks, shorter courses. Individual instruc- 
tion in small groups. Residences. Catalog H. 

Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 


Ballard School of the Y. W. C. A. 


67th Year. Professional Food Service Training. Kitchen 
and Dining-room Mgt. Modern Housekeeping. Cookery. 
Dressmaking. Home Nursing. Secretarial, etc. Placement 
service. Gym, pool, cafeteria. Six residences. Complete 
catalog D. 610 Lexington Ave. at 53rd St., N. Y. C. 


The Iridor School 


will send you upon request a free book ‘“‘Food Opportunities”’ 
which tells you how you can make money at home or in an 
attractive position. There are excellent openings for Iridor 
trained Tea Room Managers, Hostesses, Caterers, Cake and 
Candy Makers. 831-C Lexington Avenue, New York. 


Be a Distitian! 


One year intensive course qualifies you for a 
good position in hotels, restaurants, schools, hos- 
pitals, laboratories, steamships, institutions, etc. 
Co-ed. Placement service available. Opportunities 
for advancement. Age mo obstacle. Licensed 
by N.Y. State. Write for catalog 14. 


NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF DIETETICS 
660 Madison Avenue New York City 











-Emil Alvin Hartman, 


FINE AND APPLIED ART 


Grand Central School of Art 


Drawing, Painting, Sculpture, Illustration, Human and 
Animal Anatomy, Advertising, Design, Fashions, Interior 
Decoration, Cartooning. Individual Instruction. Certificate 
Courses. Day and Eve. Catalog on request. 

7006 Grand Central Terminal, New York City. 





N.Y. School of Interior Decora- 


tion Four and eight months’ Practical Training Courses. 
Also Vocational. Design and College Courses. 
Faculty of leading N. Y. Decorators. Day and evening 
classes. Spring Term commences February 1st. Send for 
Catalog 3R. 515 Madison Avenue, New York City. 





1 j The Accepted School of 
Fashion Academy Famous Graduates. Cos- 
tume Design—Styling—Fashion Art—Textile Design—for 
Trade, Screen and Stage. Under personal direction of 
America’s Recognized Design In- 
structor and Fashion Consultant. Write for School Book 9. 
30 Rockefeller Plaza, 5th Ave. at 50th St., New York, N. Y. 





N. Y. School of Fine & Applied 
Mid-Year Classes Now Forming in 


Art (Parson) Interior Architecture & Decoration; 


Costume Design & Illustration; Advertising Design; Teacher 
Training. Send for General Catalogue. 
Box K, 2239 Broadway, New York. 





Art Institute of Pittsburgh 


18 years of successful graduates in Commercial Art, 
Illustration, Fashion Drawing, Costume Design, Pattern 
Drafting, Interior Decoration. 9 and 18 month courses. 
Start Now! Get annual ‘‘Factbook.’’ Willis Shook, Dir., 
232 Stanwix Street, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 








KINDERGARTEN TRAINING 


Complete education for teaching 
in elementary grades, kinder- 
garten and nursery school. Chil- 
dren’s demonstration school and 
observation center. Special summer classes. 
Beautiful resident hall. Located Chicago’s 
>. lovely North Shorenear lake. Cultural edu- 
cation plus vocational training. B.E. degree conferred 
(4 yrs.), also 3-year diploma and 2-year certificate. 
Write for list of successful alumnae. : 
National College of Education 


EDNA DEAN BAKER, Pres. Box 96-B EVANSTON, ILL. 


5Fra 


year 





be Wa 





Mills School 


For Kindergarten and Primary Teachers. Accredited by 
N. Y. and N. J. Departments of education for state certifi- 
cate. 3-year and 4-year courses. College credit toward degree 
in leading universities. Residence facilities. 30th yr. New 
term Feb. 1. G. H. Lough, 66 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 











LABORATORY TECHNIQUE 
Franklin School of Medical Tech- 


Dept. of Franklin School of Science & Arts. 
nology Offers unusually strong, complete, well bal- 
anced 9 mos. training course in Medical Laboratory 
Technology. X-Ray Technology in 6 mos. Free placement. 
Coed. Write for Catalog G. 1906 Spruce St., Phila. Pa. 








MUSIC AND DRAMATIC ART 
Alviene School of the Theatre 


45th Year—Drama, Dance, Vocal for Acting, Teaching, 
Directing. 3 fm 1 course—Radio, Stage, Screen. Graduates: 
Lee Tracy, Fred Astaire, Una Merkel, etc. Student Stock 
Theatre Appearances while learfing. Apply. 

Sec’y Gale, 66 W. 85th St., N. Y. 








TECHNICAL 





. . 
Indiana Technical College 
Two-Year B. S. Degree courses in engineering: Electrical, 
Civil, Chem., Mechanical, Radio and Television, Aeronautical. 
l-yr. Mech. Drafting. Prep. courses without extra charge. 
Earn board, Low rate. Enter March, June, Sept., Dec. Catalog. 
249 East Washington Boulevard, Fort Wayne, Indiana. 





Bliss Electrical School 


One year condensed course in electrical engineering. Thor- 
ough training in principles, with practical applications in 
laboratory and shop. Prepares for technical work. High 


placement record. Modern buildings, dormitory, dining hall. 
Campus. 46th yr. Catalog. 309 Takoma Ave., Washington,D.C. 
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Be a laboratory technician. 
Gradwohl Schoo 9 months’ intensive in- 
struction, plus 4 to 6 months’ interneship in hospital or 
lab. New, important course in parasitology and tropical 
medicine. Micro-photography, bacteriology, blood chemistry, 
X-ray. Placement service. Enter any month, Catalog. 

3510 Lucas Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 





Northwest Institute of Technology 


offers thorough, comprehensive courses in Clinical, Labora- 
tory Technique, including Basal Metabolism, in 9 months. 
Also X-Ray technique with correlated Physical Therapy in 
3 months. Men, women. Graduate employment unusually 
high. Catalog. 3409 East Lake St., Minneapolis, Minn. 








DENTAL NURSING 





Dental Assistants Training Insti- 
Short practical course qualifies women for positions 


tute in Dental Nursing as Assistants or Receptionists 
to Dentists and Dental Specialists. Free Placement. For 
catalog ‘‘4’* write | West 34th Street, New York City, 
or {21 North Broad Street, Philadelphia, Penrfylvania. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
I g &§ 


SCHOOL 


VOCUE--- 


Dress Design, French Cutting, Pat- 
tern Making, Color, Merchandising, 
Styling, Buying, Style Reporting, 
Fashion Illustration, Interior Deco- 
ration, Advertising, Photography. 


STUDENTS PREPARED FOR PROFESSIONAL CONTACTS 
116 S. MICHIGAN BLVD., CHICAGO, Dept. C. 


Chicago Academy of Fine Arts 


Mid-winter enrollment date Feb. 6—Commercial art, Dress 
Design, Interior Decorating, Fashion Tlustration, Cartoon- 
ing, Industrial Design, Illustration, Drawing and Painting, 
Stage Arts, Photography. 

{8 S. Michigan Avenue, Suite B-2, Chicago 


American Academy of Art 


Practical instruction in all branches of Commercial and 
Fine Art. Dress Design. Pattern Making, Cartooning. Fac- 
ulty of international reputation. Individual instruction. 
Enroll now. Catalog. Frank H. Young, Dir., Dept. 429, 
25 E. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, thi. 


The Art Institute of Chicago 


Fine Arts—Industrial Art. A Professional School offering 
degrees and diplomas in all branches. Not operated for 

















ett. 60th yr. Low tuition. Spring term begins March 28. 


Ifustrated bulletins on request. 
Dept. G. A., The Art Institute, Chicago, Il. 


Frederic Mizen Academy of Art 


For students with a purpose. Individual tutoring under pro- 
fessional artists in Advertising, Fashion, and Story Illustra- 
tion. Layout, Dress Design, Lettering. Studios overlooking 
lake and city. Second Semester begins Feb. 6. 

Dept. 99-B, 75 E. Wacker Drive, Chicago, I[inois, 














PHYSICAL EDUCATION 





American College of Physical 


e 
Accredited. Coeducational. 30th yr. 1 yr. 
Education Recreation Course, 2 yr. Diploma and 
3 yr. B.P.E. Degree. 1 yr. Physiotherapy. Dept. of Athletic 
Coaching. Placement Bureau. New Term Feb. 1. Free Cata- 
log. Views. Dept. G.H., 1019 Diversey Parkway, Chicago, III. 





Sargent College 


of Physical Education, of Boston University. 4-year B.S. 
course in Physical Ed., includes thorough instruction in 
land and water sports at Peterborough, N. H. camp. 
Cultural opportunities. In university city. 58th yr. Catalog. 
Ernst Hermann, Dean, 34 Everett St.,. Cambridge, Mass. 








NURSING 


New Rochelle Hospital School of 
Nursing 


Offers accredited 3 year course in Nursing to High 
School graduates. Apply 
Principal, Box 551, New Rochelle, N. Y. 


MOUNT SINAT HOSPITAL 


SCHOOL OF NURSING * NEW YORK CITY 


EXCEPT IONAL educational advantages for 
high school and college graduates. Three- 
year nursing course. Fine, residential building 
overlooking Central Park. Instruction and ~ 
clinical facilities unsurpassed. Over 800-bed 
hospital. Non-sectarian. Classes enter Sep- 
tember and February. Catalog G on request. 


1 East 100th Street, New York, N. Y. 








Sunerintendent of Nurses 








. . . 

School of Nursing. Accred- 
Mt. Sinai Hospita ited, non-sectarian 3-yr. 
course for High School graduates. Maintenance and allow- 
ance, Active general hospital opposite beautiful Douglas 
Recreation Park, near Chicago’s famous loop, lake front, 
museums, Post-Graduate Scholarship to honor students. 
Apply Mt. Sinai Hospital, 2750 W. !5th Place, Chicago, Il. 








PHYSICIANS’ AIDES 


Eastern School for Physicians’ 


Aides Faculty of Physicians. Prepares Qualified 
Students for Physicians’ Aides. Physiotherapy, 
X-Ray & Laboratory Technique. Medical Secretarial 

Courses. Placement Bureau. Booklet GH. 
667 Madison Ave. at 6ist, New York City. 
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HOTEL MANAGEMENT 





Jn holel Hostess WOW 


witha Splendid ETL 





UUs ar i 
BL PLAN 


WAS dissatisfied with my earnings as 

telephone operator, the lack of oppor- 

tunity and long hours. Then a Lewis 
advertisement gave me new hope. I answered 
it and enrolled for their course. Now I am 
Hostess of this beautiful resort, earning a 
splendid salary. 


“Oh, how glad I am today that I decided to become a Lewis 
Certified Employee. I work amidst luxurious, colorful sur- 
roundings, am respected, secure, well-paid. All this despite 
my knowing absolutely nothing about hotel work before 
taking the Lewis Course.” 


Will YOU accept a well-paid position in one of America’s 


greatest industries—the hotel and institutional field? The 
new Lewis Certified Employees Plan is placing hundreds of 
trained men and women in touch with better positions at 
more pay. Nationwide calls from hotels, clubs, restaurants, 
schools, colleges, hospitals and institutions, Positions every- 
where paying excellent salaries with living often included. 
YOU can qualify! 


pice into a Well-Paid Hotel Position 
CERTIFIED To"MAKE GOOD’ 


Opportunities everywhere for those past 40 as well as 
younger men and women of 18 and over. Either business, 
home, professional, or grade school background, plus Lewis 
Training, qualifies you. When you are qualified, our new 
“CERTIFIED” Employees Plan means that as soon as our 
Employment Department places you in a position, we will 
CERTIFY to your employer that you'll “make good.” If 
you don’t live up to his expectations the first month, we 
will agree to refund to him one-half the salary he has paid 
you. Since we introduced this new, unique Certified Em- 
ployment Plan, hundreds of Lewis-trained men and women 
have been put in touch with positions—proof positive of 
the value of our training to YOU! Learn TODAY how 


a ele 


MEN AND WOMEN OF ALL 
AGES WINNING 


Manager 


— 
ut 
— 


SUCCESS [J Asst. Manager 
{_] Hostess 

“Now Assistant Manager = [] Steward 

one of the best known hotels 4 

in this country. My success _] Housekeeper 

in the hotel field is due to the Cashier 


fine training I received from 
the Lewis Schools and I 
heartily recommend it to any 
ambitious person either en- 
tering or seeking advance- 
ment in the hotel profession.” 


George D. Negley, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 





O 

(J Secial Director 
() Auditor 
== 


O 


(j Purchasing Agent 
Chief or Floor Clerk 


| Sports Director 


you can qualify for this fascinating business where you 
are not dropped after 40. 


FREE BOOK GIVES FULL meals 


Our FREE Book, “YOUR BIG OPPOR- 
TUNITY,” tells how to train for a well- 
paid position and explains how you are 
registered FREE of extra cost, as a Cer- 
tified Employee, in the Lewis National 
Placement Service. You have the oppor- 
tunity to make the story of scores of suc- 
cessful Lewis “Certified Employees” YOUR 
story by deciding to do TODAY what they 
did a few months ago. Fill in the coupon 
and MAIL IT IMMEDIATELY! 


Hotels Call for Trained Men and Women 


( Apt. Hotel Manager 
{] Banquet Manager 
(J Matron 

1 Maitre d’Hotel 


( Linen Room Super- 
visor 


CLIFFORD LEWIS, PRES. 
LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Hall TC-2471, Washington, D. C. 


Please send me FREE of charge and without 
obligation, details as to how to qualify for 
the hotel, club, restaurant and institutional 
field. I am particularly interested in the posi- 
tions I have checked. 


0 Supt. of Service 


PNAS arcs ters Gabi s en ewe K IRE poner ce. > cok cs 
( Publicity Director 
( Club Manager PRE SES OMe ssa eels Bas tice « «vk 0% 
(J Restaurant or Cof- 
fee Shop Manager Cligncwesche ata deries. eee. Statler. Mi ccasses 
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Wee Ware brings color to your 


kitchen in a smart, new, useful 


way. Now — beautiful decorative 
designs, in addition to attractive 
color trims. 


~ The distinctive Memco Girl design is 
richly reproduced in full colors —in 


a wide range of lovely tones. The de- 


sign is permanently fired into the 
enamel — on gleaming white Memco 
Ware — with black or red trim; and 
clear, rich ivory trimmed with green. 
Pa quality ware, smartly styled 
and moderately priced! 


Food Acid and Stain Resistant 


Wemco Ware is made for long service. 
Each piece is triple coated with pure vitre- 
ous enamel. Easy to keep clean, and safe 
for all cooking. Has plastic knobs and 
patented plastic grips — Moore patented 
non-fall-off glass Percolator Tops — and 
many other exclusive features you'll like. 


Sold at leading stores. A complete line 
of Enameled Kitchen Utensils, either with 
or without the Memco decorations. 


This 3-cup Memco Girl Measur- 
ing Sauce Pan — $1.00 value — will 
be mailed to you for 50c, stamps or 
coin, to cover postage and handling. 
White with black trim. (One only 
to a person.) Send today! We will 
also mail you free folder on the use and care of enamelware. 


THE MOORE ENAMELING & MFG. CO. 
Dept. GH-239, WEST LAFAYETTE, OHIO 





Also makers of the famous Marblart, Enamlart and other 
High Quality Vitreous Enameled Wares 
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By Reputation 


(Continued from page 202) 


“J’ye done nothing of the kind. You’re 
out of your head, Nell. Naturally Iam fond 
of Lollie. And I suppose I knew you 
wouldn’t let me take her out if I asked 
you. But since I haven’t seen her in two 
years, I think you may safely assume ik 
won’t trouble you or her much.” 

“Assume nothing of the sort! You're just 
like a vulture, waiting around for Tony 
to die, that’s all!” 

Cass knew that the loud high voice was 
probably carrying to the other room. She 
said, looking at Nell with sudden implaca- 
ble sternness. 

“God help poor Lollie!” she said. “Per- 
haps I am changing my mind about non- 
intervention. Yes, I think I will do all in 
my power from now on, Nell, to save 
Lollie from you. Now, will you get out 
of here?” 

She stood alone in her office after Nell 
had left. She was trembling. “I have 
fought for so long,” she said to herself. 
“Perhaps my vision is entirely warped and 
I am seeing battles where no battles are. 
Perhaps I am losing my sense of pity. Per- 
hapsI have grown too hard and can never 
be loving and warm again.” 

She thought of John Woodley as she 
stood there alone in the small room. She 
looked at a paperweight on her desk and 
said, “If he were only someone else, if he 
were what. he seems, I could love him.” 
She meant she could love a strong, direct 
man who could manage his own life. For 
that moment she wished there were no 
cruelty back of the strength, no selfish- 
ness beyond the engaging directness. She 
wished, as he had wished, that there were 
someone she could stand beside, someone 
with a strength to match her own. Some- 
one to whom the Nells of the world were 
unimportant. She even said to. herself: 
“Perhaps the Sand girl couldn’t be 
avoided. Perhaps he endured her, out of 
pity, as I endure Carl... But that does 
not account for her father’s case, nor for 
Lucy, nor for Katherine.” 

When she went out into the shop, she 
was so quiet that Mrs. Ludlow and Miss 
Velie let her alone, hesitating to intrude 
upon her stillness. 


ie EARLY November two things hap- 
pened: Woodley came up against 
Barkley, the king pin, and his dramatic 
hold on the case began to slip. Henry 
Lenkopf committed suicide. Not Lucy 
Lenkopf, who had lost her little girl and 
her husband and all she had acquired by 
marrying a Lenkopf, but Henry Lenkopf. 
Cass Bendick read the account—reason- 
ably brief, owing to the prestige of the 
Lenkopfs—read it over and over with a 
feeling as of having put on glasses which 
distorted what she read. 

She said to Eliza, “I’ve missed a clue 
there, I’m atraid.” 

“It does seem strange,” Eliza said. “But 
perhaps he cared for her more than it 
seemed at the time of the case. Sometimes 
men do have the queerest passions!” 

Cass couldh’t get Lenkopf out of her 
mind. The case kept coming back to her as 
she worked, as she went about here and 
there. She remembered the feeling she 
had had that day when Lucy Lenkopf 
had come into the store—and now this 
had happened. It didn’t make sense. Lucy 
Lenkopf had sent an address, and the vel- 
vet dress had been sent there to her. Now 
this. 

One morning she happened to remem- 
ber that the girl who did her hair had 
once been a maid for the Lenkopfs. She 
phoned and made an appointment. It was 
easy enough to get the girl to talk. The 
moment the name Lenkopf was men- 


product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


tioned, the girl was off into a swift and 
breezy monologue. 

“Lord, that made me sick!” she said. 
“When I picked up the paper and saw 
that, honestly, I could have cried. I know 
just exactly how it was, too ... Why, his 
sister was in here not two days before, 
and she said enough so I could see things 
hadn’t changed any ... That Lucy Len- 
kopf was a snake if ever there was one. 
Butter wouldn’t melt in her mouth, and 
everyone always felt so sorry for her— 
why, what she was like inside! She was 
just out for what she could get, and now 
she got so she thought she could get more 
by bothering them about the little girl. 
She tried to wean her away—I guess she 
had her an afternoon every two weeks or 
something. She just piled presents on her 
and made the little girl feel sorry for her. 

“And finally she began to get her—and 
when Lenkopf saw that, he couldn’t take 
it. He just worshiped that child—just wor- 
shiped her, Miss Bendick! I suppose he 
ought to have had more guts; but if you’d 
known that woman like I did, Miss Ben- 
dick, you’d have known she had a will like 
iron, and that you couldn’t fight her ...I 
was tickled to death when John Woodley 
_put her in her place in the trial, I can 
tell you! I guess no one ever did before.” 

“It was pretty nasty all around,” Cass 
agreed evenly, and rose to go. 


OX SATURDAY night she went to the 
farm. She did not start till late, and it 
was almost nine-thirty when she reached 
the small house behind its orchard. “Oh, 
Martha,” she said to Martha in the car 
with her. “If I can only hold out till I hit 
that bed! Mr. Dennis wrote that the Spies 
are good this year—he put four bushels in 
the cellar ... Why someone’s here!” For 
a car suddenly loomed ahead of them in 
the driveway. 

“They’s a light!” Martha said. “I better 
go get Mr. Dennis, Miss Bendick!” 

“Oh, no. It’s probably one of the crowd, 
though I’ve warned them if they ever 
came on Saturdays I’d shoot them on 
sight! I would, too.” 

She went to the side door, went in, and 
there at the kitchen table, a bowl of Spies 
before him beside an open book, sat John 
Woodley. 

Martha was obviously pleased. “Why, 
Mr. Woodley, where did you drop from?” 
she demanded. 

He stood up, holding his place in his 
ees “Do you mind?” he said directly to 


ass. 

“T’m afraid I do,” she said. “I’m afraid 
I mind very much. This is the one night 
of the week, the one place in the world, 
where I can be alone.” 

“I’m sorry. I wanted particularly to 
see you. Your man made me come in, and 
brought me the apples. He said you sold 


.four hundred bushels this year ... You 
were right; it is a farm.” ; 
“What did you want to see me about?” 


“If you are too tired, it can wait.” 

“No, let’s have it now. Come into the 
other room, please.” 

He looked about the kitchen, which 
was blue and white in the old-fashioned 
way, with a little pantry out of it. “It’s 
nice here,” he said, but he followed her 
into the living room. 

There was no hearth here, but a coal 
heater where the bluish flames danced 
behind isinglass. “Well, well, Mr. Dennis 
has outdone himself!” she said. “I have 
generally had the fire to build!” 

She dropped her coat and hat on a 
couch, turned to John Woodley, and said, 
“Well?” 

“Couldn’t we sit down to it?” 


They sat down. 

“I really am sorry to have intruded,” 
he said. “But there are some things to be 
said between us, and I began to have the 
feeling that they must be said at once. 
Your friend, Eliza O’Keefe, told me how to 
get here...” 

She waited, not helping him. 

“T’ve been wanting to say: I realize how 
abrupt and boorish I must have sounded 
the other night. I had been thinking about 
it a good deal, but naturally you hadn't. 
You might rightfully be angry. Neverthe- 
less, we do belong together, and I should 
like a chance to show you that that is 
true. ’'m afraid I came tonight because I 
knew no one would be here, and because 
I hoped we could talk together and get to 
know each other better without seeing the 
kites in the sky above us... I suppose, too, 
that I was anxious to get to you and to 
that feeling of having reached harbor I 
have when I am with you.’ He spoke 
evenly. 

Cass felt tears sting at her lids and was 
angry because of it. “But I don’t like 
you!” she said. 

“T think you do,” he insisted. 

Then she surprised herself by saying, 
“What sort of person, really, was Henry 
Lenkopf?” 

He hesitated. She was conscious of his 
dark face in the lamplight, of tiredness 
under the boldness, of an honest longing 
to rest in the peace of this house or the 
peace of her presence. Again she felt 
tears. She must, she told herself, be very 
tired, too. 

“Henry Lenkopf,” he said _ slowly. 
“Henry Lenkopf. A knight born when 
knights are not in favor. A woman sucked 
him dry, and then she set out to steal the 
one thing left to him, the one thing that 
I moved heaven and earth to retain for 
him—and she got it. He’s well away.” But 
his voice was heavy. Then he said, “Why 
do you ask?” 

“T wanted to know.” 


E LEANED back in the old chair with 

its bright slip cover. “Lord, it is nice 

here!” he said ... “It’s been quite a blow 

to me, this Lenkopf business,” he went on 

suddenly. “For I was a rich man’s son, 

and I know how little chance the rich 
have.” 





“The rich?” she said slowly. 

“Yes. My father did time because a bank 
failed, and he didn’t have a chance, be- 
cause he was rich. It was taken for granted 
that his sole desire was to grind the faces 
of the poor. He died of it, of people’s 
lack of belief in him .. . I’ve been on the 





side of the rich since then. They hardly 
ever get an even break. 

“Why, take Henry Lenkopf . . . every- 
one took it for granted that Lucy was the 
poor girl put upon by her heartless play- 
boy husband. It was quite the other way 
around, and the judge finally saw it partly 
my way; but the sympathy was against 
me and against Lenkopf ... And Gregory 
Sand. Absolutely innocent. You wouldn’t 
get one person in a thousand to believe it. 
We're so used to believing that the rich 
man gets all the breaks that we’re against 
him on principle, even when we envy him 
. .. No, the rich don’t get many breaks.” 

“Perhaps not,” she said. 

“Nor the successful,” he said. “Do you 
play cribbage?” He glanced toward the 
board which lay on the table. 

“Yes. Would you like a game?” 

“T would.” 

They began to play quietly, with con- 
centration. It was curiously peaceful. “It 
is as if we were married and at peace,” 
went through her mind. As they finished 
a game, he said suddenly: 

“The game of love—it is tiring. I wonder 
man devotes so much time to it. And yet 
love itself—love that is just being, love 
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COFFEE WAKES YOU UP* True? [| False? [| 


First thing in the morning, a hot cup of coffee gives you almost instant pick-up; starts you off 
awake and alert. But medical authorities say, that pick-up lasts two hours in the case of 97 out 
of 100 people, which is an interesting fact because you can also have the exhilaration of coffee at 
dinner, and still be ready for a sound sleep two hours later. Statementin the headline above * is True. 


COFFEE ONCE GROUNDS FOR DIVORCE* 
True? |] False? [|] 


Once upon a time in Turkey a wife was 
entitled to an uncontested divorce if her 
husband didn’t provide enough cof- 
fee. A constant supply of coffee was 
one of the marriage promises. 


Statement in the headline 


above™* is True. 


: te ark ene 


YOU CAN'T GET A COFFEE HABIT* True? [_] False? (_] 


You can of course form a liking for coffee, and millions of 
people have such a liking today. But, according to medical 
authority, you can drink as much coffee as you wish and not 


form a physiological craving. 


Copyright 1989, Pan American Coffee Bureau, New York City 
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Statement in the headline above™ is True. 


To make good coffee use enough—a 
heaping tablespoonful for each cup! 





Published by the Pan American coffee producers, for the benefit of 


the American public, the largest consumers of coffee in the world. 


BRAZIL » COLOMBIA - CUBA + EL SALVADOR + NICARAGUA + VENEZUELA 
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Stouter 
than it 
should. 


WHETHER 
your size is 38 
or 58, you need 
Lane Bryant’s 
slimming styles 
if your figure 
looks stouter than it 
should. Mail coupon 
below for FREE copy 
of our Style Book. 
Prices are very low. 
Dress above at $1.98 is 
of Spun Rayon; dress at 
$3.98 is made of Printed 
All-Rayon Crepe; dress 
in redingote effect, at 
$4.95, is Acetate Rayon 
Crepe. Other dresses, 
$1.98 to $16.95. Coats 
as low as $3.98. Hats, 
hose, shoes, corsets and 
underwear all at prices 
proportionately LOW. 
Mail coupon below 
TODAY. We willsend 
Style Book FREE. 


anes Bry rae 


Address Department 12 
39% Street az Fifth Ave. NEW YORK 
'LANE BRYANT, Dept.12, New York, N.Y. 


Please mail me free Style Book for stout women. 
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that makes the meaning of living and runs 
through it like sap—well, that’s all there 
is, isn’t it? I’ve played the game often 
enough, and I know you have, too, but 
I know the reality when I come to it.” He 
pushed the board a little to one side and 
leaned toward her across the little round 
table. “This is it,” he said. 

She shoved her chair back, stood up, 
tall and stormy. It seemed horrible sud- 
denly, this moment. An idiotic joke of the 
gods. 

“T do not know how you can say any- 
thing of this sort to me,” she said coldly. 
“If I were in the mood for loving, which 
I am not, you would be the last person 
in the world I would choose to love. The 
last person. I want something more than 
a man-about-town with a gift for oratory 
when I love. I want something more than 
a man who prides himself on the number 
of hearts he leaves broken in his wake. 
I don’t want a man who rejects a girl and 
then walks with her in the park after she 
has tried to reconstruct her life. I don’t 
want a man who lets a debutante make a 
fool out of him. I don’t want a man who 
controls audiences by charm.” 

He stood up also. He put his hands in 
his pockets, stood there by the coal stove 
looking at her almost with a smile in his 
eyes. His mouth did not smile, however. 

“Well, when it comes to that, I don’t 
want a woman who lets a young im- 
pressionable boy spend his money on her. 
I don’t want a woman who has for her 
best friend a tough character such as 
Eliza O’Keefe. I don’t want a woman 
who goes to the mountains with men for 
the weekend. I don’t want a woman who 
travels around with the elect just so she 
can get business for her smart shop. I don’t 
want a woman who tries to get into the 
affections of a child just so she can spend 
the child’s money for her.” 

“That is enough,” she said icily. She 
was trembling. 


UST then Martha came to the door and 

said: “Is you hungry enough for some 

scrambled eggs, Miss Bendick? I’s made 
some, and they’s ready.” 

“Yes, indeed!” Cass said quickly. “Let’s 
have them in here, shall we?” 

Martha served them, beaming happily. 
“This was something like!” her smile 
seemed to say. “I fixed the little blue room 
for Mr. Woodley, Miss Bendick. Was that 
all right?” 

Cass lifted the cover from the dish of 
eggs and said, “Yes, Martha—thanks.” 

Neither one referred to the astonishing 
accusations of a moment before. They ate 
without talking much. Once John Wood- 
ley said, “Are there stars tonight?” 

“T think so.” 

After they had finished, he said, “Let’s 
walk for a bit.” 

She slid into a leather jacket that hung 
in the kitchen and went out with him. He 
put his hand on her arm and said, “Now 
we can’t quarrel—with stars looking on.” 

“No,” she said. 

They moved down the long drive and 
along the country road for a way, then 
came back, almost in silence. 

“If I didn’t despise him, it would be 
sweet,” she thought. 

At the house she showed him to his 
room and said, “Good-night!” 

“Good-night,” he said. He stood there 
in the dim hall, his figure dark and gypsy- 
like against the white wall. 

She went into her room and made ready 
for bed. In bed she watched the shad- 
ows—bare-limb autumn shadows—and 
said to herself in fright, “It was sweet any- 
way.” 

She awoke.to a familiar whistling. It 
was Eliza, who loved to whistle. Instantly 
she knew that Eliza shouldn’t be here. 
No-one should be here so early Sunday 
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morning. Then she heard Eliza pounding 
on her door. “Up! Up!” Eliza called. 
“You've company for breakfast!” 

It was Eliza and the novelist Stanwick 
and Carl. “I’ve ordered breakfast, and 
Martha’s frying sausage this minute. May 
I come in?” 

She came into the white room and came 
over to the bed, sat down on the little 
stool beside Cass. “There were two places 
set already,” she said, smiling at Cass. 

“Eliza, I don’t like it. John Woodley’s 
here. I didn’t ask him. He just came. But 
he’s here. It’s no good. They will talk.” 

Eliza said: “You aren’t losing your 
toughness by any chance? We have to let 
them talk.” 

“T can’t. Not about John Woodley and 
me. 

Eliza got up and went to the window, 
looked out on the orchard. “So!” she said 
slowly, but lovingly. “So!” 

It was a gay enough breakfast, almost 
hysterically gay. Brows were raised at the 
appearance of John Woodley, but he of- 
fered no explanations, only joined in the 
conversation with plenty of vim, making 
no references to last night. After break- 
fast they all took a walk. 

John Woodley walked with Cass. “I’m 
leaving as soon as we get back to the 
house,” he said. “Thanks for letting me 
stay—hating: me as you do.” 

She flushed at something slightly mock- 
ing in his voice. 

“Tomorrow’s my big attack on Barkley, 
and it’s got to go over.” They were near 
the house now. “In the end,” he said sud- 
denly, looking at her with directness and 
something disturbingly close, “you will 
see it has to be. There is no other way 
for us, now we have found each other.” 

She let him go without answering that. 


ee rest did a great deal of joking after 
he had gone. Carl sulked. Cass was im- 
patient with him. She said to him: 

“Look here, Carl. I am five or six years 
older than you. If it amuses you to be my 
friend, all right. But love me, or I you— 
it’s absurd! You might as well make up 
your mind to that.” 

“You may not love me,” Carl said. “But 
when it comes to your loving that fellow 
that you’ve made fun of ever since I can 
remember, it makes me sick.” 

She walked away, angrily silent. 

Even as soon as the next day at lunch- 
eon, it was obvious that the news had 
spread, that those in the know had dis- 
cussed the fact of John Woodley’s spend- 
ing the weekend in the country alone 
with Cass. “No, I am not so strong as 
once,” Cass said. “I can’t seem to take it. 
I don’t feel up to fighting the world.” Even 
Sarah Lee could not quite meet her eyes, 
and she looked away from Sarah Lee, as if 
already ashamed of what would appear in 
The Tattler next morning. , 

When she came out of her shop tha 
night to go home, John Woodley was 
waiting for her. He looked tired. 

“Te a favor to ask of you,” he said. 

“Of me?” 

“Yes. You know Sachs the furrier, don’t 
you?” 

“Ves.” 

“T’m losing this case,” he said abruptly, 
angrily. “This case against Barkley that 
means everything to the city. And do you 
know why? Because of this silly, under- 
cover attack on me. I happen to know that 
Ackley’s wife had a fur coat given her by 
Barkley—not a personal gift, understand, 
but as graft. The books are in order; it 
looks as if she’d bought it. But it seems 
that the Sachs girl has taken a dislike to 
me, and she’s influenced her father... 
Will you go to the Sachs girl for me and 
see what you can do?” 

For an instant she was back at the 
farm, and they were doing imitations, and 


Greta Sachs, her bright head thrown back. 
was laughing with admiration at Cas;’ 
takeoff of John Woodley. Then she sat 
in the yellow autumn day with Tony and 
talked about strong people. She looked 
up at John Woodley’s bold face, tired 
and off-guard: and that off-guardedness 
touched her in a way that frishtened her. 

“Yes,” she said quietly. “Ill see what I 
can do.” 

She went at once, that very afternoon. 
She took a cab to the Sachs’ house, rang 
the bell. As she stood there on the step 
she had a feeling first of utter unreality, 
as if this were someone else coming on 
this ridiculous errand, then she had an 


equally intense feeling of reality, as if for | 


the moment she were stripped of all the 
years of her struggle and stood here, just 
herself, without artifice, a real sincere 
person doing something alive and good, 
something that furthered not her business 
self but her deepest, inner self. 

She was sitting by the fire with Greta 
Sachs, and the tea table stood between 
them. 

“Greta,” she began, and then it did not 
seem so simple. li did not seem simple 
at all. If only Greta’s admiring eyes that 
day at the farm did not come back to her 
so clearly. Then she went on, with not 
quite her usual finesse. “Greta, ve come 
to see you about the Barkley case. Why 
is your father holding out on testimony?” 

Greta looked bewildered. “Well, I don’t 
see any reason to give our Casanova a 
break, do you?” 

“But Barkley’s no good. He ought to 
be punished.” 

“For a fur coat? He should go to jail 
for that? You don’t honestly think so, 
Cass. There's got to be a certain amount of 
give-and-take, and, after all, a coat isn’t 
‘much. And Woodley came in with his 
charming smile and thought for that smile, 


: 


Father would turn over a man who's! 


bought from him for fifteen years.” 


“But it would be a relief if we could | 
have a little honesty injected into city | 


politics!” 


“Honesty! What’s Woodley got to do! 


with honesty? All he wanis is to have his 
Name spread across the front pages day 
after day. Headlines are what he’s after, 
you know that well enough, Cass.” 


ASS put her cup down. She said to her- 
self that the directness she had always 
practiced in business was quite another 


sort than this that she was trying to use| 


now. This was pai 


“In his case, I don’t believe it’s so, | 


Greta,” she said carefully. “I don’t feel | 


about him quite as I did. I think he’s doing 
a good job on this investigation, and I 
think, just in the cause of decency, we 
ought to stand back of him.” 

Greta laughed, and Cass saw some of 
old Sachs’ stubbornness in Greta’s eyes— 
also a faint question, as if Greta were 
asking what Cass’ real interest in this 
case Was. 

“If it comes to whether Barkley or 
Woodley runs the town, I'd choose Bark- 
ley,” she said. “Barkley doesn’t pretend 
to be anything he isn’t. Woodley tries to 
play at being a man-about-town, and in 
business to be a clever fox. Look what 
he’s done to Olivia Sand—and Katherine. 
No, thank you—none of John Woodley for 
me!” 

She stayed a little longer, but the stub- 
bornness did not go out of Greta’s blue 
eyes. Cass had painted her picture of John 
Woodley too carefully. It took more than 
a sweep of the brush to paint it out now. 

She went home, sat down at the tele- 
phone, and called John Woodley. 

“T’ve just come from Sachs,” she said 
flatly. “No luck.” 

“Oh,” he said as flatly. 

“Tm sorry,” she said. 
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FROM THE PROUDEST STALKS IN THE LAND 
FOR AMERICA’S BEST APPETITES... 


You're not getting “just another can of 
corn’ when you order Niblets Brand. 
You're getting America’s most famous 
(appetizing, too) corn specialty. Niblets is 
packed from an exclusive, secret breed 
(D-138), which was produced by our ex- 
perts after years of work with 2200 
separate breeds of corn. 

You'll appreciate the plus in Niblets 
Brand Corn when first you taste it. Extra 
sweetness and milky tenderness. Butter- 
yellow color, grown to order. Canned in 
vacuum to keep its garden freshness. 

If you're intent on getting extra-good 
food for your family, insist on Niblets 
Brand Corn—at your grocer’s. You'll 
recognize its name “Niblets’ and the 
Green Giant on the label. 


Grown ond Pocted only by Minnesota Valley Conning 
Compeny, le Sueur, Mimnesots, ond Fine Foods of 
Conmeda, lid, Toronto, Ont. Also Packers of Green 
Giont Broad Peos, Niblef-eors ond De! Moiz Creom 
Style Corn. 
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*Get a Trial Bottle FREE! 


For over 2 generations, Italian Balm has held 
the “first choice” vote, among all anti-chap- 
ping preparations, in Cold-weather Canada, 

And, in the United States, its rapid rise to 
wide-spread popularity has been one of the 
sensations of toilet goods history. 

So if your hands are dry, or rough and 
chapped, from housework or weather — test 
this famous Skin Softener at Campana’s 
expense. Try it before you buy it! 

Italian Balm contains the costliest ingredi- 
ents of any of the largest selling brands of 
lotion — yet its cost to use is negligible. 
It’s wide-spreading—that’s why! Not thin— 
watery—or wasteful. One drop (not a hand- 
ful!) is the right amount for both hands 
per application. Get your FREE Vanity 
Bottle now. You be the judge. 


soe 
Italian Balm 


Secret Formula — Exclusive Process 
BERR R BERR ERROR Eee 
CAMPANA SALES COMPANY 
581 Lincolnway, Batavia, Illinois 
Gentlemen: I have never tried Italian 
Balm. Please send me VANITY Bottle 
FREE and postpaid. 


Name 





Address 





City State 
In Canada, Campana, Ltd., GH581 Caledonia Road, Toronto 
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She sat there in her hat and coat a long 
time. Martha said: “Come, Miss Bendick! 
Yo’ supper’s ready.” 

“Pm not hungry, Martha.” 

The next two days were dark and 
heavy. A cold autumn wind blew. But 
the darkness was not only in the outer 
world, it was inside Cass as well. Her 
heart felt a dark place, dark and heavy 
like the day. And she seemed confined to 
such a small orbit. 

The second day she went to the shop 
early. She wrote a business note or two. 
She looked up, and Martha, her dark, 
wide face frightened, stood in the door- 
way. She had a bag in her hand, Cass’ 
best small bag. 

“Miss Bendick,’ Martha said breath- 
lessly, “they done call about yo’ brother. 
He’s bad, and they wants for you to come. 
I fix yo’ bag, and I come down right off.” 

“All right, Martha.” 

She was surprised to find her voice 
calm. She had expected this for weeks 
now, but she was surprised to be calm all 
the same. She put on her coat and hat. 
When she walked out of the shop door, 
she did not know where she was going, 
whetker she was going to get a cab, get 
her car out, or what. She walked in a 
dream. She saw John Woodley swinging 
down the avenue, punctual as always. He 
saw her standing there with the bag in 
hand and came to her at once. 

“What's the matter?” he said. 

“It’s her brother, Mr. Woodley,” Martha 
said. “He’s took bad.” 

“Where is he?” 

“At Saranac,” Cass said. 

“Wait—I'll drive you up. I'll have my 
car here in ten minutes.” 

“Fiza,” she said. “Eliza must come, too.” 

It was blessed to be taken charge of, 
to have things move without her making 
them move. It was a feeling she had 
almost never had. Only a few times, at 
the farm, in her white bed, with Martha 
moving about in the kitchen below, had 
she had it. 


WIFTLY they drove through the dark 
autumn day. All was black and cold. 
Cass didn’t talk. Eliza talked some. 
“They don’t come like Tony, often,” 
she said. “Tony and the old pirate Cass 
here. Cass is a fool for punishment—keep- 
ing her father in gambling money as long 


as he lived, supporting her self-pitying 


mamma in San Diego, keeping Tony at 
Saranac. Only Tony’s been worth it. He 
has been worth it.” 

But they didn’t talk much. Cass kept 
saying over and over to herself: “Tony, 
wait for me, wait for me. I want to talk 
with you. I have things to say to_you. 
I’ve failed—I’ve failed you—and us. Tony, 
wait for me.” 

It was late afternoon when they reached 
their destination. They walked back 
through the woods to Tony’s cabin. The 
woods were deep in leaves, a little brown 
and soggy now. Here and there a few 
yellow leaves still clung to the trees, but 
even they gave a touch of melancholy to 
this mountain world. They went to the 
door, opened it. A doctor from the sani- 
tarium stood in the doorway to Tony’s 
bedroom. 

“Oh, it’s you, Miss Bendick,” he said. 
“T’m sorry to tell you—it’s all over.” 

She did not ery. She said, after the 
doctor had gone, “Well, there will be 
things to see to, I suppose.” 

“Suppose you let me tend to them,” 
John Woodley said. “If you can tell me 
whom to notify, where you want the 
burial, and so on, I will do. the phoning 
and wiring.” 

“Here,” Cass said. “He if to be buried 
here, with no fussing. We shall notify no 
one. No one at all.” 

Eliza walked around the room. Her 


as advertised—see page 6 


square face looked old—yes, it was the 
face of a woman who has done with 
her emotional life. Not weakened, but 
changed. The firmness had gone toward 
other matters. On the table were the 
pages of Tony’s book, neatly piled, but 
obviously much revised. 
“He didn’t get it done,” she said. 


O THERE were only the three of them, 

plus a few of the people from there 
that Tony had known. It was all finished 
and over, Tony’s few things packed up, 
his book tied together. 

Eliza said, “Mind if I walk around a bit 
up here before we start back?” 

“Go ahead,’ Cass said. She was left 
alone in the cabin with John Woodley. 

There was a little silence, and then 
Cass turned toward him, keeping her 
hand on the book, there on the table. “I 
did it,” she said. 

‘Did what?” 

“T started the ridicule. It began a long 
time ago, before I knew you. I don’t know 
how to tell you—but you meant some- 
thing special to me, something quite hor- 
rible. You seemed so triumphant and so 
cruel. You seemed to hurt everyone— 
Lucy Lenkopf and Katherine and Olivia 
—you seemed always to feather your own 
nest in all that you did. 

“Now I don’t know—I don’t know 
whether I was one of them wanting to 
hurt you because you were successful, 
or whether I really believed you to be 
the person they painted . . . Hither way, I 
was a fool. Only I must tell you that I defi- 
nitely started the campaign of ridicule. 
I wanted you destroyed.” 

He did not come toward her. He said 
quietly, “And now you don’t?” 

‘No, now I don’t.” 

Her fingers folded over the edge of the 
pages, and she said with gravity and cour- 
age: “I went to Greta Sachs to ask for 
the evidence, and it was like trying to 
climb up ice. It was quite horrible—for I 
gave her her idea of you. She didn’t know 
you, except as I had pictured you to her 
_.. For a long time I’ve known how little 
like inside I was to what people thought 
me, and that has frightened me. I do not 
know why it has been so long coming to 
me that it was the same with you. I have 
done you a good deal of harm . . . Tony 
would have known what you were like at 
once, but Tony was never quite of the 
world. You could always be yourself with 
Tony ...1I am ashamed to look at you, for 
from the beginning I have been myself 
with you, too.” ; 

He came to her now, put his hands on 
her shoulders, and she had to look at him. 
“You mean—you love me,” he said. 

“Yes, I suppose I mean that,” she said. 

He held her close against him, and she 
was at rest. She was quite conscious of 
how small their world was—just the two 
of them in it, clinging like this. Well, 
Eliza came within their circle of warmth, 
too. But there was no other world. It 
would always be so, for they were two — 
destined to win, and in winning, to lose. 
With her face against his, she said: “Im 
lucky. I didn’t deserve luck like this.” 

Buzz, buzz went the tongues. Shrewd, 
malicious eyes looked up from every ta- 
ble. Columnists had their say. And no 
one dreamed that whenever Cass Bendick 
and John Woodley walked down an aisle 
together, sat across a table from each 
other, danced together, dressed in their 
extravagantly elegant best as always, Cass 
Bendick was saying over and over in her 
heart, in a warm humility: “Dear God, 
never let me let them spin any cobwebs 
between us again. Never let me think 
this is not the real us. Never let me be 
fooled by fools again. Keep me strong 
and loving—for we are alone—we are 
alone.” 


« What Every Consumer 
Needs 


(Continued from page 159) 
otherwise it is disapproved. It does not get 
the Seal of Approval. 

So that consumers may know what our 
standards are like, nontechnical descrip- 
tions of them are given in the series of 
booklets we have published on buying ap- 
pliances and other products. Schools, col- 
leges, testing laboratories, and others who 
are conducting tests or research on con- 
sumer goods are supplied with copies of 
our official testing standards and pro- 
cedures on request. You will find more 
complete information about our testing 
standards in the article: “Testing Stand- 
ards? Of course!” by George W. Alder, 
Consulting Engineer of the Institute, 
which appeared in the January, 1939, is- 
sue of Goop HOUSEKEEPING. 

Perhaps of more importance to consum- 
ers than all of this is the knowledge that 
the Institute stands squarely behind its 
Seal of Approval. If, after you have pur- 
chased a tested and approved product, you 
have any reason to feel that it is not satis- 
factory, we will gladly receive your com- 
plaint and see that it is adjusted equitably. 
We could not assume this broad respon- 
sibility if we were not very sure of.the 
results of our tests, and equally sure of 
the integrity of the manufacturers whose 
products have been awarded our Seal of 
Approval. 


HEREFORE it is wise to look for the 

Seal of Approval when you are buying. 
It is even wiser to have a copy of the latest 
edition of our buying guide, “Household 
Products Tested and Approved.” This 
buying guide is offered free of charge to 
all consumers. You may obtain a copy by 
simply sending a post card to Good House- 
keeping Bulletin Service, 57th Street at 
8th Avenue, New York City. 

“Household Products Tested and Ap- 
proved” lists by manufacturer’s name, 
trade name, and model number the various 
household appliances, equipment, soaps, 
scouring cleansers, and related products 
which the Institute has tested and found 
to ‘meet its standards. Its contents are 
classified according to types of products 
and indexed in such a way that you can 
quickly find the listings of the particular 
type of product in which you are in- 
terested. 

Because of its handy size, “Household 
‘Products Tested and Approved” is easy 
to carry with you on your buying expedi- 
tions, so you may check against it the 
makes and models offered by local deal- 
ers. In most cases a good number of each 
kind of product is listed, giving you the 
advantage of a wide selection and the cer- 
tainty that you will find some of these 
products in most local stores. 

In most classifications you will also find 
listed products which sell at various price 
levels. Regardless of price, all tested and 
approved products have the essential 
qualities you want. They all have under- 
gone the same exacting tests and have met 
the same high standards. Price differences 
are mainly due to visible values, such as 
de luxe finishes, automatic controls, at- 
tachments and accessories, and other re- 
finements which you can see and decide 
whether they are worth their extra cost 
to you. You don’t have to wonder which 
is the “best” tested and approved product. 
It is the one which appeals to you most; 
which best fits your needs and the size 
of your purse. 


Should We Stay 
IN OUR OWN BACK YARD? 


See Page 4 








THOUSANDS CLIP MINUTES 
FROM DAILY CLEAN/NG 


“STOP! THAT GRITTY 
CLEANSER WILL 
SCRATCH YOUR TUB” 


“NEVER MIND! 
WE ONLY RENT 
THIS PLACE” 






“SO THAT'S 
WHY MY 
CLEANING 
TAKES SO 






“IT’S OLD DUTCH FOR ME 
FROM NOW ON!” 


“WHETHER YOU RENT 
OR OWN, 
EVERY SCRATCH 
MAKES YOUR TUB 
HARDER TO CLEAN“ 







“USE OLD DUTCH. 
THIS TEST ~ 
PROVES 
IT DOESN’T 
SCRATCH” 











* Make this famous Old Dutch coin test. Sprinkle | 
a little Old Dutch on the back of a plate. Rub with a coin ) 

and listen. You’ll hear no grinding or scratching of gritty |g 
particles, for Old Dutch is made with Seismotite. It does 
not mar surfaces nor make invisible little grooves and 
rough places that catch dirt and stains and make your 
work so much harder. Whether you rent or own you’ll 
find it pays to use safe Old Dutch. 


SEND FOR THESE UTILITY SHEARS OF 101 USS! es 


You'll find dozens of uses for these utility shears 
every day! Cut up poultry with the greatest ease, 
trim chops, dice meat, cut vegetables, tim 
pie-crust, snip raisins and marshmallows, 
cut paper, string, rope, even wire! Cut 
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$1.25 Value 
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(7S¢ in Canada) 












Ptah and prune flowers. Handy handle Just what 
Ret cm ted) opens bottle caps. Save time, your kitchen needs 





save labor, with these 
shears. 














Strong blades of hot 
drop forged-steel are self- 
sharpening with one corrugated 
edge to hold firmly whatever you 
_ cut. Made by Clauss, famed for over 
fifty years for fine shears) Don’t be with- 
out them! Mail coupon below. 


Labels 


OLD DUTCH CLEANSER, Dept. KS-603 
221 N. La Salle Street, Chicago, Illinois 


You may order as many CLAUSS KITCHEN UTILITY SH EARS 





as you wish. Remember each one requires 50c [T5c in Canada] 
and windmill panels from 3 Old Dutch lat or complet hk 
This offer good only in the U.S. and Canada and is limited to 


present supply. 
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Copr. 1939, Clorox Chemical Co. 


AMERICA'S FAVORITE BLEACH AND 
HOUSEHOLD DISINFECTANT 


CLOROX 
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ONE LOOK through a 
microscope ata soiled dish 
cloth... alive with millions 
of wriggling germs... and 
you'll appreciate why health 
authorities urge disinfected 
cleanliness for greater 
Health Control! 

Clorox makes dish cloths 
and dish mops white, fresh- 
smelling and sanitary... 
CLOROX- CLEAN. For Clorox 
is outstanding among those 
disinfectants scientists pro- 
claim safest, best-suited and 
most economical for house- 
hold cleansing. 

Clorox also deodorizes, dis- 
infects and removes nu- 
merous stains from refrig- 
erators, drainboards, sinks, 
dishes, tile, enamel, lino- 
leum and wood surfaces. 
Clorox has many important 
personal and other uses. 
Clorox is always uniform in 
quality, concentrated for 
economy...a little goes a 
long way. Directions on 
label. There is only one 
Clorox... order by name. 
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The Knocking at the Door 


(Continued from page 21) 


could get a job,” he said, feeling desperate 
against her obstinacy. 

She shrugged her shoulders. “Me! A 
job! You know I am incapable of earning! 
I am too lazy, too spoiled.” 

“Lili, face facts.” 

She hesitated. Then she said in a dif- 
ferent, quiet tone: “Irena and Dorli need 
you, Pauli. And you will all make a new 
life. Because your love for each other is 
—is like a campfire that you can live 
around wherever you go. But—lieber 
Pauli—” she was sweet and sad, yet ob- 
stinate now—‘why should I go? To find 
a job! To become a governess in London! 
To go to America and be a companion to 
an old lady with indigestion and a Peking- 
ese! Here at least I can stay with the 
things that I love.” 

He interpolated, “For how long?” but 
she ignored him. 

“Here I can, at least, still be lazy.” She 
turned and. went to the long window and 
stood looking out. “If I loved anyone, it 
would be different.” She came back from 
the window as abruptly as she had gone 
to it, and said, “Play to me, Pauli— 
please.” 

He knew that she was asking him to 
understand her obstinacy, and forgive it. 
(He did understand, too. Lili “a compan- 
ion to an old lady with indigestion!) 

He sat down at the piano and began to 
play the “Valse Triste.” She stood listen- 
ing; standing still in the music that lilted 
and. hesitated, sobbed and swirled, and 
slowed and whispered about her. 

Then suddenly she moved. As she did, 
some quick instinct made him look up. 
He stopped playing, his long hands poised 
above the keys. He listened. The room 
was silent. The rosy light from the eve- 
ning sky was reflected on the curves of 
vases, the burnished ridges of picture 
frames, on the marble carving of the 
chimney piece; shadows stayed motion- 
lee and bloomy below the chairs and 
sofas. 


HEN he heard ... They both heard it 
now. The knocking at the door. 

Lili whispered, “I'll go.” 

She crossed the parquet. The knocking 
was loud now. The electric bell was ring- 
ing with a high, whirring insistence. 

Paul heard her open the front door. His 
hands moved down slowly onto his knees. 
He stayed at the piano, taut with listen- 


ing. 

Two voices. Men’s. He caught the north- 
ern un-Viennese accent. Interrogations. 
Now Lili’s voice answering them; one or 
two quick words in her lazy low tone. 
He caught the word “radio.” . 

Lili came in, followed by two Gestapo 
men; one older, one younger. Paul stood 
up slowly, angry with himself for mov- 
ing. The older officer spoke to him. 

“You have been listening to a foreign 
station!” The words rattled out and ceased. 
Then he added, loud, as if annoyed at 
Paul’s blank hesitance, “On your radio!” 

Lili went across to the chimney piece. 
She took a cigarette. Then she said. with- 
out looking at either of them, “I have told 
you already, we do not possess a radio.” 

The older man was speaking to Paul. 
“You say you have no radio?” 

“We have none,” said Paul. 

Lili said, “We do not like modern in- 
ventions.” 

The contempt in her voice and in the 
pose of her body was so obvious that the 
man, a Prussian type (flat cheekbones, 
grizzled hair, the blank stiffened features 
of a man ineessantly on parade), wheeled 
round to face her. 

“So! In any case we shall now search.” 

Paul tried to catch Lili’s glance, to cau- 
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tion her. The man wheeled round to 
him 


“You will come with us.” Then to Lili, 
“You also.” Now he faced his fellow offi- 
cer. “But first, this room.” His sharp 
stare flicked round. “First that cupboard 
over there.” He indicated the inlaid satin- 
wood corner cupboard. 

The younger man obeyed, yet Paul got 
an impression that he moved diffidently, 
crossing the rugs and parquet with the 
heels of his heavy boots raised off the 
floor. 

Inside the cupboard there were shelves 
holding the games Mamma had always 
kept there, her old silk-covered bonbon 
box, and a toy plush rabbit kept for visit- 
ing children, and the little music box with 
the songbirds painted on it. 

Lili took her cigarette out of her mouth. 
She looked at the older officer and said 
without any special intonation, 

“The rabbit is Aryan.” 

Paul dropped the lid of the piano. With- 
out a glance at him Lili put her cigarette 
back between her lips. 

The officer looked at her; then his 
mouth snapped, “Now for the other 
rooms.” He stood, as if at attention, the 
shoulders of his uniform carved square 
and hard against the paneled walls of 
the room, “You will lead us, Fréulein.” 

Paul was watching Lili, trying pain- 
fully to catch her attention for a second, 
to warn her. Only the utmost obedience 
and humility was safe. 


UT Lili drifted across the room in front 

of them all, her small head up, grace- 
ful insolence in every movement. Paul saw 
the younger man watch her as she went 
out. Then the older one strode forward, 
followed her close, with a muttered 
“Komm” to his companion. 

Lili took them to the dining room, to 
the library, and from the library up- 
stairs to Mamma’s boudoir, to each bed- 
room in turn. She didn’t speak as the 
two men examined each room, the older 
one always ordering the younger one to 
open doors, cupboards, look under beds; 
to open a big t that stood, packed, 
in Paul’s dressing room. Each time his or- 
ders were given harshly and rapidly. The 
young man obeyed, but at moments with 
a slowness, a nervous clumsiness. 

When they got to the door of the nur- 
sery, Lili spoke. 

“Surely you need not come in here. 
The child has just been put to bed.” She 
stood between the door and the two offi- 
cers. And added, with a sharpening of 
her controlled tone, “It is surely-——un- 
necessary to—frighten a child?” 

“Please move. At once.” 

Paul breathed, “Lili—please!” 

The man’s hand was on her. “Move. At 
once.” 

She stayed still. Her arm held rigid, 
defying the grip of his hand on it. The 
younger man made a half step forward, 
then checked himself. 

“It should be—unnecessary,” said the 
older, “to frighten the child by obliging 
me to use violence! Eh?” 

Paul, dry-lipped, saw the color of her 
face pale exactly as if a beam of green 
limelight had moved onto it. Then she 
moved. . 

They searched the room, while Irena 
sat rigid on a chair, her hands crushing 
the newly ironed little blue dress she 
had been in the act of folding, to lay in 
the trunk beside her, and Dorli, sitting up 
in her little white bed, screamed from 
the moment they came into the room. 
And still, after they had gone out and 
were downstairs again, she was scream- 
ing. 


Lili said, “You see, the children know | 


thé Gestapo.” 


But the man was making a note in 52 


small book. “You are Fraulein 
he questioned her. 

“Lili von Linden,” she said. 

Paul watched the gold tip of his pen 
writing down the name. 

When the door was shut, Paul turned 
on her. 

“After that, it is madness for you not 





to come. You must go tomorrow and try | 


to get a permit to follow us as quickly as 
possible. At once, Lili!” 

He spoke in a whisper, as if the men, 
whose steps had audibly retreated out- 
side, mighi still hear him. 

“After what?” said Lili. 

“After the whole thing. Your manner, 
your deliberate attempt to defy him up- 
stairs. You saw how angry he was.’ 

Lili took this in like a piece of news 
that had no personal interest for her. Then 
she remarked: “He had a harsh voice. 
Curious how voice and mentality seem to 
go together.” 


the table in the hall, “The other—the 
ee one—did you notice his eyes?’ 


“Clear and deep like a poet’s eyes. 
Strange in such a man.’ 

Paul said, clutching her hand to make 
her listen: “Lili, remember—think—what 
has happened to others, for less! To Elena 
—to Strauss—to Max! Remember! Max 
only asked them not to disturb his wife, 
who we- ill. And they came again at night 
and took him away. Two days ago he 


came back. He is deaf, from some blow | 
on the head. But he won’t tell anything. | 


He is afraid to speak.” 


“Dear Pauli! Still I do not wish to be a | 


governess.” She kissed his cheek, laid her 
cool light hand on his forehead for a sec- 
ond, and then turned to go upstairs. “I 
must help Irena finish the packing.” 


HE next morning Lili went to the sta- 

tion with them. They stood in a group 
on the platform, among other people also 
saying good-bye to one another. Pauli 
had put on his sunglasses. Lili knew that 
it was to help him seem calm. Irena cried 
silently, dabbing at her eyes and cheeks. 
Dorli pretended not to notice her mother 
crying. She was pale, and her manner 
cool. She fingered the new red satin bows 
on her two short dark plaits. 

“Tt is time to get in,” said Paul. 

For now everybody around them was 
getting in. And Lili stood among all the 
people left on the platform. 

en the train began to move, Irena 
kept her handkerchief pressed to her lips. 
And Dorli waved and waved, smiling a 
little, but her round dark eyes were be- 


wildered and sad, in spite of all the re- | 


assurances about why Tante Lili wasn’t 
coming. And Paul called out sharp and 
loud, “Write soon!” And Lili nodded and 
smiled and waved and called back: 
“Tonight! I will write tonight!” Thanking 
heaven, in her heart, that in five hours 
they would be out. 


When she got back to the house, Hanna 


was waiting for her in the hall. Lili no- 
ticed that she had her best clothes on; the 
lace collar and the pale blue straw hat 


She added, bending ab- | 
sently over a bowl of roses that stood on | 





with the big daisies on it that she wore on | 


Sundays. 
“What is it, Hanna?” 
“Fraulein Lili — gnddige Fraulein —I 
have to go home.” 
poor Mutti, again ill—” 


She stuttered, “The | 
Her big firm | 


cheeks were dark red; Lili saw the glisten | 


of sweat between her eyebrows. 

“Very well, Hanna.” Lili went to the 
mirror over the gilt console table and 
took off her hat. She took out a comb 
and twisted her dark curls into place. 
“When are you coming back, Hanna?” 
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“Well, naturally, Fraéulein Lili, if the 
poor Mutti isn’t so well—” 

“Of course.” Lili slipped the comb back 
into her pocket and asked, after a pause, 
casually, “No one has been here—while 
I was in town, Hanna?” 

“Nein, gnidige Fraulein. Nein, nein. At 
least—” 

Still looking in the mirror, Lili watched 
the woman’s ponderous hesitations, her 
constricted gestures. 

“What is it, Hanna?” 

“But—nothing, Fréulein.” 

“Hanna!” 

“Well, then—gnidige Fréulein, I—I 
have seen a Gestapo man. Perhaps it was 
an hour ago. Yes, or perhaps more, be- 
cause I know I was already finished .. .” 

Lili interrupted quietly: “You saw a 
Gestapo man? And?” : 

“Ja! So—well, he was before the house, 
not once but several times. He watched 
up and down.” 

“Did he come to the door? Did he speak 
to you at all? Did he come to the kitchen 
window?” 

“Ach! Nein, nein, Frdulein Lili! I 
looked only between curtains all the 
time.” 

“And then he went away?” 

“Ja: 1 think he must have gone while I 
was washing myself upstairs.” 

“To go home to your mother,” said Lili 
gently. “After you had a message from 
your mother—naturally.” 
As she spoke poor Hanna’s red face 
twitched, her round lips quivered, and 
with a sudden little yelp and a ducking 
gesture of throwing an apron over her 
face, she burst into sobbing. “Ach—ach— 
ach, poor Mutti!” she sobbed. Her big 
round shoulders shook. 

Lili said: “Poor Hanna. You had better 
go, quickly.” 

paca But to leave you, Fréulein 
Wie 

Lili felt a vague pity, a momentary ten- 
derness for poor Hanna in her condition of 
fear. “I shall be all right. You must go at 
once. They will be waiting for you at 
home.” 


Eo minutes later Hanna went, red- 
lidded and still intermittently sniffing, 
as she mumbled and choked her: “ *Wie- 
dersehen—Gruss Gott—”’; devotion and 
shiftiness, fright and shame, shrewdness 
and doltishness were all mixed up in the 
expression of her small eyes. She wheezed 
out a final sob-roughened “ "Wiedersehen 
—kuss die Hand—Fréulein Lili . . .” 

Lili watched her stump, broad and 
stolid, down the road. Out here, in the 
garden, in Mamma’s formal sweet fa- 
miliar garden, fear seemed unreal. De- 
liberately she sat down on the grass, 
sprawled down comfortably. She began 
to think, to dream, to plan exactly how 
she would lead her life now. It would be, 
inevitably, much alone. Such friends as 
remained would come in the evenings, 
perhaps, to make music, to talk. It should 
be a civilized life, on however modest 
terms. Books, music, friendships .. . 

And, who knows? This might be the 
“lucky autumn” her fortunetellers were 
always predicting, when she was going 
to meet “the great love of her life.” 

She lay on the grass, the shadows 
lengthening, the light in the garden grow- 
ing deeper gold, dreaming of the autumn 
that was always “coming,” when she 
would fall in love. Still, like a very young 
girl, she imagined herself sharing her 
sweetest thoughts, her gayest moments, 
her most foolish moods. 

But now the air was chill with evening. 
She got up and with one of those instinc- 
tive physical adjustments that need no 
conscious decision went indoors, opened 
the shutters, letting in the rosy clearness 
of evening, knelt to put a match to the 
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log fire in the tall carved-marble chimney 
piece. Such a fire had been always 
Mamma’s most beloved luxury. And the 
crackling, the first leaping up of the 
flames, became part of that mood of un- 
reality that had lain over her for these 
last hours; a vivid, precious unreality 
which she was keeping round her de- 
liberately, as a dreamer concentrates on 
maintaining around him the fabric of a 
dream which his afraid subconscious 
knows may break at any moment. Knows 
must break— 

She rose from lighting the fire and 
obeyed the traditional impulse (decreed 
by Mamma) to go up and change for din- 
ner. And, upstairs in her bedroom, the 
familiar ritual of that changing—to the 
final slipping on of that pale rose ruffled 
tea gown, to the ultimate spraying of per- 
fume, helped to keep her within her 
mood, safely within the dream. 


Wee she got downstairs again, the 
firelight was winning a battle of light, 
flame by flame, against the sunset. She 
drifted toward the piano, opened it, and 
began to play Pauli’s favorite “Nocturne,” 
changing the fabric of her mood to music. 
While she played, the dusk came outside; 
and gradually even the triumphant fire 
sank to a glow of logs which, now and 
ain, flaunted a little string of flames 
like yellow pennons. 
’ Then, suddenly, she heard the knocking. 

She stopped playing. Listened. 

The knocking went on, loud, rapping. 

She got up. Realized that the room was 
almost dark; moved to the light, switched 
it on. The knocking was getting louder. 

She opened the door; went across the 
hall, hurrying and stumbling now toward 
the knocking. As she touched the handle 
the knocking stopped. They heard her, 
evidently. She could “feel” them on the 
other side of the door. 

She had an impulse to turn and run— 
upstairs, or out again, out to the garden, 
over the wall— 

She opened the door. The light from 
behind her fell on a man in a dark suit. 
Then she recognized him: the younger 
of the two who’d come yesterday. 

He didn’t move. His stillness was so 
absolute, so marked, that it was impossible 
to believe he’d been knocking and rapping 
at that pitch a second ago. Then he said 
in a sharp low voice, 

“Frdulein von Linden?” 

“Yes. Come in.” 

He stepped in. She shut the door behind 
him. And turned and waited, her left hand 
still picking up her cascade of rose-col- 
ored frills and holding them against her 
hip. Under the light of the chandelier he 
was looking at her. 

She said, “What do you want?” 

“I—” Color darkened his set clear fea- 
tures. “Excuse me, Fraulein von Linden. 
You must come with me!” 

He finished sharply. Stood at attention. 

—see. ; 

“Please to come at once.” He was pale 
again. His look was leveled hard at hers. 
No expression. 

“Where to?” 

“T cannot tell you.” 

“At—at this time of night?” Her throat 
felt constricted. 

“Please come. Immediately.” 

She hesitated. Then: “I must change my 
dress. Will you please wait, then?” 

“Where will you change it?” 

“Why, upstairs; in my room.” 

“Then I must come.” He said this harsh- 
ly, looking over her head. ; 

Then she realized. They wouldn’t risk 
her trying to escape, or shooting herself. 
She remembered now hearing of cases— 
that woman last week, who’d thrown her- 
self out of the window of her apartment 
rather than— 
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“You will leave the door open.” 

At her bedroom door she said, “Will you 
please wait here?” He had already halted. 
She added, imprudently, viciously, “Must 
I leave the door open?” 

The young man’s head jerked back as 
if she’d struck him, and a slow flush came 
up under his skin. 

He muttered, “Naturally not.” And 
swung round on his heel, and paced back 
to the top of the staircase. 

Lili, disconcerted by a curious sense of | 
some violent hidden impulse, some fury 
as acute and repressed as her own, found | 
herself saying, breathing, a “thank you” 
which he didn’t even hear. 

She went into her room. And as she shut | 
the door she was caught again by a sen- 
sation of chill weakness against impending 
horror. She slipped off her negligee, her | 
rose satin slippers, her lace slip; moved 
to the big cupboard, took out the simple 
flannel tailored dress (“suitable,” her ex- 
act perceptions decided; suitable for—). | 
The shoes and gloves and belt, the felt 
hat. She dressed herself quickly but fas- 
tidiously, as if she were taking the next 
plane to Paris—to Venice—. Next she 
pulled out a suitcase and began to pack, 
selecting only very plain and practical 
clothes—a sweater and skirt, a couple of 
checked cotton dresses, gray slacks. Eve- 
ning dresses would hardly be—useful And 
all the time, as she moved about the z00m, 
opening drawers, reaching to shelves, she 
was trying not to think, not to remember 
things she knew, had heard, about the 
“camps.” 

She slipped a pair of thick shoes into a 
cotton bag. (She had seen photographs of | 
prisoners at Dachau.) Stockings, too; three 
pairs would be enough. (Tortured eyes, 
like an animal’s in a trap.) She put in two 
lipsticks, sunburn powder (for working | 
out-of-doors). She fastened the suitcase 
now, very carefully. (They kept you out- 
of-doors, all day, out on the moor. Some- 
times at Dachau they let you escape north- | 
ward over the moor, because northward | 
there was only the swamp.) 

She took up the valise and went to the | 
door. The young man was still standing at 
the top of the stairs. 

“T am ready.” 





JERKED round, saw the case in her | 
hand. He came and took it from her. | 

He muttered, “Are you ready?” as if he | 
hadn’t heard her speak. Then, with brutal | 
abruptness, “Come.” . 

He clumped downstairs before her. 
Down in the hall he said, “Have you your | 

port?” ) 

“No. I didn’t Know it was necessary.” | 

“Please fetch it. Also—” his eyes were | 
fixed on her for a second; and meeting his | 
lock, sudden, deep, and enigmatic, she 
realized that he usually looked just above 
her head when he spoke,-as if he were | 
blind—“also,” he said, “any money that 
you have, and valuables.” 

“But—” She was going to say these 
would, naturally, in the course of things, 
be seized with the house. 

“These are my orders.” 

She turned and went up again. Her 
jewel case was in the locked drawer of 
the cupboard. She took it out. As for 
money, she remembered with satisfaction 
that after she had paid Hanna’s wages yes- 
terday there was only an odd hundred 
Kronen. She had forgotten to go to the 
bank after seeing Pauli off. 

When she came down again, he took the 
jewel case from her perempiorily, then 
the passport. He took a big envelope out 
of his pocket and slipped the passport into 
it. “Now come out. My car is here.” 

As she followed him out, she paused for 
a second and looked around. The door 
into the drawing room was open. She 
could see the firelight in there. A fright 
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shook her imagination. If the dead were 
too near—if Mamma should come into that 
firelit pale room and find her gone! One 
could only hope that Death at least was 
beyond desperation for the people you 
love. 

The front door shut behind her. 

“Get in, please.” 

She obeyed, getting into the front seat 
beside him. She said, “Where are we 
going?” 

For a second he didn’t reply. They 
swung round the corner by the tram stop, 
into the main road. Evidently not into 
Vienna, then. He said, “A considerable 
distance.” 

He didn’t even glance at her. She looked 
at his profile. A handsome enough— 
devil. Few Germans were. From his ac- 
cent she judged him Bavarian. There was 
once civilization in Bavaria! Probably he 
came from fine, warm-blooded, generous- 
hearted, artistic stock. There must be mil- 


lions of such young men, betraying the 


sensibility of soul and richness of artistic 
sense that was their heritage, betraying 
humanity itself because the cock crowed 
—at Berchtesgaden. 

They were driving northward. Eighty 
kilometers per hour now, although they 
were still in the suburbs. These men didn’t 
have to keep any speed limits! 

He said abruptly, “Have you dined?” 

“If you should wish to eat, there are 
some Brétchen in the pocket of the door 
next to you.” He was increasing speed. 
There were no more houses now; their 
headlights plowed up the dark of the road 
in front of them. 

She said: “I see! You—fatten the geese?” 

He didn’t answer. She didn’t touch the 
pocket of the door. 

Ten minutes later she asked again, 
“Where are we going?” 

He snapped, “I cannot tell you.” 

“Why this official mystery when I shall 
know anyway?” 

As she spoke he turned, lifting his arm. 
She jerked back, expecting a blow. His 
arm passed her, stretched over the back 
of the driving seat. He pulled over a rug, 
laid it across her knees. 

“Tt’s getting cold,” he said. 

By the time the moon rose Lili had an 
idea they were making eastward—or 
northeast. They passed through village 
after village. But in the dark, with only 
a few windows of the deep-eaved houses 
lit up, each place looked like the last. All 
she could tell from the general landscape, 
growing clear as the moon rose higher, 
was that they were set continually toward 
the mountains. 

After a stretch of lonely road with birch 
woods on either side, they approached a 
cluster of lights, and slackened pace. 

She spoke. “What’s this?” 

“The frontier.” 

“The—frontier?” 

“The former frontier,” he said harshly. 
“There are still—formalities.” 

Now they drew up. A group of men in 
uniform stood by a hut. One of them came 
toward the car. The young man turned to 
Lili; muttered: “You have only to be si- 
lent. See?” And got out hurriedly to meet 
the uniformed men. They stood in the 
headlights. Lili watched her own escort 
produce papers out of the pocket of his 
overcoat. The others read them through. 
Nodded. Seemed suddenly amused at 
something. Her escort returned to the car. 
Got in. Banged the door. “All in order,” 
he muttered, his tone dry and husky. He 
started the car with violence, so that she 
was thrown forward. 

When they had left the group behind, 
he said, “Forgive me.” 

But she’d been hardly aware of the 
jerk. Her vague state of fear, that had so 
far kept her quiescent by making her feel 
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physically weak, was wakening to reali- 
zation. That state had been numbing, giv- 
ing her at least a kind of involuntary 
dignity. Now the realization of what was 
coming, soon, of what was immediate, in- 
evitable (horrible!), seeped into every 
corner of her mind, causing a sudden tor- 
menting panic—hardly possible to control. 

She questioned, dry-mouthed, “Where 
are you taking me?” 

He didn’t answer. She stared at his 
profile; his handsome rigid features, hol- 
low-eyed above the dim light from the 
dashboard. 

Then he said: “There is a bottle of 
Schnapps in that same pocket. Please have 
some.” He was increasing speed. 

She found herself fumbling, getting out 
a flask. Aware that, already, she hadn’t 
the courage to do anything but obey! . 

Hours passed. Then, abruptly, the car 
was slowing. She felt the sudden strong 
undertow of braking. Ahead a light. Two 
lights, three. Tawny cubes—windows. 
Evidently a group of houses. Near them, 
high up, a round green light. A station? 

Now they had stopped within a hundred 
yards of it. The man beside her switched 
off first headlights, then engine. The first 
click switched on a dark vast blackness; 
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MILDRED CRAM 
AT HER VERY BEST 
IN 
“THIS TIME OF OUR LIFE” 


Mildred Cram brings to the 
readers of GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 
next month a story of youth 
in indecision; of youth today, 
at this very moment, facing its 
gravest emotional problem. It’s 
a story of a boy and a girl, who 
might. be known to you, who 
might even be close to you. 
Mildred Cram has presented 
them superbly, and their situa- 
tion fairly, in one of her finest 
pieces of dramatic writing. 
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the second made silence. The silence filled 
up the dark, up to the stars. 

They both sat still; queerly, tentatively 
still; as if they were each afraid to move 
in this silence that was close round them, 
between them, hardening, freezing. 

When he spoke, it cracked: “Please. 
Get out.” 

She turned her head. Met his look. But 
in the upward dim radiance of the switch- 
board his eyes were in shadow. Told her 
nothing. Evidently his orders weren’t to 
take her to a camp—or, not yet. Perhaps 
he was to leave her here. Or... or? (She 
peat beree eae taken off, not heard 
of.) 
“Please get out.” 

She heard a click, and he had switched 
the headlights on again. (Did he think 
she’d run?) 

She obeyed, moving stiffly, her limbs 
languid with an uncontrollable weakness. 
Although now her mind was thinking, 


quite, quite clearly; thinking that she 
wasn’t afraid, that she was curiously lucid. 
There even passed through her mind a 
fancy, almost a caprice, that she would 
have liked to hear the young man’s voice 
say something more charming than 
“Please get out.” (“Are you fond of ski- 
ing?” “May I have the next dance?”) 

She stood now. She made her own legs 
walk steadily, one in front of the other. 

“Stop, please.” He had got out, too. 

She stood still, in front of the radiator. 
He paced forward and stood in the glare, 
in front of the headlamps. His left hand 
was in the pocket of his tunic. She noticed 
this; and felt her own heartbeat halt, miss, 
and start hammering; and saw his face 
white, rigid; thought, cool and queerly 
lucid again, “He isn’t enjoying it any more 
than—”; saw his left hand move in his 
pocket. But still stay there. 

She thought, “So you are going to—” 
And started to say it. And found her lips 
dry-parched and no sound getting out 
through them. “So—you—” she thought. 
Something ticked, like the tick of a clock, 
under the bonnet of the car; and she 
thought, “That’s probably the last sound 
I shall hear.” She heard his breathing, 
quick as her own; saw his arm move, his 
hand come out; saw the gleam of the 
curved metal; felt her own palm clutch 
the = . 

Aid now he was saying—what? 

“Keep this—in case. But I do not think 
it will be necessary.” He was talking fast. 
“This also, your jewels. Stay here. In the 
early morning—a train. Here is your pass- 


__port. Also—” he was putting a flat packet 


in her right hand, the jewel case already 


in her left... “and go at once—to the 
station over there. Wait.” 

“But?7% 

“T go back.” 


“But then this isn’t—” 

His voice dropped, automatically: “This 
is Switzerland. We have just come through 
Lichtenstein.” His heels clicked. 

For one more moment she saw his face; 
a recognition clutched her heart, as pan- 
icked as fear, as clear as beauty— 

He was gone. He was in the car. The 
engine was switched on. The car was 
backing away from her. Beginning to turn. 
She stood watching it turn. She heard the 
accelerator; saw the red tail light getting 
smaller. 

And watched it vanish round a bend 
and a dark clump of trees. 

She opened the packet under the lamp 
on the platform of the deserted little sta- 
tion. In it were her passport, five hundred 
Swiss francs, a visiting card. On one side 
of the card was written: ; 

“Please accept this. 1 am on my way 
back now to report that you are at Dachau. 
If (which is not altogether likely) I get 
out alive after this, my future address will 
be care of my uncle, William B. Weissel, 
154 E. 60, New York City. Will you allow 
me to have a card there, so that, if I should 
oe I shall know that you are safe? 


She turned the little card over. On the 
other side was engraved “Rudolf Weissel,” 
and in the lower corner was an address 
in Munich, crossed out. 

She reread the message, then put the 
card into her handbag beside the passport 
and the roll of notes. 

She snapped the bag shut. The snap 
sounded loud in the silence of the little 
station. She looked toward the group of 
houses. The topaz windows were extin- 
guished. She peered up and down the rails 
whose single track was indicated by a dim 
double gleam. She hunched down on a 
seat, shivering. And yet a kind of warmth 
began in her. And in spite of the sharp 
tangy chill of the next two hours that were 
before morning, the warmth somehow 
kept on, in her limbs, and in her heart. 


Ren EW YOUR PEP_ 4ltbe hffercnie!” 


“Tl wish you had more 
energy so that you could 
play with Bobby once 


1 F in a while.’’ (é 4 & 


“Oh, I know I should” 7 
but I’m all tired 


out, my pep is gone.” 
fi 

By 

/ i 


1 


SUGGESTS MR.'T. POTT 


E “My, what a change! I’m going 
2. to serve plenty of vitalizing 








tea this winter—and drink 
lots of bracing tea myself.’’ 

















“Gee, I feel great “s 
now. Let’s have 
another cup Le 
of that hot tea, 
Mary. It hits the 
spot and tastes 
swell too.”’ 








the perfect 


bracer” 


SAY PEOPLE 
ALWAYS 
ON THE GO 


AFRICAN EXPLORER— Mrs. James L. Clark is the daring Amer- 
ican woman who reached the crater of Africa’s Ngorongoro, called the 
world’s Jeet extinct volcano. “I needed plenty of endurance 
for that. job,”” declares Mrs. Clark, ‘‘and of course I drank lots of 
good vitalizing tea. Like other explorers, I find that tea fights 
exhausting fatigue. And, at night, if I happen to be unusually 


FIRES, ACCIDENTS, 
POLICE CALLS keep re- 
porter Ed Reiche hopping. 
He just can’t afford to let 
fatigue get the best of him. 
“Tea helps to boost me 


MISS SUE NELSON, 
Stewardess for United Air 
Lines, has flown 150,000 
miles. She too drinks tea for 


tense, tea lets me relax into good, sound sleep. Tea has a grand, 
satisfying flavor. Idrink tea with meals and often in-between-times!”’ 


IT’S AS EASY AS A-B-C TO GET A 
REALLY GOOD CUP OF TEA 


A. Always use bubbling boiling water and 
pour it on the TEA. B. Use 1 teaspoonful 
per cup, plus one for the pot. C. Steep to 
any strength you prefer. (Most people who 


use cream or milk choose a 5-minute brew.) 


GOOD TEA COMES FROM 


THESE GOOD BLACK TEAS 
ARE ESPECIALLY SUITED TO 
THE AMERICAN TASTE. FOR 
ECONOMY AND FULL EN- 
JOYMENT, BUY QUALITY TEA. 





stimulation, saying: “After 
a long, fatiguing trip, good 
tasty tea puts back pep. 
Tea is so refreshing — and 
it’s non-fattening. And good 
tea has such a delicious, 
delicate flavor too.” 


over the day’s tired spots,” 
he remarks. “‘ Vitalizing tea 
gives me a smooth, /riendly 
stimulation. There’s plenty 
of get-up-and-go in tea. 
And tea gets my vote for 
richer, cheerier favor!” 


/ 
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Have Doctor Come 


IF QUICK-ACTING BAYER ASPIRIN FAILS TO RELIEVE DISCOMFORT OF 


COLDS 





RAW THROAT 





1. First take two Bayer Aspirin Tablets in a 
glass of water, to relieve that aching soreness 
that usually comes with your cold. 


2. Then dissolve 3 Bayer Tablets in 1/4 glass 
of water and gargle —to relieve scratchy 
feeling in throat due to a cold. 


3. If temperature does not go down—if throat 
pains and aches are not quickly relieved— 
call your family doctor. 


Thousands Know This Easy Way to Quick Relief 


TAKE A MINUTE to look at the pictures above. 


They may save you hours of discomfort next time you. 


have a cold or the raw, scratchy sore throat that comes 
with colds. 


For these pictures explain the simple way — with 
genuine Bayer Aspirin — to get quick relief from your 
pain discomfort. A way countless thousands will tell 
you is amazingly fast and effective. 


Try it. Then — because ANY cold can lead to 
pneumonia or influenza, for in- 
sence — SER YOUR DOCTOR. He will tell you 
whether your cold is serious, and what treatment to 
follow. 


Tn all probability, he will tell you to continue with 
the Bayer Aspirin because it acts to relieve the painful 
discomforts of a cold with remarkable speed. And be- 
cause it acts to reduce fever. This simple treatment has 
largely supplanted the use of strong medicines in the 
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SRY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


treatment of cold symptoms. Perhaps the Sree. and 
most effective way yet discovered. 
Remember to ask for “BAYER ASPIRIN” by its 


full name — not for “aspirin” alone. Get real BAYER 
ASPIRIN tablets this way. 








PAIN S— Fast-acting Bayer Tablets 
are used by millions on doctors’ advice 
for prompt relief of Headache—pain 
from Rheumatism, Neuritis, Neuralgia. 







15 6¢ For 12 TABLETS 


2 FULL DOZEN 2H¢ 


THE CUNEO PRESS, INC., U.S. Me 


Poker Cectte 
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no land so hard to bid farewell! ne 


Lelsone fine 


T0 * NEW ZEALAND - AUSTRALIA 


VIA SAMOA: FiJi 





Details of Matson Cruises to Hawaii and South Seas, also reservations at the Royal Hawaiian and 
Travel Agents or MATSON LINE offices at New York, Chicago, San Francisco, Los Angeles, § 
This Year... SAN FRANCISGO’S WORLD'S FAIR... Then HAWAII 


Moana Hotels in Honolulu, fron 
an Diego, Seattle and Portland. 


LAU REY Nwe . MARIPOSA ° MO NET ESR-E Y. ° MATSONIA 

















WELL,NO. SHE HAS 
BEEN SICK BUT IM 
WORRIED ABOUT HER. \ THAT WAY, 
SHE WON'T EAT, AND JUST 
DOESNT SEEM 
TO GAIN AT ALL. lg 
















NOW RUN AND G 
PLAY WITH THE \ 
CHILDREN, DEAR, 







GOME ON AND 
PLAY WITH_US, 









—_.AND AS | SAY [T CONTAINS 
VITAMINS AND MINERALS EVERY 


IM GOING TO GET 
A CAN AND’START 
GIVING IT TO 









Dp? you know that only three or four of 
our common foods contain any ap- 
preciable quantities of Vitamin D? That 
many foods also lack Vitamin A, Vitamin 
B—Calcium, Phosphorus, Iron? ... Yes, 
even in very well-to-do families the meals 
given children are often inadequate in 
these protective factors so necessary to 
yuild and maintain good health. 


WY THE VERY THING HE 















~ AND THEN | FOUND 
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NEEDED. IF YOU WILL 
BRING JOAN TO HIS 
BIRTHDAY PARTY 
NEXT SATURDAY I'LL 
SHOW YOU WHAT IT IS... 










YOU 
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That is why so many mothers are giving 
their children Ovaltine today. Ovaltine 
is a “protective” food, in that it supplies 
Vitamins A, B, D and G—Calcium, Phos- 
phorusand Iron—Proteins.. . “protective” 
food-factors needed by children—in ad- 
dition to quick-energy carbohydrates. 


If your children don’t seem to be devel- 
oping properly, give them Ovaltine. See 
if it doesn’t help them to gain in weight 
and show better all-around development. 


Ovaltine is extremely easy to digest. It 
makes milk more digestible. It also helps 
digest starchy foods, which comprise 
such a large part of a child’s diet. 

Millions of mothers are giving their 
children Ovaltine today. Why. don’t you 
serve it too? Serve it twice a day fora while! 





MRS. HENDERSON 
HAS INVITED US TO 
! JOHNNIES BIRTHDAY 
PARTY NEXT 
SATURDAY ! 


y, 1D 
BE DELIGHTED! 





















WHY, THATS 
OVALTINE. 
IVE HEARD 


MOMMY...CAN |... 
HAVE OVALTINE... 
ALL THE TIME ?? 


CERTAINLY 
CAN, DEAR! 


“HAS JOAN p 
SICK ATES 


SHE LOOKS DESPERArp 


o 
Ly LRty,, 












2. AND ILL 
HAVE SOMETHING 


Goop FoR You ! 
























NOW, CHILDREN- HERES 
YOUR OVALTINE TREAT! 








LOOK, LOOK-MOMMY...)& 9 
IM TWO POUNDS 4 
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BE THRIFTY ¢ BUY MARTEX e IT PAYS 


® Luckily for you, Martex luxurious, deep textured bath towels 
are a thrifty buy because they last so long. In the years to 


come, you will find that each Martex towel has cost you but a 


few pennies a year! It’s extravagant to buy towels that wear out 
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too soon. Be thrifty. Buy Martex. It pays. See the new, lovely 
Martex designs and colors at department stores and linen shops. 
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BATH TOWELS 


1d Housekeeping 


WHY MARTEX WEARS SO LONG 


« For over 40 years, 


the women of America LPEVS, 

have recognized the 2% (Se ynaeeyey) 

long-wearing quality gs FR ERICH 
of all Martex bath /#.*" Cafe Ap A 
towels. A bath towel heseacaaee-ceaasae 
is only as strong as its Vaan” 
underweave. Every A mete, 


Martex bath towel is — 
woven with the long- 

est wearing underweave known—the plied 
yarn underweave. (See photograph above.) 
WELLINGTON SEARS COMPANY 
65 Worth Street New York City 
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Lmasine...at 22 finding that 
warning tinge of ‘pink’ on my tooth brush!” 


[pana’ looth Paste 





Protect your smile! Help your dentist keep your gums firm and 


your teeth sparkling with IPANA and MASSAGE 


Ne not? What made you believe 
you might be immune? That warning 
tinge of “pink” can happen to anyone. Subway 
guard or debutante, factory hand or millionaire, 
schoolgirl or athlete—"pink tooth brush” is no 
respecter of persons. 

True, it’s usually only a warning of lazy, ten- 
der, ailing gums—but a warning no sensible 
woman should ignore. Try it, and you're likely to 
find yourself headed for trouble—serious trouble 
for that sparkling smile. 

Be smart. See your dentist and see him today. 
Let him put you on the right track—let him ex- 
plain the helpful benefits of Ipana and massage. 


Never Ignore ‘Pink Tooth Brush” 


Remember—“pink tooth brush” is only a warn- 
ing. You may not be in for serious trouble, but 
let your dentist decide. Usually, however, he 
will tell you yours is a case of lazy, tender gums 
—gums deprived of work by our modern soft, 
creamy foods. He'll probably suggest more ex- 
ercise for your gums—and, often “the healthful 
stimulation of Ipana and massage.” 

For Ipana is especially designed not only to 
clean teeth but, with massage, to aid the health 
of your gums as well. Massage a little extra 
Ipana into your gums every time you clean your 
teeth. Circulation is aroused within the gum 
tissues —lazy gums awaken—tend to become 
firmer, healthier. 

Get a tube of economical Ipana at any drug- 
gist’s today. Adopt Ipana and massage as one 
sensible way to firmer gums, brighter teeth— 
a more radiant smile. 


TRY THE NEW J) DD TOOTH BRUSH 


For more effective gum massage and for 
more thorough cleansing, ask your drug- 
gist for the new D.D. Tooth Brush, 
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I promised her _ 


Pa 


ES a psychiatrist’s chambers 
streams an endless tide of life’s mis- 
fits. The lonely ... the bitter... the 
repressed . . . the misunderstood. 


And now before mestood yet another. 
I was certain, and later examination 
proved me right, that there was noth- 
ing organically wrong with her. Her 
face, her body, bloomed with beauty 
and vitality. Yet, emotionally, she was 
at the breaking point. 

Gently, I probed for her history. She 
was 28, single, college bred, lived in a 
good home with parents of some means, 
but was definitely of the recluse type. 

“Men friends?”’ 


Her lips quivered as she leaned close 
to me. The flood-tide of her emotions 
burst through the gates of her control. 


“You’ve hit on it, doctor, I’m lonely 


hy 


. . . desperately lonely,’’ she sobbed. 
“Every girl I know is married, but no 
man seems to want me. They come— 
they go—I cannot hold them. Even 
my women friends seem to avoid me. 
I go nowhere... . see no one. And, oh 
doctor, I want gaiety, friends, admira- 
tion, love...love... love.” 


She had risen; her face was almost 
against mine. In that instant I knew 
I had spotted the cause of her trouble. 
It was obvious. 


But never in all my years of practice 
did I face a harder task than that of 
telling this unhappy girl the simple 
truth.* But tell her I did. 


Today she is one of the happiest and 
most popular girls in our little city, 
and soon will marry a -well-to-do 
Hasterner who simply adores her. 


VE, 
) YARN d 


Why Risk It? 
Nothing is so fatal to friendships and ro- 
mance as *halitosis (bad breath). No one 
is immune. And the insidious thing about 
halitosis is that you yourself never know 
when you have it; never realize when you 
are offending. 


Why run the risk at all? All you need do 
to make your breath sweeter, purer, more 
wholesome and agreeable to others is to 
rinse the mouth with Listerine Antiseptic. 
This amazing deodorant halts food fer- 
mentation in the oral cavity, a major cause 
of breath odors; then overcomes the odors 
themselves. And it’s so delightful to use. 


Get in the habit of using Listerine Anti- 
septic night and morning, and between 
times before business or social engagements. 
It pays rich dividends in popularity. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., St. Louis, Mo. 


LISTERINE for HALITOSIS 
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+r] VERY drop of water that finds 
yg its way to the sea carries with 
it some of the land on which it 
| = fell as rain. It may be only a 
2! microscopic bit, as it should be 
when water goes quietly about 
its appointed business of carrying life 
to the roots of plants. Or it may be 
thick with topsoil, for when the 
heavens get going and billions of gal- 
lons of water fall, the drops multiply 
themselves in devastating force, 
gouging, gnawing, digging—each 
drop gorging itself on the elements 
that cause the seeds to “climb to a 
soul in grass and flowers.” The hill- 
sides descend to the plain, undoing 
in a day or a week the work on which 
Nature has spent patient centuries. 
The lowlands are enriched for a time, 
but they, too, soon or late, move on 
to the rivers or are covered with 
useless débris. The years and the 
floods take most of what they give, 
except in a few favored sections. 

Well, what of it? What if erosion, 
caused largely by our mismanage- 
ment of our heritage, does send each 
year hundreds of millions of tons of 
topsoil down to the Gulf and the great 
oceans? Isn’t there enough tillable 
land left to cause a glut of foodstuffs 
in all our markets? To cause an eco- 
nomic ill that we are trying to allevi- 
ate at a cost of hundreds of millions 
of dollars every year? If Nature helps 
us out by making it increasingly more 
difficult to raise superabundant crops, 
isn’t that really a blessing in disguise? 
When consumption meets production, 
won’t the farmer cease from troubling 
and the politician be at rest? 

But wait. Isn’t it probable—or at 
the very least possible—that the pol- 
icy of crop curtailment will some day 
be superseded by a program of dis- 


- 





tribution that will assure a ready 
market for everything we raise? Mil- 
lions of our people never have enough 
to eat, or variety enough in their diet; 
and scarcity, whether natural or-arti- 
ficial, only adds to their difficulties, 
On the other hand, if every man in 
America could buy all that his family 
needs, the problem of overproduction 
would be relatively unimportant; if 
every mother could e home from 






market the food she covets for her 
children, America would eat all that 
the farms produce. 

It is, of course, apparent that just 
shipping things te the points where 
they are needed will not solve the 
problem, which goes much deeper 
than that. It should also be apparent 
that anything that raises prices to 
the millions on marginal incomes— 
plus the millions out of work and on 
relief—is not a solution of the prob- 
lem, but an aggravation of it. We 
all know that unhappiness is abroad 
in the land. We know, too, that a 
well-fed nation is a happy nation— 
that isms thrive on hunger and starve 
on contentment. The whole thing is 
probably the biggest unsettled ques- 
tion confronting the nation, and 
should have the most careful consid- 
eration. If the decision is that we must 
pay more taxes to help the farmer 
out, let us insist that we get some- 


thing to show for the taxes, for to 


subsidize waste and nonproduction 
by taxation is both futile and un- 
economic. - ' 

When the rains—and perhaps the 
floods—come in March and April, 
think on these things. Go out and 
stand by a muddy stream and try to 
see the things that are going by: 
farms, first of all, and then corn and 
wheat and cattle, leaving less of 
these things on the fields back home: 
today, and, if this goes on, even less 
tomorrow—when there will be more 
millions to be fed: No matter what 
our theories are today, or whether 
or not we care to preserve our her- 
itage of peace and plenty, future 
generations will charge us with neg- 
ligence—at the very least—if we 
let our farmlands float away, if we let 
our people now or ever go unfed. 


LIAM FREDERICK BIGELOW, EDITOR 
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Baad york—Katherine Aldridge, lovely photograp! 
Py ato ad Listerine Tooth Paste. Note those earmuffs Miss ett 
Per artes ste OS aE Ween oc mows Bayes Srti<t Seet AL Zoya 


* Dainty, energizing ingredient in 

the new formula Listerine Tooth 

Paste creates “bubble bath” of un- 
believable cleansing power 


Even people who do not use the new 
Tooth Paste supercharge 


Listerine 
with Luster-Foam detergent nouce 
IN CHICAGO, Eton ttle Atta at 4 40h sold out his how muchswe eeter the smiles are lately. 
supply of ey Listerine Tooth Paste, so great LG Those who do use it, know the 
oh ag answer. They can see it in their own 
mirrors. And to that dainty Lustet- 


Foam bubble bath they give the credit. 

Don’t you think it’s time to Uy 
this new, different tooth paste? 

See for yourself how Luster-Foam 
detergent, at the first touch of brush 
and saliva, leaps into a foam of tiny 
bubbles...an aromatic “bubble bath” 


SALE 
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erence for the New Listerine Tooth Paste over 
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WITH LUSTER-FOAM TOOTH PASTE 


farch 1939 Good Housek« e] ‘ 
Keeping 


A0¢ « 
50¢ 
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of unbelievable penetrating power. 


Feel how it gets into those hard- 
to-reach crevices where many author- 
ities say that more than 75 per cent 
of decay starts. Watch how it attacks 
starch films, grease films, and salivary 
films which cloud the “enamel. See 
how yout teeth improve in appearance 
with the regular use of Luster-Foam. 
And look for that marvelous feeling 
of stimulation” which the Luster-Foam 
“bubble bath” brings to your mouth. 


Get chenewformulaListerineTooth 
Paste at any drug counter today while 
the PF ecial combination offer with 
the famous Tufted Pro-phy-lac- tic 
Tooth Brush is still in effect. Bona- 
fide 90¢ value for only 59¢. See panel 
below. Lambert Pharmacal Company- 


Tooth Paste. 
pound. 


tube of New Listerine 
Contains more than 4 
Pro-phy- -jac-ticTooth Brush. Famous 
Tuft helps clean pack teeth better. 
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YOUR GUARANTY 


re IS the definite policy of Good Housekeeping to 
make its advertising pages trustworthy and reliable. 
Every product advertised in Good Housekeeping is 
guaranteed by us as advertised in our magazine. 


Before we accept advertisements for mechanical 
household equipment, devices, and utensils; and 
household soaps and cleansers, such products are 
tested and approved by Good Housekeeping Institute. 
Before we accept advertisements for foods, cosmetics 
and pharmaceuticals, such products are tested and | 
approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. Advertis- 
ing is not accepted on products that are disap- 
proved. Approved products in these classifications 
are permitted to use the Good Housekeeping Seal 


of Approval.* 


All other products are carefully examined by 
Good Housekeeping’s technical staff. They, too, must 
prove satisfactory before advertising is accepted. 


This is your Guaranty: If you purchase any product 
advertised in this issue of Good Housekeeping within 
one year from its date and find the product unsatis- 
factory, we will carefully investigate your complaint 
and if the product is defective it will be replaced or 


your money refunded. 


(*Note: The award of the Seal of Approval to a 
product is not contingent upon advertising in Good 
Housekeeping. As a matter of fact, of all the products 
that have received the Seal of Approval less than 30% 
have ever been advertised in Good Housekeeping.) 





We do hope your new Ford arrives by daylight! 


Above: the De Luxe ’ i 7 
een tee ae You RE going to be a very proud oy os . whether this 
> Sedan in Dart- is your first Ford or your tenth! It’s the biggest beauty 
mouth Green; 85hp. 
a that ever rolled up to your door. 
rag] Below: the Ford V-8 j ; 
PidepSedeain Gull The lines of this new car are as long and smooth and 
Greys B8 ao be. graceful as a plume. You'll want to lounge, luxuriously, 
in the redesigned seats which are deeper and softer, over 
the car’s flexible springs and hydraulic shock absorbers. 
And the new quiet! Scientific soundproofing has made 
the Ford such a restful companion! As you travel together 
. . in traffic lines or country lanes . . . there’s the safety 
of an all-steel body and new hydraulic brakes. And the 















velvet V-8 engine makes driving as smooth as dreaming! 
The 1939 Fords are modernly, modestly priced. 
And of this, you’re always sure: Ford-built means top 
Wy value . . . as well as top vogue. a 
~~ Ford Motor Company now offers Ford, Mercury, 
Lincoln-Zephyr and Lincoln motor cars. 









FEATURES THAT MAKE 
FORD CARS TOP VALUE 





Style Leadership—The luxury car 
in the low-price field. 


V-type 8-cylinder Engine—Eight 
cylinders give smoothness. 
Small cylinders give economy., 


Hydraulic Brakes — Easy-acting 
— for quick, straight stops. 


Triple-Cushioned Comfort—New 
flexible roll-edge seat cushions, 
soft transverse springs, hydraulic 
shock absorbers. 


Stabilized Chassis — No front- 
end bobbing or dipping. Level 
starts, level stops, level ride. 


Scientific Soundproofing—Noises 
hushed for quiet ride. 


Low Prices — Advertised prices 
include many items of very de- 
sirable equipment. 
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ITS SO SMOOTH AND CREAMY 
AND MIXES SO EASY. you'LL 
SAY ITS THE GRANDEST 
SHORTENING YOU 
EVER USED! 


\ 
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© TUST look at it—isn’t it a beauty! And it tastes 

even better than it looks,” declares Aunt Jenny. 
}) “It’s so rich an’ moist an’ chocolaty, just every- 
@ thing you want chocolate cake to be. An’ see what 
lovely fine-grained velvety cake Spry gives you. 
“Do all your baking an’ frying the Spry way. Your 
pie,crust will melt in your mouth. Your fried foods 
will be crisp, light, delicate, so digestible a child 
can eat them. Get Spry today an’ use it always!” 


52-page Cook Book of thrifty, reliable 
recipes. Write to Lever Brothers Co., 
Dept. S513, Cambridge, Mass. (Ofer limited to U.S.A.) 


In 3-Ib. and 1-Ib. cans. Also in the big 6-lb. family size. 
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3 ounces choco- 
late, melted 
1 teaspoon baking 


2g cup Spry 
1 teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon vanilla 
134 cups sifted confec- powder 
tioners’ sugar or 34 teaspoon soda 
134 cups granulated 214 cups sifted flou: 
sugar 1 cup milk - 

2 whole eggs and 2 egg 

yolks, well beaten 
Combine Spry, salt and vanilla. Add sugar 
gradually and cream until light and fluffy. (Done 
almost before you know it with friple-creamed 
Spry!) Add beaten eggs and mix thoroughly. 
Add melted chocolate and blend well. 

Sift baking powder, soda and flour together 3 
times. Add small amounts of flour to creamed 
mixture, alternately with milk, mixing after 
each addition until smooth. Pour into two deep 
9-inch layer pans greased with Spry. Bake in 
moderate oven (350° F.) 30 to 35 minutes. 


2 egg whites, unbeaten 2 tablespoons honey 
11% cups sugar 4 teaspoon cream of 

4 tablespoons water tartar 

2 tablespoons light 1% teaspoon vanilla 

corn sirup 34 cup blanched al- 
monds, chopped 
Put egg whites, sugar, water, corn sirup, honey 
and cream of tartar in top of double boiler and 
mix thoroughly. Place over rapidly boiling water 
and beat constantly with rotary egg beater until 
mixture will hold a peak (about 7 minutes). Re- 
move from fire, add vanilla and beat until thick 
enough to spread. 

To } of frosting add almonds; spread between 
layers. Spread plain frosting on top and sides of 
cake. Melt 1 oz. chocolate with 1 teaspoon Spry; 
pour over frosted cake to decorate as illustrated. 

(All measurements in these recipes are level) 


(Clip and save this Spry recipe) 




















BUT | CAN'T! JUST LOOK 
AT THE WHITENESS OF 
THAT WASH! COME ON 
GRANDPA, LET'S DANCE / 






F'HEAVEN'S SAKES! stop HOORAY FOR THE 


YELLING ABOUT THE NEW 


es 


The 


~here a year ahead of time! 


It’s in the same familiar package 


rch 1939 Good Housekeeping 





BET YOU NEVER SAW SUCH 
RICH SUDS IN OUR HARD WATER. 





THE ISA 
WOW FOR DISHWASHING — CUTS 
GREASE — KIND TO HANDS 













Contains amazing new 
"suds booster’a/70 
extra cost fo you / 
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o much is heard nowadays about 
candid-camera fiends. and their 
expensive, complicated equipment 
that it is easy to forget that the vast 
majority of pictures are still made 
by amateurs using an ordinary box 
camera. But they are; and feeling the 
need for clear, simple explanations of 
how to take good box-camera pic- 
tures, Goop HousEKEEPING has asked 
some of its readers to send in their 
prints. On this page each month we 
hope you will find helpful hints on 
the art of good photography. Ready? 
Here we go. 

When the father of Mary Ann and 
Betty Lou wanted a snapshot of his 
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HOW THIS PICTURE 
WAS MADE 


BY EDWARD FESTON 


daughters, he made no elaborate 
preparations. He just bought a roll 
of ordinary film, took his box camera, 
and loaded her up. 

He had no gadgets controlling 
shutter speed or depth of focus to 
worry about. He simply left the 





widest possible lens opening (the little 
plunger on top all the way down), 
eld the camera as steady as possible, 
and made sure the sun was off his 
shoulder (not directly behind him). 
The problem of getting the children 
to stand still was solved by intro- 
ducing an iron bird of impressive 
mien from a near-by garden. Betty 
Lou had never seen this fascinating 
creature before. So her father waited 
until she toddled up and poked it 
with an experimental finger. At that 
instant he clicked the shutter. Result: 
a snapshot to be treasured through 
the years, a fine picture that any 

parent can make. 
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4 VER since we said, back in 
[ January, that few artists ever 
meet the authors whose stories 
[: they illustrate, people we meet 
have been asking us how pic- 
tures for stories do get made. 
It’s easy to tell. As a case in point let 
us assume that the first installment 
of Ursula Parrott’s Appointment with 
Tomorrow has just been edited and 
copies of the final version made for 
each member of the editorial staff. 
Developments now wait on the art 
editor. He reads and studies his copy 
of the manuscript (usually at night, 
at home). Then, in discussion with 
other editors, he suggests certain 
types of illustrations. These, as soon 
as agreed upon, lead the art editor to 
draw rough sketches of the specific 
situations in the story which he con- 
siders of greatest interest. These 
agreed upon, the art editor prepares 
what is called a “comprehensive’— 
a rather detailed drawing, in color, 
in the shape it is to assume on the 
magazine pages. Next the illustrator 
is suggested and chosen—in the cur- 
rent instance, Tom Lovell. 

An appointment is made with Mr. 
Lovell, who visits the art editor in 
order to hear a description of the 
story. Mr. Lovell then is given a copy 
of the manuscript, and the compre- 
hensive. Several days later he re- 
turns, having by this time read the 
story and formed some opinions of his 
own concerning the art treatment. He 
may suggest changes in the design 
created by the art editor. He may 
even suggest that an entirely differ- 
ent situation be illustrated. Then and 
there, in the art department, he may 
roughly sketch out his ideas. The art 
editor may be sketching more of his 
own. But before long they are in com- 
plete agreement, and Mr. Lovell goes 
off to his studio, promising to deliver 
the completed pictures within a de- 
termined time—from two weeks to 


two months, depending opSchedules. 
Magazine illustrators? by the way, 
are pretty nice people. It is pleasant, 
on occasion, to find a group of them 
chatting together in the art depart- 
ment, passing kindly comments on 
one another’s work, having fun with 
the art editor, telling stories. Of all 
the professional people we know the 
illustrators are the friendliest to- 
gether—and the most generous. 


rsula Parrott’s new novel gets off, 
we think, to an exciting start. 
Nothing ever intrigues us more 
than a “mystery” voyage—a journey 
without apparent destination, with 
even destiny in doubt. Another thing 
that intrigues us is the lists of “Ten 
Books I Would Take With Me to a 
Desert Island” which people are so 
often compiling. We enjoy reading 
the titles, and often the books them- 
selves when we find that they have 
previously escaped us. Of course of 
even greater delight would be lists 
of “Ten Recent Stories in Goop 
HovusEKreEePinc Which I Like Best.” 
Five would do, too. We are not ask- 
ing that you send us such lists. Hint- 
ing would be a better word. 


spending a weekend in Connecti- 

cut, a great discussion arose be- 
tween Selma Robinson, our hostess, 
and ourselves, on the subject of 
household help. Perhaps it began 
when Miss Robinson said good maids 
were hard to get in the country, or 
easy to get—we forget which; cer- 
tainly hers was a mild, unmilitant 
observation, but before we got 
through we were all feeling pretty 
mad. Talking about the domestic 
servant question does that to people. 
Anyway, we have often talked with 
Miss Robinson since then about the 
possibility of an article on the maid 
problem and at last, in this issue, it 


C spen summers ago, while we were 





appears. Posing the problem is, nat- 
urally, but half of our job. The other 
half is to suggest a solution. 

Soon the solution will be forth- 
coming! For Katharine Fisher, Direc- 
tor of Good Housekeeping Institute, 
has had in preparation since last 
autumn a detailed plan which will 
enable employers to handle maids 
more intelligently and efficiently; 
a plan which covers everything a 
maid should know, not merely about 
her duties, but also about handling 
the person she works for. The plan 
is incorporated in a booklet which 
will be available next month; how 
to get a copy will be told in the 
April issue. 


was before our time, editors may 
have done their work at their 
desks. It isn’t so any more. We were 
checking up recently to see where we 
ourselves were, as of a given day. 
Mr. Gordon, we found, was in Savan- 
nah. Miss Fisher was in Dayton, Miss 
Koues in Chicago. Mr. Bigelow was 
in Delaware, Ohio. Mr. Mealand was 
in Los Angeles, Mr. Mayes in Chi- 
cago. Miss Gordon was in Boston. 
Mr. Zwinak was in St. Louis. 
Perhaps that seems to be a deal of 
traveling, but without it we’re afraid . 
there wouldn’t be such features as. 
are in this issue; nor would there be, 
in the next, the superb story by Con- 
ingsby Dawson called Miracle at Elm 
Harbor, or Thyra Samter Winslow’s 
Perfect Treasure, or Max Miller’s 
story of San Francisco, or Selma 
Robinson’s story of how women’s 
dresses are bought by department 
stores, or the other stories and ar- 
ticles by Elizabeth Troy, Stephen 
Vincent Benét, Cora Jarrett, Edith 
Barnard Delano, Helen Welshimer, 
Cornelia Otis Skinner. 


lige upon a time, which certainly 
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Nairn Sealex Linoleum scores success 


with exclusive Adhesive Back — 
Floors keep their beauty longer! 


yr your dealer and see for your- 
self the almost unbelievable beauty 
of Nairn Adhesive Sealex Linoleum. 
Feast your eyes on the fascinating 
designs and rich colorings which 
have won it the reputation of Amer- 
ica’s Most Beautiful Linoleum .. . 
the genuine inlaid linoleum that’s 
stealing America’s Floor-Show! 
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Lift a corner of this new, 
inlaid linoleum. Examine the back. 
There you see the sensational added 
value in this new floor-covering— 
another reason for its sudden rise 
to fame! 


genuine 


It’s a factory-applied adhesive back 
—a revolutionary new invention that 
brings permanent beauty protection 
to your floors. 





Nairn Adhesive Sealex Linoleum, 
laid direct to the floor, gives you a 
stronger, longer-wearing installation 
at no increase in price. Every square 
inch grips the floor like a vise! 





Linoleum Lesson No. 1: No linoleum 
installation is any stronger than its 
bond to the underfloor. Get Nairn 
Adhesive Sealex Linoleum for the 
strongest installation you can buy. 
See the beautiful new designs at 
your dealer’s now! 


CONGOLEUM-NAIRN INC., KEARNY,N. J. 














Place your right hand, representing the lino- 
Jeum, over the fingers of your left hand, rep- 
resenting floor boards. Now close the right 
hand, grasping fingers of the left hand tightly. 
That’s a Nairn Adhesive Sealex installa- 
tion! Expanding and contracting floor boards 
are held in a firm, vise-like grip! They 
cannot cause ugly bumps, splits or buckles. 
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One of the basic nutri- 
tional essentials which 
every adequate diet must 
supply is protein, the 
*frepair man’”’ of the 
bodily tissues. Because 
of the high biologic value 
of the proteins of meat, 


and the relish which 


meat gives to a meal, 
Americans are wise in 
choosing it as an impor- 
tant source of protein. 
— Statement authorized by the 
Council on Foods of the Amer- 
ican Medical Association. 











Fresher, juicier, finer veal! To get it, ask 


MARTHA LOGAN, 
Home Economist 
for Swift & Com- 
pany, Purveyors of 
Fine Foods, created 
these recipes in her 
Test Kitchen in 
Chicago. 


Lf? ~ 


SA 


‘ for Swift’s Premium Veal, Saniseal-Wrapt. 
This veal is protected and identified by ex- 
. clusive new Swift methods. Ask your dealer 
a to prepare a cushion roast and serve it with 


Red Rice. Drain parboiled rice and cook for 
5 min. in tomato juice seasoned with paprika 
and butter. Stuff roast with part and cook 
remainder until tender in double boiler. 


CHOICEST SIDE CUT 
SWEET SMOKE TAST 


You'll prefer Swift’s Premium Beef! Those 
words, right on the meat, tell you the cut 
came from beef specially chosen for fine 
flavor and texture. Try inexpensive Swiss 
Steak with Spanish Limas. Soak dried limas 
overnight, simmer for 2 hrs. with salt pork. 
Add chopped green pepper and pimiento. 
Serve in lightly boiled cabbage leaves. 















In the piece or in th 
age, you can easily | 
Swift’s Premium Bac 
package carries th 
Swift’s Premium seal. 
slices from a piece, be 
look for the name | 
in little brown dots d 
side of it. 
REMEMBER, 

THE MEAT MAKES TH 


ZL mea 


Copr. 1939 by Swift & Co 
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Of my existence 
Here’s the bane— 
Tt follows evry 
Little rain. 










Let’s not be big 
And just forgive her; 
\, Let’s hope she walks 
‘Into the river. 
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Some folks call them 
Bumbershoots— 

We agree that 

That name suits 





Why can’t we have 
An “in-come”™ tax 
For people who 

Bring muddy tracks? 





The stairway is taken wis : ek Verses by KAY RILEY 
By a Cinderella % \ 
Who never learned how 


a | Next Month: In the Movies 
To hold an umbrella! S 
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f f®) HUMBING through a stack of 
i old Goop HovusEekErpPiIncs not 
| — long ago, we came across this 
| — statement tucked in unosten- 
tatiously on the editor’s page 
of the issue of February 1901: 


“The new spirit of progress that 
animates American homes re- 
quires organized effort for its 
best expression. There is a uni- 
versal sentiment that the time is 
ripe for working out simpler and 
better methods in housekeeping. 
The demand is fora central head- 
quarters to which all may apply 
for the help, direction or inspira- 
tion that may be necessary in 
establishing or conducting prac- 
tical and actual work toward the 
higher and broader life of the 
household. To this end the Good 
Housekeeping Institute is now 
being perfected. We mean that 
eventually it shall become a 
clearing house for all efforts to 
promote good housekeeping.” 











Thus quietly were the readers of 
Goop HovusEKEEPInc—and home- 


makers everywhere—promised Good 
14 


Housekeeping Institute, a promise 
which each year has seen increas- 
ingly fulfilled. Editors and publishers 
have come and gone, the world itself 
turned topsy turvy at times with wars 
and rumors of wars, with economic 
disaster, but Goop HousEKEEPING has 
held doggedly to the idea—and the 
ideal—which was the original con- 
ception of Good Housekeeping In- 
stitute. 

Surface changes, of course, have 
been many. From a lone editor the 
Institute’s staff has grown to 40 peo- 
ple, including home economists, en- 
gineers, chemists and others qualified 
by training and experience to cope 
with consumer problems. At first the 
Institute filled only a corner of a 
room. Now its laboratories, kitchens, 
laundries and other facilities occupy 
more than a quarter acre of floor 
space. But each change served only 
to help the Institute succeed a little 
better in its appointed role of “a 
clearing house for all efforts to pro- 
mote good housekeeping.” 

What does all this mean to the mod- 
ern Goop HOUSEKEEPING reader and 
homemaker? It means that she has 





a place to turn for ready made an- 
swers to the many complex problems 
she is called upon to solve in man- 
aging her household, in planning and 
serving meals, in buying for her fam- 
ily, in using her time wisely, in just 
keeping abreast of her job. It is help 
she can depend upon for its practical 
usefulness. Never does she have to 
wonder about the accuracy of the in- 
formation the Institute offers her. It 
has been checked and rechecked by 
research and tests in the Institute’s 
own laboratories. é 

As one result of its tests, the Insti- 
tute is able to offer her its Seal of 
Approval, as a means of identify- 
ing satisfactory appliances and other 
products. For 30 of the Institute’s 38 
years millions of consumers have 
found from many experiences that 
the Seal of Approval is a buying 
guide of utmost dependability. 

The first organization of its kind. 
there is still nothing under the sun 
quite like Good Housekeeping Insti- 
tute. We mean to keep it so, and to 
perform each day freshly anew the 
promise that was made in the long 
ago year of 1901. 







SECRET RECIPE—a flavor recipe 
known only to Kellogg’s— 
makes possible the matchless 
goodness of this new breakfast 
z treat. That’s why we urge you 
not to risk disappointment with cheap 
corn flakes flavored the ordinary way. 

The secret of Kellogg’s exclusive flavor 
was discovered more than thirty years 
ago. It has been guarded behind locked 
doors ever since. No one has ever been 
able to copy it. 

Everyone knows how good Kellogg's 
Corn Flakes taste the usual way, just as 
they come from the package. But enjoy 
them, too, on cold winter mornings this 
new way—piping hot! Put these crisp, 





Leuba! 


Just a few short months ago, someone dis- 
covered the idea of serving Kellogg’s Corn 
Flakes piping hot with hot milk or cream. 


You know how good, how nutritious they are 

... the usual way. Now see how hot milk or 

cream brings out the rich, malty goodness of 
their famous flavor! 


golden-brown flakes in a pan and heat 
them in the oven. Then, just before eating, 
pour on hot milk or cream. What a rich, 
malty fragrance! You'll notice it even be- 
fore you taste the first tempting mouthful. 

No wonder mothers are delighted with 
this new idea. For here’s one good warm 
nourishing breakfast youngsters eat with- 
out urging. It’s good for them, too. Helps 
supply the energy and heat-producing 
elements their growing bodies need. 

Get a package of Kellogg's Corn Flakes 
from your food store today. Serve them 
as usual or this delicious new winter way 
—piping hot! Either way, you'll find 
their world-famous malty flavor makes 
them a special breakfast treat! 
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Copr. 1939 by Kellogg Company 


Family size 
for economy 
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WHAT A SHOCK! I thought Big People knew 
ALL... well, I hope I’m not losing my 
illusions so young. But I’ve heard some Big 
talk about youth and beauty and com- 
plexion soaps that makes me wonder... 


DO YOU SUPPOSE Grown-Ups have forgotten 
what I know now? I know about soaps. See my 
complexion? Nice, isn’t it? Just put your finger 
on my cheek. Pretty smooth? Know what soap 
I use? Ivory! Know why? My doctor said so... 


BUT EVEN MY OWN MOTHER was slow 
to catch on. She told the doctor, “Ill 
use Ivory myself now that I’m buying it 
for the Infant” (meaning me—imagine!). 


IT WAS A CLINCHER, I tell you. My, 


mother respects what our doctor says. 
So when he advised Ivory, it was Ivory 
for both of us. And my mother’s glad, 


DEAR LADY ... maybe you’ve forgotten how friendly 
Ivory was to your sensitive skin when you were 
a baby. That smooth, bubbly lather—it cleanses 
kindly and rinses away in a swish of clear water. 


“I’m surprised,” he said, “that you 


haven’t been using it all along.” 


too. She says Ivory is very kind. And 
her face looks lovely to me! 


That fresh morning smell—with no strong perfume. 
Ivory is pure and gentle. Doctors know this. Do you? 


Recently aleading medical journal wrote 20,000 
doctors asking them which soaps they advised. 
For both babies’ and grown-up skins more 
doctors replied “‘Ivory”’ 


Try baby’s beauty treatment for your 


than any other soap. 


skin, too... Ivory Soap... 99 “100 % pure 





Changing Hands 


THE YOUNG MARRIED SET tg a te 


Spree ( DONT BE SILLY BUNNY/ 
¢ IM GOING TO CURE MY DISH ~ LOOK! THIS AD SAYS 


“PURE IVORY SOAP FOR 
DISHES HELPS KEEP 
HANDS SMOOTH.” 















¢ MEET THE WIFE/ 
THE PRETTIEST GIRIL 
WITH THE PRETTIEST 
HANDS HERE/ 


YOURE GRAND 


PAN HANDS IN TIME FOR THE 

DANCE IF I HAVE TO WEAR r 
Rese BEAUTY GLOVES EVERY 

, NIGHT FOR TWO ; 





ae ( YES, BUT WHY \_} 
g a THE ¢ CATCHER’S ¥f 
{ COMING ) t H ea 


So BUNNY 
GAVE UP 
STRONG SOAPS 
FOR DISH- 
| WASHING -USED 
PURE IVORY 
INSTEAD. SHE 
FOUND “LARGE 
= || SIZE” IVORY 

COSTS HER ONLY 
ABOUT 1A 
DAY:--AND:: 
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‘B WENTY-FIVE years is a long 


w time to be away from home. 
In twenty years I had returned 
for only a single night; but 
when recently I came back, to 
~ stay, something inside me said: 
“You were right. This is home. Out 
of this you have come. All that you 
are, good or bad, feeble, strong, or 
indifferent, came from these woods 
and fields and fertile hills.” 

In the twenty-five years I had 
seen revolutions, wars, insurrections, 
street riots, booms, depressions, a 
record chiefly of disorder and con- 
fusion, and frequently despair—not 
for myself, because I never “be- 
longed” in any of the countries in 
which I witnessed these things. 
Through it all the voice at the back 
of my mind said: “You have an 
American passport. There is always 
America to go back to.” If you have 
never lived outside your own country 
in a troubled world, if you have never 
taken into your house refugees who 
had no passports and no country to 
return to, you cannot know what 
that means. You cannot know unless 
you have seen in the eyes of such 
people the homesickness, the hope- 
lessness, the humiliation, the fear 
which cloud every thought and ac- 
tion. 

For three or four months before 
returning, life was nightmarish. Each 
morning I wakened with dread at 
what I should find in the newspaper. 
Gradually that wore me down until 
on every wakening, over every sun- 


TO WHOM 
IT MAY CONCERN 
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rise, there was a feeling of horror, as 
if the sun were obscured. 

The reflection of that feeling was 
in the faces of those around me. I 
saw it in the small lines of dread and 
worry which came into the faces of 
even the very young. No conversa- 
tion could go on for long without 
the dread creeping into it. Worst of 
all, no one laughed. And to live ina 
world where there is never the sound 
of laughing is like living where there 
are no friendly dogs, no children, no 
singing birds. It is like living on the 
verge of doom. 

Before the Munich “settlement,” 
for a week, there was in my town in 
France no telephone and no gasoline; 
black cloth was put over the windows 
of the house and one small electric 
bulb permitted in each room. For a 
week, one by one, the boys went away 
to the lines. The three sons of the 
cook who had lost her husband 
in the last war went away, leaving 
her alone. The French faced again the 
horror of having to defend their land, 
their women and children, their very 
lives, but most of all the freedom they 
love. In every heart was the same 
thought, “Twice in one generation is 
too much to ask.” 

From that I went straight into the 
heart of Ohio. And for the first time 


BY LOUIS BROMEI 


MARCH 1939 * 


Illustration by Hy Rubin 


in months I saw the sun rise, brilliant 
and clear, because in my soul there 
was no mist of dread and doom. In the 
little college town with my children 
J heard the sound of laughter, I saw 
children and dogs playing, heard the 
sound of roller skates on the side- 
walks punctuated by shrieks of mer- 
riment. And there was at night some- 
thing unbelievably lovely in the sight 
of friendly lights shining in all the 
windows. Something happened inside 
me, something which made me grate- 
ful before God. There was no longer 
any dread. There was no waiting for 
some horror without name, Thus, it 
seemed to me, must a soul feel 
emerging from Purgatory into Para- 
dise. 

As I became used to the sound of 
laughter, I heard the grumblings 
about taxes, about business, about 
this and that. And I was unmoved. 
All I could think was: “You shoutd 
be grateful for this country. You 
should be grateful that Fate has not 
cursed you as it has cursed Europe.” 
In the end J, too, will grumble, but 
not yet. 

I am home again, and it is a home 
worth fighting for. Only someone who 
has lived through the misery of 
Europe knows how much it is worth 


fighting for. 
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N a Saturday in November 

Vivian Yule waited in his 

empty suite of offices, as he 

had waited on so many other 

Saturday afternoons, for Paula 

Humphreys to come back from 
the weekly appointment at a hair- 
dresser’s that was essential, it seemed, 
in the life of a young woman ex- 
ecutive. 

She would return shortly after 
four, looking lovely, but in his opin- 
ion, which was supposed to be expert, 
since he had been for more than a 
decade New York’s most famous pho- 
tographer, not a bit lovelier than 
usual. However, he approved of her 
conformity to fashion—as he ap- 
proved of her remarkable efficiency. 
She was not yet twenty-five, and had 
18 


BEGINNING A NEW 


been for some years his office man- 
ager. 

On Saturday afternoons, usually, 
they planned together the work of 
the coming week, the interfitting of 
appointments that would permit him 
to give some personal supervision to 
the more important work scheduled 
for the commercial department, while 
allowing sufficient time for his own 
portrait photography. Sometimes, too, 
they entertained at tea certain of 
his clients who happened also to be 
friends. And today Bevan Roades, the 


theatrical producer who had a new 
play just beginning rehearsals, was 
bringing the principals to discuss the 
photographs that would be needed for 
publicity. 

lf there had been any way of reach- 
ing Bevan now, Vivian would have 
canceled the appointment, since to- 
day, resembling superficially so many 
others, was profoundly different. He 
did not mean today to discuss with 
Paula next week’s schedule. He meant 
to ask her to marry him. That was a 
decision reached since Paula’s de- 





As she summoned, so they followed. It was pleasant, they 


Ceara tibet mey Clay eee whim. They did not 


know then how far they were to go, or on what mission 


SERIAL BY URSULA PARROTT 


parture for luncheon. That he could 
make so important a decision so mat- 
ter-of-factly troubled him, for her 
sake. 

He left his own office and walked 
restlessly from room to room of what 
was in sorts his kingdom. The mag- 
nificent suite of offices and studios 
represented, he supposed, as well as 
anything else the measure of his suc- 
cess—“what he had to offer a wom- 
an,” in the old-fashioned phrase. He 
had had nothing very much to offer 
Amelie, in that first marriage of his! 


But he had loved her so terribly that 
he had felt he could not live without 
her. She had believed that, too, though 
the belief had not lasted so long with 
her as with him. 

As he walked back and forth 
through the studios, his footsteps 
sounded on the bare polished floors, 
but on the thick carpets of the cor- 
ridors and reception rooms they could 
not be heard. So that it was as if 
sometimes he walked alone and some- 
times accompanied—by the Vivian 
Yules he used to be, perhaps. One 


corridor was lined with mirrors. His 
reflections as he walked there height- 
ened his odd fancy. There, closest to 
him, was the Vivian Yule of today, 
aged forty and looking even younger. 
Seeming farther away and smaller, 
as a person walking away seems 
smaller, there were many other Viv- 
ian Yules. He pursued the idea. There 
he was, aged twenty-nine, his world 
smashed—but being agreeable in the 
matter of his divorce, except that he 
had insisted on the custody of his 
daughter. There he was, aged twenty- 
four, still painting, still unreconciled 
to the fact that as a painter he would 
never be more than second rate. 
Again, aged twenty-two, newly mar- 

ried to Amelie. 
He left the corridor; in the studios 
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“Events will take their course, it is no good ae 


our being angry at them; he is happiest : 


who wisely turns them to the best account’ 








ILLUSTRATED BY TOM LOVELL 












his footsteps echoed again. It was nat- 
ural that when he was contemplating 
a second marriage, Amelie should be 
in his thoughts, should seem close 
as if she walked beside him lightly 
as she used to walk. Rich, willful, 
spoiled—the worst possible wife for 
a young painter with his way to 
make! So anyone would have told 
him or her, no doubt. But he and she 
had been too sure of their love to ask 
anyone. 

He could remember her laughter, 
her grace, a warmth and sweetness 
about her sometimes. And remember 
that she recognized his painting was 
trivial long before he did, and that 
she did not care, believed that he 
should amuse himself with it if he 
chose, and live gaily on her money. 
He could not. 

So Vivian had given up being an 
inferior painter to become a most su- 
perior photographer. But Amelie did 
not consider the transition desirable. 
It interfered with her plans for travel; 
she had met the English baronet who 
liked to travel as well.as she. 

As far as Vivian knew she had been 
very happy with her new husband. 
They had settled eventually in India, 
and his only reminder of Amelie in 
ten years had been occasional let- 
ters from her which their daughter 
showed him. 

Yet she had been his youth, his 
wholehearted love—what he did not 
have to offer a woman nowadays. 
Natural to think of her, but not—sen- 
sible! The Vivian Yule who had so 
much loved Amelie was a different 
person from himself, who was simply 
incapable of loving anyone so reck- 
lessly again. 

He went back to his office and took 
from a drawer the most recent photo- 
graphs he had made of Paula. It had 
been a matter of jest between them 
for years that she photographed so 
badly he could make no picture of 
her that in any way did her justice. 
Her beauty was undramatic, subject 
for a painter of subtlety rather than 
a photographer. She was small and 
almost too slender. Her features were 
delicate. The camera reproduced eyes 
enormous under dark hair in a small 
white face, and caught none of the 
vivacity or the intelligence in that 
face. 

For the last time he asked himself 
whether he would make Paula happy 
with the liking, trust, respect which 
he had for her. Or would she—who 
to his almost certain knowledge had 
not had time for love—if she married 
him for liking, some day regret never 
having known that beauty at life’s 
heart? But life could be richer, for 
both Paula and himself, if they shared 
it. Yes, he would ask her to share it 
with him. ; 

She opened his office door and stood 


While they were speculating, Madame 
Haverlock appeared in the doorway, 
impressive and pleased with herself. 
‘Are you comfortable?”’ she asked 


for amoment smiling at him. For that 
moment, as so seldom in the rush of 
their days, he saw her with detach- 
ment. 

Small girl in a gray fur jacket 
over a dull green dress. There was 
pink in her cheeks from the sharp 
November air, and her eyes, a lighter 
shade than brown, a sort of golden 
hazel, were very bright. 

He said on impulse, “What do you 
see when you look at me, Paula?” 

She answered lightly: “Vivian Yule, 
five feet ten, eyes darker than mine, 
hair black with just an attractive 
touch of gray, straight shoulders. 


Why do you want to know, suddenly?” 

“For a special reason.” 

She waited. Something in his glance 
seemed to make her a little self-con- 
scious. Her color deepened. And ir- 
relevantly, absurdly, he remembered 
two sentences out of lost time, two 
sentences said long ago to dance 
music: 

“Amelie, Amelie, you wouldn’t pos- 
sibly marry me, would you?” 

“Tve thought I couldn’t bear wait- 
ing for you to ask me, Vivian, and 
should have to ask you.” 

Now he said, evenly, “Because I 
want you to marry me, Paula.” 


She looked surprised, startled even. 
Her gloved hand moved to the violets 
on her jacket, and down again. Her 
clear eyes were steady on his face. 
But when she spoke, her voice was 
not steady at all. 

She said his name twice, ‘Vivian, 
Vivian,” and then very slowly, “I 
don’t know.” 

He stood quite still, a little apart 
from her. “Would you like time to 
think about it?” 

She repeated the word: “Time? 
Yes, I should like a little time. Ten 
minutes,” turned, and went out of 


the room. (Continued on page 119) 





Suppose you opened a book and found a piece of paper 


with a signature on it that might be worth half a mil- 


lion dollars. You say preposterous, absurd. You say it 


couldn’t happen. But it did. It happened to Glickse Morly 


IGH on the rickety ladder 

Glickse closed the book’s 

covers, lifted her red head. 

[ Le Morte d’Arthur—knights 

in gleaming armor, pale- 

haired ladies in distress, 

deeds of stirring valor, and the world 

well lost for love— Those were the 

days! Sighing, she replaced the vol- 

ume, tacked a neat placard “Section 

M—Novels,” and climbed from her 
perch. 

“Tt’s six, Mr. Tobenkin,” she said 
tentatively; and, as her employer 
slumbered on, “It’s time for me to 
leave.” 

“Six!” Mr. Tobenkin’s right eye 
shot open, glared at the clock; the 
other remained tranquilly somnolent 
—a permanent disaffection. “Ah!—” 
in triumph—“by the clock is only 
fifteen to six!” 

“By that clock—’ Glickse walked 
to the dingy washbasin in the rear of 
the store—‘it might be fourteen to 
seventy-eight. It’s six o’clock by my 
watch, and for once Id like to go 
home when I’m supposed to go.” 

“Who says not?” Tobenkin’s tone 
was placid, but he left his stool beside 
the stove. “Do I keep you from going 
home? Do I say no when—” 

“Not much,” said Glickse. “Not 
much more often than six nights a 
week.” 

She disappeared into the areaway, 
and Mr. Tobenkin, despite his adver- 
tised arthritis, moved quite swiftly. It 
was cold away from the stove’s six- 
foot radius of heat; he tied the green 
muffler more tightly about his wrin- 
kled, not-too-clean neck. At the novel 


shelves he chose a volume at random, 
traced title letters with a slow, plump 
finger. foe 

“Glickse! History in the novel sec- 
tion.” 

“What's the book?” 

“ History— ” he remembered his 
spectacles—“says ‘History— ‘History 
of Abbeytown, Ontario!’ ” 

“That’s fiction. Story of an imag- 
inary town.” 

“Fiction? Says history.” 

“Fiction,” reiterated Glickse. 

“All right, so it’s fiction,” agreed 
Tobenkin, and placed the book 
promptly in the history section. 
“What’ll be with the books on the 
floor, Glickse?” 

“Tomorrow.” 

“Not so neat,” the old man said 
sadly. In the eight months she had 
worked here Glickse had never seen 
the floor entirely clear, but only at 
six o’clock on lonely winter evenings 
did Tobenkin remark the fact. “To- 
morrow, at lunch,” he was saying, 
“you should be sure to redeem the 
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cigarette coupons. “The Rover Boys’ 
they’re giving away. We could sell, 
maybe, a set of Rover Boys that didn’t 
cost us nothing . . .” And as Glickse 
appeared, coated and hatted: “And 
my supper? How can I go out for 
supper?” 

“Please don’t start that tonight!” 
the girl wailed. “I wanted to get home 
especially early tonight. Why won’t 
you go out at five?” 

“At five I ain’t hungry.” 

“And at six I’m supposed to go 
home. Every darn night! It’s not fair, 
Mr. Tobenkin, it’s—” She halted. Mr. 
Tobenkin’s shoulders had come up in 
a quaint little gesture, the hands 
spread wide, an astonishing dimple 
appeared high in one cheek. “Ab- 
solutely!” said Glickse. He had the 
smile of an aging cherub .. . “OK! 
For the last time! Tomorrow, supper 
or no supper—” 

But Mr. Tobenkin had gone. Wrath- 
fully Glickse returned to “Section M 
—Novels.” 

“Have to be crazy to work in a 
place like this,” she muttered. “Ten 
hours a day, and when I won’t work 
Sundays, his heart is broken. A lad- 
der with one hinge, lights that don’t 
light, books nobody wants— Crazy!” 

Only she couldn’t help laughing a 
bit at Tobenkin’s machinations. Con- 
niving to keep her an extra hour, 
pasting blank paper over used post- 
cards for signs, saving coupons to get 
books free—even when she was most 
irritated, she had to laugh. She hadn’t 
been laughing her first day in the 
shop, the day Tobenkin had told her 
abruptly: (Continued on page 203) 
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WHO SHALL SAY 


x BY EDISON MARSHALL x 


Y CARE and prayer, Agnes 
j and I have raised our son past 
his fifteenth birthday. In three 
| years more he will be of suit- 
| f able age for cannon fodder. 
He is strong and in good 
health—any army doctor would know 
that from the spring of his walk and 
the ring of his laughter—and his 
tough body might stand a lot of gas, 
or even several bullet or bayonet 
wounds, before he drops from the ad- 
vanecing ranks on some No Man’s 
Land of the next war. But Agnes and 
I would like a voice in deciding 
whether that war comes. 

We do not sit in Congress. We hold 
no offices of any kind. Yet it is people 
like us who must supply the soldiers 
as well as pay the taxes. When our 
boy is dead and our money gone, at 
least we should like to know that we 
brought it on ourselves. To speak 
plainly, if some Congressman pro- 
poses another foreign war to make 
24 


the world safe for democracy or to 
end all wars or to avenge some insult, 
we should like a chance to vote for or 
against it. 

Are we to have that chance? Cer- 
tainly not, say those who oppose the 
Ludlow Amendment, because if for- 
eign powers know that the American 
Government cannot declare war 
without the vote of her people, they 
will be less likely to respect our rights 
abroad. 

But somehow this argument fright- 
ens us more than ever. If foreign pow- 
ers are afraid of our Government but 
not afraid of our people, it must mean 
that our Government would be more 
likely to throw America into war than 
America would be to throw herself. 
To us it is all the more reason for 
passing the Ludlow Amendment as 
quickly as possible. We would rather 
lose our rights abroad than have our 
country go to war against its will. 

In the days before the votes can be 
counted, those insolent foreign pow- 
ers may commit further crimes. For 


this reason, say the opponents of the 
Ludlow Amendment, the decision for 
war or peace should lie with Con- 
gress. But are we in such great haste, 
we furnishers of fodder for the can- 
nons? To us it is better that America 
be late than that she be wrong; per- 
haps in time our victorious armies 
can exact indemnities for the in- 
juries done us during our delay, but 
no power this side of God can atone 
to us for our sons dead on the battle- 
fields of an unnecessary war. 

Let us remember 1917. Many 
people doubt that, had the question 
been submitted to the people, Amer- 
ica would have declared war. If the 
warring nations of Europe, they feel, 
had been left to finish for themselves 
what they had begun, without de- 
cisive victory on either side, the 
world today might be better, but it 
could searcely be worse. Twenty-one 
years have passed since then. Per- 
haps we have come of age in our re- 
lations with the other nations of the 
earth. If so, let us stand at the tomb 
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of the Unknown Soldier and solemnly 
declare: 

That the Americans who died in the 
World War did not die in vain. 

That by their supreme sacrifice we 
have learned not only the horror but 
the futility of war. 

That if foreign powers will not re- 
spect our rights abroad except under 
the threat of a Congressional declara- 
tion of war, it is better that we have 
no rights abroad. 

That we will never again send our 
men to be slain by foreign guns on the 
vote of a few hundred men in Wash- 
ington; that such a responsibility is 
too great to be borne by any Ameri- 
can Congress and must rest on the 
shoulders of the people, of whom, 
for whom, and by whom this Govern- 
ment exists. 

That while other nations put their 
trust in dictatorships and political 
combines, we will trust in the heart 
and soul of America; that we hold by 
democracy and are willing to give it 
this final and supreme test. 


Except in the case of actual invasion, let the peo- 


ple of the United States themselves yote on the 


issue of war! That is the substance of.““The Peace 


Amendment” before our present Congress. Good 


Housekeeping herewith submits to its readers 


the affirmative views of five American citizens 


That we will no longer be denied 
the vote for or against a foreign war. 


* BY GERALD P. NYE x 


No act by a government can mean 
so much to the fortunes of so many 
people as the act of going to war. To 
virtually every citizen of the land that 
act might well mean death, broken 
bodies and minds, broken homes and 
broken hearts, to say nothing of the 
debt and altered economy to distress 
the warring and the unborn genera- 
tions. 

If ever there was a question to 
which the people living under democ- 
racy should have a voice in determin- 
ing the answer, it is this one: “Shall 
we engage in a foreign war?” 

The Constitution left the question 
of going to war with the Congress. It 
left the conduct of relations with for- 
eign lands largely with the Executive. 
Today it must be and is generally 
acknowledged that this latter power 
with the Executive is the power to 


make war. He, the Executive, can so 
conduct foreign relations as to lead 
easily to a state which leaves Con- 
gress no alternative but to declare 
existing a state of circumstances the 
Executive has permitted or helped to 
bring about. Correctives are definite- 
ly called for. One such corrective is a 
larger knowledge and check by Con- 
gress on what the Executive is doing 
in foreign relationships. Another cor- 
rective is to be found in enforcement 
of the Neutrality Act, which would 
greatly reduce the danger of our 
country’s being drawn into other 
people’s wars. But this would leave 
much to be desired insofar as the 
masses—whose fortunes are so des- 
perately associated with the question 
of going to war—are concerned. 

That more-to-be-desired could be 
substantially afforded by giving to 
the people a voice, through popu- 
lar referendum, in the question of 
declaring war; with, of course, the 
power to declare it left where it is in 
the emergency of attack upon our 
country. 

But are the people prepared to pass 
judgment upon so important a ques- 
tion as that of going into foreign war? 
Why not? Certainly they are as well 
prepared to do that as they are to 
elect Presidents and Representatives 
and Senators. But can they have ac- 
cess to and know as readily as Con- 
gress the issues involved in a given 
state of causes leading to the ques- 
tion? Again, why not? Would it not 
be a great victory for Democracy if 
those who would choose going to war 
were required to go before the public, 
lay their cards upon the table, and 
“sell,” if they could, their reasoning to 
the people? It should not be difficult 
to see how and why a go-to-war ad- 
vocate would have greater ease in 
setting the stage required to convince 
the few (the Congress, subject to 
quick fires and hates) than to con- 
vince the millions who must actual- 
ly do the (Continued on page 166) 
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The boys’father was perhaps five tables 
away and across the garden from 
them—idling over a long lunch, ab- 
sorbed in talk, absorbea in the girl ~ 
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RUCE didn’t hold her hand 
} any more when they were in 
€ town, Lisa noticed afresh. He 
| had a queer boy way of walk- 
ing, shoulders hunched a lit- 
tle, hands thrust into his 
pockets, an eerie soft whistle coming 
faintly through his teeth. Bruce’s 
whole conduct of life was a panto- 
mime of indifference; his vast spec- 
tacular show of it on Fifth Avenue 
this Saturday morning brought re- 
pressed smiles to his mother’s lips. 
Yet half-consciously he herded his 
younger brother, and once, at a cross- 
ing, his arm shot out automatically 
to hold them both back. He was nine, 
and Nickie was six. 

“This will probably be the last year 
Nickie holds my hand,” Lisa thought. 
“I must do more about Bruce’s pos- 
ture this summer.” 





ey 


He was growing fast, and she could 
start with a set of corrective exer- 
cises. But today she wouldn’t say 
anything about posture. Bruce was 
being very good about going to the 
dentist. 

The dentist, and then a little shop- 
ping. She’d promised them lunch in 
a garden and after that the Museum 
of Natural History. Her mind went 
ahead, planning their day. 

They had a five-minute wait for 
Dr. Baldwin, and “I’m not afraid,” 
Nickie declared uncertainly, kicking 
the rungs of a chair in the waiting 
room. Being the younger, he had 
fallen into a habit of submitting most 
of his remarks to his mother with a 
quick glance before letting them be 
trampled upon by Bruce. 

“Afraid! Who is?” Bruce, turning the 
pages of a magazine, trampled coolly. 
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“Sit beside me, dear.” One hand 
wangled Nickie off the chair and over 
with her. That avoided a reminder 
about chair kicking. “Now, Bruce,” 
she said mechanically. 

“Well, you ought to stop him from 
being such a baby.” Bruce spoke from 
a lofty pinnacle. “Dad says going to 
the dentist is something a man takes 
in his stride.” 

“Does Dad go to the dentist?” 
Nickie’s hand caught at her chin in 
a gesture not yet discarded from 
babyhood; it pulled her face about 
for attention, and his voice was eager. 

Both the boys’ faces had changed. 
They were lighted by fun and affec- 
tion, easy with good fellowship. Pride 
shone upon them. They were changed 
by the mere mention of Mac’s name. 


\~ 
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She saw it. She was always seeing it. 

There was a chill of a sort upon 
Lisa, sitting in the waiting room. 
“Mac might have taken them to the 
ballgame today,’ she thought. The 
baseball season was weeks old, and 
taking them to the Saturday games 
was something he’d made big talk of 
all through the winter. There was 
chill, and there was the heat of re- 
sentment that always followed it. She 
moved slowly out of her chair and 
over to a window. 

“Tt couldn’t be that again,” she 
thought, and looked unseeingly down 
in the street, knowing full well that 
it could be that. 

She’d been rested, starting out this 
morning, but now she was tired. It 
was a cumulative weariness, begin- 
nings dating back to the time before 
Nickie was (Continued on page 219) 
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RS. SPENCER’S maid is 
leaving. 

And on the evening of 
her most important dinner 
party, too. In an hour the 
guests will begin arriving 
—Mr. Spencer’s chief and Mrs. Chief 
and the new doctor and his wife. The 
peas still have to be shelled. The cake 
still has to be iced. And the duck 
basted and the salad greens washed 
and the potatoes peeled. And the 
flowers arranged, the children’s sup- 
per served, and the children put to 
bed. Merciful heavens! And the yel- 
low tablecloth to be pressed. That 
ee bieclole That was the cause of it 
all. 

For when Mrs. Spencer came home 
at five o'clock, her arms filled with 
celery and salad greens and yellow 
roses, she found the dining table 
already set with her new wine- 
colored tablecloth. Wine color with 
yellow roses was too awful, said Mrs. 
Spencer, hastily removing the com- 
pany service. Would Hilda give her 
the yellow damask cloth and nap- 
kins? But the yellow set had been 
laundered only that morning; it was 
still damp. Very well, then, it would 
be all the easier to iron, Mrs. Spencer 
pointed out. 
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Hilda mumbled something and got 
out the ironing board. Mrs. Spencer 
busied herself with the flowers, try- 
ing bowl after bowl until she got the 
desired effect. Tommy and Jo re- 
minded her that they were hungry. 
For the third time, Mrs. Spencer 
asked impatiently would Hilda ever 
be finished ironing that one cloth and 
six napkins? 

And at that point Hilda quit. With 
the cloth not nearly pressed and the 
potatoes to be peeled and the table to 
be set! Really, it was too much. Mrs. 
Spencer told Hilda so. Hilda replied 











hotly that she was doing fine until 
Mrs. Spencer interfered. 

“Interfered!” exclaimed Mrs. Spen- 
cer. If that’s the way she felt about 
it, there was just one thing to do: 
look for a new job. 

“Okay. I quit,” said Hilda. 

“No, you don’t. You’re fired,” said 
Mrs. Spencer indignantly. 

Mr. Spencer tried to smooth out 
the trouble. They were both over- 
wrought, he said sagely. Suppose they 
did nothing hasty, but just patched 
this all up somehow, and then in the 
morning they could discuss it like 
civilized human beings? 

But Hilda was obdurate. “This is 
only one of dozens of things, Mr. 
Spencer,” she cried. “Dinner is never 
served the same time. The hours are 
too long. There is too much confusion 
here.” 

“Too much confusion!” Mrs. Spen- 
cer exploded. “And I can tell you why 
that is. You have no system. You 
start things you don’t finish. You 
pile up pots and pans instead of 
cleaning them as you go.” 

Now it was Hilda’s turn. “No sys- 
tem! Only because you come in and 
change your mind a dozen times a 
day. And another thing—” 

What is happening in the Spencer 
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household is happening with varia- 
tions in many other homes. Over 
bridge tables and tea tables through- 
out the land, you will hear the sub- 
ject discussed with varying degrees 
of heat. Aren’t there any more good 
maids? What has happened to the 
faithful old biddy who stayed forever, 
worked her fingers to the bone, and 
asked little? Why is it so difficult to 
find a decent houseworker? And why 
is it completely impossible to hold 





onto her once you have found her? 
In all the complaints by both 
houseworker and employer there is 
a painful degree of truth. Girls are 
fired, or they quit, with reasonable 
justification on both sides. Skilled 
workers are hard to find. The rate of 
turnover is appalling, compared with 
that of other occupations. No wonder 
that household employment has be- 
come one of the most baffling prob- 
lems to confront society today. 
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Of the slightly more than 10,000,000 


working women in this country, 
fully 2,000,000 are engaged in domes- 
tic employment—the largest body 
of working women in America. It 
is a vocation full of contradictions. 
Though unemployment is high in 
other fields, household jobs go beg- 
ging. Though one-fifth of the female 
working population is engaged in it, 
the demand for trained houseworkers 
far exceeds the supply. Though prob- 
ably most lawmakers have more in- 
timate and constant contact with 
domestic labor than with industrial 
labor, they do virtually nothing 
toward a legal solution of its prob- 
lems. 

In all this country there is only 
one state, Washington, which has 
limited the length of the house- 
worker’s week; only New Jersey and 
Connecticut include domestic em- 
ployees in workmen’s compensation 
(in Connecticut where there are five 
or more employees working for one 
employer); only in New York are 
they covered by unemployment in- 
surance—if the employer has four 
workers; only in Wisconsin are they 
included in the provisions of the min- 
imum-wage law. Though feeble at- 
tempts have been made to solve this 
knotty problem, painfully little has 
been accomplished. Its solution, it is 
plain to see, will be up to the women 
of America themselves—the em- 
ployers, the cooks and laundresses, 
the waitresses, the welfare workers. 

The average husband, like Mr. 
Spencer, can’t understand what the 
trouble is all about. He can’t under- 
stand why what he calls “simple ef- 
ficiency and common sense” should 
not be equally applicable to the home 
and to the office. But the Mrs. Spen- 
cers shrug wearily at this comparison 
and continue hopefully to scan the 
want-ad sections, or visit the agen- 
cies, or solicit the telephone numbers 
of perfect jewels from their friends 
and neighbors. The maids produce 
their references—‘“This is to state 
that Marta (Continued on page 82) 
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T WAS the first day of spring, 

-and the broad avenue held a 

torrent of humanity thick as 

rosy salmon sweeping up the 
cent Tivers to spawn. Judy, thread- 

ing her way against the hom- 
ing crowds, met a glint of invitation 
in every block, and her heels were 
secretly cavorting in their blue leather 
pumps. > 

Shops had a new and terrible lure. 
She gave them only the tail of her 
eye, but she marked just what had 
been made for her ruddy-gold hair 
and slender height, disregarding her 
lean purse. 

Then a window of new spring hats 
in full bloom pulled her up short. 
It was a riotous exhibition; the hats 
took every audacious line and color 
and shouted “Paris!” in full chorus. 
One knowing little man-trap roused 
a moan of mad desire. Judy forgot 
the crowds, forgot where she was 
going. 

“T want it,” she silently lamented. 
“T would commit a sin, a little harm- 
less sin, to—” 

“The lady would perhaps like to 
own that hat?” The voice spoke at 
her elbow, very gently, masking au- 
dacity with a reassuring effect of dif- 
fidence. “Definitely it was made for 
the lady!” 

Judy’s startled turn showed her a 
very personable young man, poised 
at an angle of extreme deference. 

“No doubt,” she said coolly. “But 
the lady is not having any, thank 
you.” 

“It seems a pity.” He fell back a 
step, so that she could see she was 
not being in any sense molested. 
“Couldn’t we just—talk it over?” 

Voice and bearing marked him a 
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gentleman, and gaiety was still drum- 
ming in Judy’s heels. 

“Tt is not Christmas Eve, or snow- 
ing,” she said severely, “and my nose 
was not pressed against the pane.” 

“But it is so right,” he pleaded. 
“Once in a lifetime there’s the perfect 
hat for the perfect head. It would give 
me such pleasure—” He left that dan- 
gling. 

Her eyebrows went up. “Why 
would it give you pleasure?” 

His smile would out. “The first day 
of spring doesn’t come very often— 
not more than once a year at most. 
One ought to celebrate.” 

Judy kept her aloof gravity. “But 


what would you get out of it?” 

That was easy. “The pleasure of 
seeing the lady put the hat on.” 

“And walk away?” 

“I might perhaps walk with her 
just to the corner? For the pride of 
being seen with her in that hat?” 

“You would leave her at the cor- 
ner?” 

“Tf that was what she wanted. I 
might perhaps hope for a few blocks 
more.” 

“But what would we talk about?” 
Judy objected. 

That, too, was easy. “Spring, and 
the way we feel about things. I'd 
promise not to ask your name, but I'd 
want to know what kind of music you 
like best and what you’d rather do 
than anything on earth.” 

Judy knew the answer to that and 


smiled to herself over it. “I am afraid - 


I’d feel shy,” she admitted. 

“Not in that hat! You’d take the 
street like a lion. It’s I who would be 
stricken with shyness.” 

“I seem to doubt that,” Judy mur- 
mured, and suddenly they were both 
laughing. 

“Try it on and see what it does to 
you,” he urged. 

She affected to consider. “But it is 
a very expensive hat!” 


“My pocket is full of money.” He — 


patted it to show her. 

She glanced up and down the ave- 
nue as though leaving him. “Where 
I come from young men do not buy 
hats for ladies they pick up on the 
street,” she said over her shoulder. 

“But you left that place,” he said, 
then added a hasty: “I never did it 
before, and I never shall again. It 
would be a single, unique, perfect 
experience! (Continued on page 152) 
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HERE can Frieda be?” 
Mrs. Andrews demanded. 
Dave didn’t worry enough 
about the child. “We can’t 
leave the house until we 
know where she is.” 

Mr. Andrews hitched his chair 
closer to the radio. 

“She may be at Stella’s,” Mrs. An- 
drews went on. “She didn’t say where 
she was going. She took her light blue 
sweater, but no hat. And the fog’s 
coming in again.” 





“Please!” Mr. Andrews groaned. 


Minnie was always interrupting. 

“Oh, all right,” said Minnie. 

She went into the bedroom and 
closed the door with a decisive click. 
She was a cheerful, talkative, com- 
panionable woman, but science had 
made her a radio widow. The first 
thing Dave Andrews did when he got 
home from the Apex Milk Company 
was to tune her out and tune his fa- 
vorite station in. From then until bed- 
time, there was no talking to him. 
Minnie Andrews declared she could 
listen and talk, too. Besides, who 
wanted to waste precious time? 

Dave did. He hung on the contin- 
ued stories. He gave his undivided 
attention to news flashes, sermons, 
lectures. His mind slipped from world 
problems to the latest in gas refrig- 
eration, from telepathy to shaving 
cream, from swing to bronchoscopes. 

He was fifty-five. Short and spruce, 
getting a little thin on top and a little 
thick through the middle. Minnie 
Andrews wasn’t a beauty. Trim 
enough, in a flat-waisted, full-busted, 
middle-aged way, with short, grayish 
hair and nice eyes. 


All the dread imaginings and fore- 
bodings had been foolish. For there 
were Frieda and Pat—safe, warm, 
alive—half-asleep before the fire 





But Frieda was something. She was 
nineteen and small, with one of those 
Ginger Rogers layouts . . . Her hair 
was silk-soft, and she wore it brushed 
up, disclosing the nape of her neck. 
She could tap-dance and swim, and 
she made her own clothes, and once 
in a while she read a book. 

Minnie Andrews always worried 
when Frieda was out of sight. For one 
thing, you never knew nowadays 
what might happen—with all these 
crazy kids driving cars too fast, and 
the kidnapings and murders and men 
just waiting around to lure girls, and 
little police protection any more. 

“America’s not safe to live in,” Min- 
nie said. “Sometimes I wish I weren’t 
a mother; it’s such an awful responsi- 
bility, bringing up a pretty girl like 
Frieda.” 

That about being a mother was, 
of course, grossly untrue. Without 
Frieda Minnie Andrews’ life would 
have been just another life—marriage 
and work and hard knocks. Frieda 
gave it the unpredictable, the roman- 
tic, the possible improbability. She 
was the kind people stop in their 
tracks to stare at. “Did you ever see 
such a skin?” Minnie liked to dream 
of Frieda’s future... Star... Mil- 
lionaire’s bride .. . Maybe somebody 
like the Duke of Windsor... It was 
fun to dream, because reality was 
disappointing, often as not. 

“You'll spoil the kid,” Dave used 
to say. “Always talking foolishness. 


She'll be lucky if she gets a job when 
she’s out of school.” 

Maybe they hadn’t had lots of 
things: a car, or trips, or a private 
school for Frieda, or fancy clothes 
and amusements. But little by little 
they had staked themselves against 
old age .. . depression or no depres- 
sion, Dave had never failed to put a 
little from each pay into the savings 
bank. 

“Who’s going to listen to our alibis 
when we’re old? Or care?” he said. 

Now, at fifty-five, he could look to- 
ward retirement with a self-satisfied 
smile. Ten more years and he’d have 
enough to take care of himself and 
Minnie the rest of their lives. Fewer, 
if Frieda married. Net that he wanted 
Frieda to leave home. But there it 
was. Twenty-five years of scrimping, 
of doing without, of passing up. 

“I declare,” Minnie often said, 
“you’re more in love with that sav- 
ings account than you ever were with 
me. You positively croon over it!” 

Secretly she missed the little offer- 
ings—a box of candy on an anniver- 
sary, a dinner out, a show,.or even a 
few flowers. Longed fiercely, passion- 
ately, for the love-making she saw 
on the screen or read about. For satin 
underwear and excitement before it 
was too late. And then, suddenly 
it was too late. She was forty-five 
and needed glasses and wore a size 
twenty, and no one ever stared at her 
in the street (Continued on page 145) 
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It was their secret, the woman’s and the boy’s. As 


long as they lived they would keep it from the man 


they loved. They never would speak of how nearly she 


had betrayed, of how close she had been to disaster 
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‘} HAT morning he went off to 
join the Fourth Kentucky 
Mounted Infantry, my father 
had stood at the door for a last 
look at us—tall and straight in 
his blue coat, with the brass 
buttons down the front and the gold 
bars on his shoulders. His face was 
lean and shaggy and kind, but grave 
that day, and with such a stern set to 
his mouth there could be no mistake 
he meant what he told me. 

“Jeff,” he said, “look after two 
things while I’m gone: Elizabeth 
first, and then all that money. Times 


“ 
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like this I can’t trust a bank. Wouldn’t 
have sold the land if ’d known war 
was coming. Now I’ve just got to 
leave it with you, and leave her, too, 
the same way. Take care of each 
other.” 

Elizabeth was crying too hard to 
walk with him down the path. But I 
did, and he laid his hand on my shoul- 
der and said: 

“Jeff, I think a heap of Elizabeth. 
She’s awful young to be married to a 
widow man like me. Don’t be jealous 
any more, son. She’s young and fash- 
ity yet, but she’s got the stuff. Look 





after her, Jeff. She’s more to me than 
money, and—” It seemed he didn’t 
quite want to say what else was in his 
mind; he had his foot in his stirrup 
before he did say it—“And, Jeffi—” 

“Yes Par 7 

“Keep Hen Nethasole away from 
here the best you can.” 

I said I would, but I was plenty 
troubled how to do it. For Hen was 
our next neighbor, and he was a 
Rebel, though he never went into uni- 
form, and he hated my father, be- 
cause my father had got Elizabeth 
away from him when they both were 


courting to marry her. And Hen 
Nethasole knew about that money. 
But those were times when a boy had 
to be a man the best he could. 

Hard times every which way, 
though there was some fun in it. Like 
this: There was a big round rug by 
our step stove, a plaited rug. Often it 
wasn’t until dark came that I could 
pull up the edge of it and push it back 
and lift where the floor was cut, so as 
to get down into the place my father 
had made—a little cellar, and in it a 
flour barrel and three big sacks of 
potatoes and a keg full of long sweet- 





ening with a tap on the bottom of it. 

We had a little keg of moldy flour 
up by the stove for looks, but the 
trouble was that Vada Wilson came 
in one morning when we were eating 
breakfast. There was a pile of light- 
bread on a dish, and she took a biscuit 
of it without asking and ate it. 

“Why, Elizabeth,” she said, “your 
man’s lucky in you for a cook. How- 
ever can you manage to make a bis- 
cuit like that out of a mess of moldy 
flour? I ain’t imagining it, am I? It 
tastes sweet.” 

“Should,” Elizabeth said. “I found 
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some dried cane in the bottoms and 
steeped it and boiled it down.” 

That was a lie, but then Vada Wil- 
son’s man was with Morgan; the Rebel 
raider, and we weren’t particular 
about lying to Rebels. 

It was like that with us back when 
my father had just left, and Elizabeth 
was still looking at his picture every 
night before she went to bed. During 
the whole of that first fall things 
weren’t ever too bad, and sometimes 
Elizabeth would be singing, and 
sometimes she would stop what she 
was doing and go in to look at Pap’s 
picture, and I kept telling her how 
pretty she was, and it was true. She 
had smooth white skin and black hair 
that went down to her knees when 
she let it loose, and a straight honest 
look out of her eyes, and full red lips. 
I was in love with her, kind of, for 
she was only six years older than I 
was, and to keep her happy I went 
fishing a lot, and almost every day 
I’d have a catfish, or a moll hog, or 
a quillback to lay in the skillet for 
supper. 

But the winter was different. When 
the war didn’t end, Elizabeth got rest- 
less and touchy, and some days the 
house wasn’t big enough to hold the 
two of us. And then came that first 
raid of Morgan’s men. They tore 
things loose all up and down the 
valley. 

I was on my way up to Winthrup’s 
to trade for coffee, and I had on my 
new suit that was just like a captain’s: 
suit in the army. I was standing by 
the store wondering what to do when 
a tall thin-nosed man came out with 
a bolt of calico and a black silk hat 
and bottle of whisky. He took a pull 
at the bottle. He climbed on his horse. 
He tied the end of the calico to his 
saddle and threw the bolt behind him. 
He stuck the black silk hat on the 
horse’s head and slit it up so the ears 
came through, and he yelled, “This 
here’s Abe Lincoln,” and started off. 

It made me so mad I kicked the bolt 
of calico around a tree and stepped 
on it. It was good calico. Then the 
man looked behind and drew his pis- 
tol, and he (Continued on page 101) 
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Without one word Connie crumpled up 
on Bert's bed. And old Prynne “ould 


choos- that minute to come walking in’ 


The Story So Far: 


IT TALLANT studied gravely 

the man across the table from 
her. Norman Linlay looked as he 
always had: the same forthright face 
and dark, straight-gazing eyes, the 
same sensitive mouth. He leaned over 
to her suddenly. 

“What made you do it, Kit?” he 
asked her, referring to her marriage 
to Bert Holm. 

“You haven’t the right to ask me 
that—you of all people!” she cried in 
sudden rage, remembering with suf- 
fering th errible weeks after Nor- 

oken their engagement by 
lidn’t love her enough 
lized with sud- 
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This is the novel of a young man who came to be 


a hero to the whole world, but never to his wife 


den pitiless clarity that she had, on 
the rebound, married Bert Holm—the 
blond, handsome Jad whose courage- 
ous feat of climbing alone a remote 
peak in the Himalayas had made him 
the idol of the American public. 

“Why ‘of all people’?” she heard 
Norman inquiring. 

“Because you didn’t love me.” The 
words tore themselves out. 

Copyright, 1939, by Pearl Buck 


“What has that to do with it?” he 
asked bluntly. 

“Instead of suicide,” she heard her- 
self murmur, and was terrified. 

He looked at her sadly. “You 
want a great deal, Kit—more than 
a man has, perhaps, to give. You’d 
have been unhappy with me. But if 
you were doomed for misery, you 
might as well have stayed with me.” 


Kit saw them both—Bert lying un- 
conscious on the floor, and Baker 
holding a hand to a blackening eye 


“I’m not miserable,” she said hotly. 

“T say you are,’ he shouted sud- 
denly. “I wish ’'d married you. Then 
I could have beat some sense into 
you.” 

As long as they lived, she thought, 
they’d be like this toward each other. 
Whether it was love or not made no 
difference. It was truth. 

Kit went home and found immedi- 
ately that Bert, who was ill with 
pneumonia, was worse. 

“Crisis,” her father told her. 

If Bert died, she thought miser- 
ably, looking at her family who had 
gathered about her, it would scarcely 
be an intenser grief than she had been 
feeling all these weeks for the roman- 
tic dream that had never been ful- 
filled between herself and Bert. If 
he died, there would be a return to 
another emptiness. Or would there? 

She looked up to see the doctor at 
the door. 

“I am most happy to tell you,” he 
said, “he is going to get well.” 


* PartTiv x 


._ HEN the doctor told them 

| ¥/ Bert was going to get well, 

Gail had clapped her hands 

and leaped to her feet. But 

\ Kit had said nothing at all. 

She sat there now on the 

large sofa in the library, looking more 

remote and withdrawn from the 
others than ever. 

Harvey Crane put his arm thank- 
fully about his own Gail. Her com- 
plexities were at least of the standard 
female variety he preferred. “Ready?” 
he asked, drawing her gently along 
with him. “Count on me if you need 
me,” he told his father-in-law in 
passing. “Good-night, Kit.” 

Kit, in her bed at last, lay motion- 
less. Her father had kissed her good- 
night without a further word, and her 
mother had come in to fuss over her 
covers a little—the night had turned 
very cold—and had kissed her warm- 
ly and gone away without mentioning 
Bert. The day spread itself before her 
immediately. 

Bert was going to get well. She had 
been sure of it herself when she saw 
his blue eyes looking up at her out 
of his white face. Somehow they’d 
kept him shaven, so that his face 
looked younger than ever. He’d keep 
that youthfulness as long as he lived 
because it was from within him. 
Nothing could happen to him. And 
anything that happened, happened to 
her and left its mark. She could for- 
get nothing. This afternoon with Nor- 
man had brought back everything. 
Did she wish she had not gone? But 
if some feeling for him were still all 
hidden there in her, it was better to 
know it and reckon with it. 

She lay breathing in the icy air 
from the open window. How did other 
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people go about their lives? Blunder- 
ing as she did? Yet her wants were 
very few. She had nearly everything 
for which people strove and longed— 
money, place, education, whatever 
it was. She had only one essential 
lack—a fundamental necessary com- 
panionship, the sort of thing that had 
nothing to do with being rich or poor. 
She had met no one in her life who 
could give it to her except Norman, 
and he did not love her enough to 
give it to her. He had all but said so 
again this afternoon. 

He had said something about the 
choice of unhappiness. There was that 
choice. It faced her now. When Bert 
was strong (Continued on page 186) 
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OME very important people 
were ringing the doorbell, and 
nobody let them in; they kept 
on ringing, and Maggie tried to 
hurry to the door and couldn’t 
move her feet. They rang and 
rang, and then they stopped; they 
were going away. Maggie was cry- 
ing with rage and despair, but she 
couldn’t call after them, couldn’t 
make a sound, couldn’t move. 

The ringing started again, and it 
was only the alarm clock. She 
reached out for it and knocked it off 
the table. “Oh, excuse me!” she said, 
and that made Emil laugh. 

“Such a little lady!” he said. 

Maggie regarded him, lying in his 
bed. “You look like a demon when 
you laugh,” she said. “Those bold 
black brows, and all those gleaming 
teeth.” 

Another bell rang. 

“That’s Coral!” said Maggie. “I'll 
let her in.” She got up, and a dreadful 
sick blackness came rushing over her; 
she fell back on the pillow and closed 
her eyes. Let herself sink down and 
down... 

‘Did I faint?” she thought. “T’ve 
never fainted in my life. I don’t think 
—it was that.” 

The shower was turned on full, with 
a dull, steady roar. 

“Emil didn’t notice,” she said to 
herself. “He must have thought I was 
sleepy. I think that’s probably the 
trouble. I’m tired, that’s all.” 

But when she sat up, she felt dizzy. 
She felt—frightened. She lay down 
again and took long breaths. “I’m 
much better now. Practically all 
right!” 

When Emil came out of the bath- 
room, she was leaning on one elbow; 
he smiled at her and began to dress, 
and she watched him. He was so big 
and so powerfully built, yet he moved 
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so lightly and deftly; he was so alive, 
so good-humored, so sure. Never 
tired, never irritable. 

“Tll bring you your breakfast,” he 
said. 

“Oh, no,” she said. “I'll pull myself 
together in a moment, Emil.” 

“You're pale,” he said, looking at 
her. 

He was always appalled at the least 
thing wrong with her, a headache, a 





“Emil, what people?” 

“T told you last night, Maggie. The 
Blauvelts.” 

“Td forgotten,’ she said. And she 
could have burst into tears. 

“You see,” he said, “it’1l1 mean a lot 
to both of us if I get Blauvelt’s ac- 
count.” 

“T know. We'll give them a big time. 
Where did you think of, for dinner?” 

“Too much trouble to have it here?” 
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aged couple. They haven’t been 
around much, and if you’re not too 
tired, Maggie, I thought we’d take 
them somewhere after dinner.” 

“You bet!” she cried. 

He lit a cigarette, and the smoke 
made her dizzy. “Can you lend me a 
hundred dollars, Maggie?” he said. 

“Yes, sure I can!” she answered 
after a moment. 

She felt ashamed of her secret re- 


What this woman had on her mind only other women will fully un- 


derstand. There are certain issues which men tend merely to confuse 


little cold. He was convinced that she 
was incredibly delicate and fragile. 

“Tm all right, darling,” she said. 
“I’m going to get up.” 

She washed, and put on a pale blue 
house coat. She brushed her coppery 
hair until it stood out, fine and soft, 
about her face. She looked like a tall 
child that way, with her grave dark 
blue eyes and her grave sweet mouth. 
But she was pale. “I mustn’t let Emil 
see,” she thought. 

But he did see. “I wish we didn’t 
have those people tonight,” he said. 


“No!” she cried. “Of course it’s 
not!” If he couldn’t ask people to din- 
ner in his own home... 

“T mean,” he said, “you get a sort 
of—atmosphere.” 

That idiotic impulse to cry came 
over her again. He thought she was 
so wonderful; he thought the dinners 
that she and Coral got up were un- 
equaled; he thought she was the per- 
fect hostess. 

“They’re nice,” he said. “Middle- 


ILLUSTRATED BY TRAN MAWICKE 


luctance. Her father had talked for 
years of giving her an allowance, but 
the allowance was never regular, 
never to be counted upon. When she 
really needed anything—a fur coat, 
for instance—her father gave her the 
money, but she never had anything 
all her own. 

She had been inordinately proud 
at first when Emil had opened a sep- 
arate bank account for her; she was 
to pay the household bills out of it, 
and buy her clothes, and he was to 
deposit a (Continued on page 59) 
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Copyright, 1922, by Stacy Aumonier 


“MY FAVORITE SHORT STORY” 


In January Goop HousEKEEPING be- 
gan publication of a series of favorite 
stories chosen by well-known per- 
sons. Adela, Rogers St. Johns chose 
a story by Katherine Mansfield, 
Charles Hanson Towne a story by 
Edna Ferber. Herewith is the third 
in the series, the choice of James 
Hilton, whose novels and stories are 
well known to you. Says Mr. Hilton: 
“Stacy Aumonier was born in 1887, 
lived in London, and died a few years 
ago in his forties. He wrote mostly 
in the tradition of de Maupassant, 
and though this is inclined to be un- 
fashionable nowadays, I think his 
very best work ought to be included 
in any anthology of the best short 
stories ever written. ‘The Octave of 
Jealousy’ is among his best.” 
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If there is something you want that you cannot have, if there 


is a peak you cannot achieve or a desire you cannot attain, 


this bitterly brilliant tale will strike to the depths of your soul 


TRAMP came through a cut- 
ting by old Jerry Shindle’s 
h nursery, and crossing the 

stile, stepped into the glare of 
the white road. He was a tall 

swarthy man with stubbly 
red whiskers which appeared to con- 
ceal the whole of his face, except a 
small portion under each eye about 
the size of a two shilling piece. His 
skin showed through the rents in a 
filthy old black green garment, and 
was the same colour as his face, a 
livid bronze. His toes protruded from 
his boots, which seemed to be home- 
made contraptions of canvas and 
string. He carried an ash stick, and 


the rest of his worldly belongings in 
a spotted red and white handker- 
chief. His worldly belongings con- 
sisted of some rags, a door-knob, a 
portion of a foot-rule, a tin mug 
stolen from a workhouse, half a dozen 
date stones, a small piece of very 
old bread, a raw onion, the shutter 
of a camera, and two empty match- 
boxes. 

He looked up and down the road 
as though uncertain of his direction. 
To the north it curved under the 
wooden opulence of Crawshay Park. 
To the south it stretched like a white 
ribbon across a bold vista of shade- 
less downs. He was hungry and he 





eyed, critically, the potential possi- 
bilities of a cottage standing back 
from the road. It was a shabby litile 
three-roomed affair with fowls run- 
ning in and out of the front door, 
some washing on a line, and the 
sound of a child crying within. While 
he was hesitating, a farm labourer 
came through a gate to an adjoining 
field, and walked toward the cottage. 
He, too, carried property tied ug 
red handkerchief. His othep“fand 
la l a steel fork acrgs® his left 
. He was a thigk sei, rathe# 
king man. J he cameg&p 
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THE OCTAVE OF 


BY STACY AUMONTER 


ILLUSTRATED BY SAUL TEPPER 


’VE just moved to the country, 
50 miles from New York City. 
The most thrilling thing about 
this move is the fact that the 
new Merritt Parkway, the last 
word in highway construction, 
is practically next door to me. Not 
only does it make the uprooting of 
a city-bred person less of a wrench, 
but it brings with striking force the 
knowledge that no obstruction is too 
formidable for man to conquer. 
Driving along this miracle road is 
an experience which to a woman be- 
comes personal and revealing. The 
rhythm of up- and downsweep, the 
long vistas, the graceful swing of 
curves, the stunning bridges no two 
of which are alike in design, the land- 
scaping of terrain at either side and 
on grassy islands down the center— 
all these contribute to a great sense 
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of luxury. But it was not luxury alone 
that impressed me the first time I 
drove to town on the Merritt Park- 
way, and that fascinates me more 
each trip. Nor is it the additional 
advantage of gliding from this high- 
way to the Hutchinson River Park- 
way, and then to the Henry Hudson, 
reaching the center of New York City 
exactly an hour and fifteen minutes 
after leaving my home in Connecticut. 

That first bright morning it sud- 
denly struck me: all this doesn’t just 
mean smooth going and a gorgeous 
vista; it is a superbly solved geomet- 
rical problem whose purpose is sane- 
and-safe travel. 

I'd never before realized that safety 
and beauty work out to the same 
thing in modern highway engineer- 
ing. I'd never even thought about it. 
But now I began to notice how every 
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BY RITA WEIMAN 


little detail was a component part 
of those two factors. 

Under the Merritt Parkway bridges 
the center islands converge to an 18- 
inch area in order to narrow the road 
and avoid the necessity for an upright 
support which would cut off the view. 
Beauty and safety combined! Near 
the underpasses the trees are not so 
tall—so that travelers can see far 
ahead, and the sight is magic. No 
traffic lights, no overhead lighting of 
any kind. Speed limit, 45 miles an 
hour. There’s no elasticity about this 
limit either. It can’t be stretched. Po- 
lice cars, indistinguishable from any 
other black sedans, cover the road. 
After dark as you roll along your 
guide is the headlight brilliance of 
your car hitting lines of large reflec- 
tor buttons 8 to 16 feet apart in the 
curb at either side, a necklace of stars 
circling your course. Nothing to daz- 
zle the eyes. Nothing to confuse the 
vision. Even in a fog—a Connecticut 
“ground fog”—the reflectors show the 
curb. This level of illumination gives 
a feeling of security. 

A famous psychiatrist claimed once 
that motor mania eventually becomes 
homicidal. In the mad desire for 
speed, he said, man without realizing 
the fact grows reckless of human life. 
Hit-and-run! It’s an expression born 
of the appalling indifference to safety 
on the part of competitive drivers. 


They flash by, bump into an obstacle, 
and go on their way. And the obstacle 
becomes a limp body tossed from un- 
der their wheels. : 

In 1929 an intensive investigation 
showed that most accidents were due 
to bad driving. A young engineer, Dr. 
Miller McClintock, the first man to 
win a Ph.D. by writing a thesis on 
trafic and now the most eminent 
American traffic engineer, decided 
something practical must be done. 
Accidents had increased so steadily, 
so ruthlessly, that they were esti- 
mated in the neighborhood of 500,000 
fatalities in 15 years. More than 
$16,000,000,000 of taxpayers’ money 
had been expended on highways to 
combat that most subtle of highway 
robbers, Death; yet, with the ever 
increasing speed of new cars, nothing 
constructive had been accomplished. 

Dr. McClintock concluded that a 
road might be compared to a river, 
and handled accordingly. When en- 
gineers want to harness a river, they 
deepen the channel, dynamite ob- 
structions, and cut a direct course 
through its loops, thereby adding to 
the river’s utility and energy. The 
same fundamental principle applied 
to the flow of traffic might work won- 
ders. With one exception. It is easier 
to harness water than man’s self-will. 
Being a psychologist as well as engi- 
neer, Dr. McClintock decided that the 
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motorist must have judgment taken 
out of his domain. He must be di- 
rected without knowing it. Thus, fool- 
proof roads would be the ultimate 
attainment. 

From this premise grew. the “lim- 
ited-way” plan utilized in our modern 
highways. It eliminates four sources 
of danger. (1) There can be no head- 
on crashes, because the four-lane 
road is separated into two parts by 
an island: on one side of this island 
traffic flows in one direction; on the 
other side, in the opposite. (2) There 
are no intersections, because over- 
passes are built for cars crossing the 
highway. Accelerating and decelerat- 
ing lanes branching from underpasses 
are the means of entering and leav- 
ing the parkway, and at some more 
congested spots these curve 
into the form of a cloverleaf, 
forcing the car to move 
gracefully around loops that 
lead from one road smoothly 
into another. (3) Signs in- 
form you that no parking 
and-no U turns are per- 
mitted. And this time you’d 
better believe in signs. State 
police will get you if you 
don’t! (4) There can be no 
pedestrian casualties for the 
simple reason that no pedes- 
trians are allowed. 

Take the Merritt Parkway 
as the most recent achieve- 
ment. It represents the co- 
operation of the Fairfield 
County Planning Association 
with the State of Connecti- 
cut and is an outstanding ex- 
ample of what can be accom- 
plished by community- 
minded and public-spirited 
men and women. 

Originally conceived in 
1934 as a modest highway to 
take pleasure traffic off the 
Boston Post Road, the Mer- 
ritt Parkway will cost, when 
completed, in the neighbor- 
hood of $27,000,000. 

In the three months from 
June 29, 1938, when the first 
section was opened, to Sep- 
temper 29, 1938, only 46 
accidents were reported. 

The distance covered is 
between the New York line at Green- 
wich and Main Street at Norwalk— 
174% miles. Of these accidents 28 re- 
sulted in property damage and 18 in 
personal injury—no fatalities. 

Causes of the 46 accidents were: 

Inattention—5 
Operating too fast for course of 
road—3 
Improper passing—4 
Too fast for traffic conditions—8 
Fell asleep—3 
Under the influence of liquor—1l 
Following car too closely—6 
Failure to obey stop sign—l 
Failure to grant right of way—2 
Failure to signal—1 
Hit-and-run—1 
Defective equipment: 
Wheel coming off—1 
Steering gear—3 
Tire blowout—7 
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Compare this record with that of 
the congested Boston Post Road for 
the same distance covering the same 
period of time: 111 accidents, includ- 
ing one fatality. Now measure it 
against the 1937 record covering the 
same distance on the Boston Post 
Road when there was no Parkway to 
divert pleasure traffic: 186 accidents. 
That makes a decrease of approxi- 
mately 40 percent in one year. 

The report continues: “We can 
safely say that there has been an 
average of between 20,000 and 25,000 
vehicles per day . . . It is estimated 
that there has been approximately 
354,375,000 vehicle miles of travel on 
the Parkway. This means, therefore, 
that for every 7,700,000 vehicle miles 
traveled ... there has only been one 





Trails are the random writing on the wall 
That tells how every man, grown tired -at heart 
Of things correct and ordered, comes to scrawl _ 
His happy hour down—and goes to start - 
Life over with new eagerness and zest. __ 
Who breaks a trail finds labor that is rest. 


accident ... In maintaining the above 
mentioned record, serious considera- 
tion should be given to the fact that 
on this particular highway strict en- 
forcement of all motor vehicle laws 
has been in effect.” 

Which brings us to the State Police. 
I had a talk with Acting Lieutenant 
Irving T. Schubert at the Fairfield 
(Conn.) County Headquarters, and 
he informed me that, even allowing 
for the fact that there are more men 
drivers than women, men are the 
major offenders when accidents oc- 
cur. “The majority of women realize 
that they are responsible for the con- 
duct of their cars and act accord- 
ingly,” he said, in effect. 

I asked if women had contributed 
to the beauty and safety of the Park- 
way. : 

“You bet your life they did!” And 


ey eS 


he went on to tell me of landscap- 
ing cooperation from women’s garden 
clubs, practical suggestions from 
women’s civic organizations. 

At first glance you might say: “And 
what have women to do with the 
building of roads? A feat of engineer- 
ing—a man’s job!” 

Well, when motorcars were young 
and women wore clothes that made 
them look old, it was assumed the two 
would never get together on a friend- 
ly basis. No woman swathed in veils 
and dusters could drive a car. She 
was just unornamental baggage. Ad- 
vertising therefore stressed technical 
perfections to appeal to men drivers. 
Then an advertising survey revealed 
an astounding fact: In 70 percent 
of automobile purchases, women had 

the final vote. Men couldn’t 
laugh that off. Useless to say: 

“All a woman cares about 

is paint and upholstery. She 
doesn’t give a hoot about 
the engine.’ Advertisers 
promptly discarded un- 
imaginative, technical pho- 
tographs and engaged artists 
to feature wind-blown girls 
at the wheels of colorful cars 
against dazzling landscapes. 
Women became the motivat- 
ing factor in the automobile 
market. So, just as women 
had a lot to do with the de- 
velopment of the modern car 

- to a point of beauty and ease 
of operation, they would cru- 
sade today if they realized 
fully what good roads mean 
to community safety. 

How few of our highways 
measure up to the stipula- 
tion of the United States Bu- 
reau of Public Roads that, 
when any state uses Federal 
funds on highways, one to 
one and a half percent there- 
of must go to roadside de- 
velopment! What is roadside 
development? Translated 
into ordinary terms, it means 
doing away with hot-dog 
stands, vegetable stands, 
tourist camps, ramshackle 
souvenir sheds, roadhouses, 
billboards—each and every 
one of the various eyesores 

that form a menace to travel. Road- 
side slums, they’re called, and like 
all slums that lift a hydra-head in the 
midst of progress, they exist through- 
out the country, on all roads except 
those of modern limited-way con- 
struction. More than that, they are 
often protected by the intricate and 
tricky scheming of politics. 

As you drive along these roads, you 
may be outraged by a huge sign an- 
nouncing a sure cure for gas on the 
stomach or headache. A few minutes 
before this you may have passed a 
grove of white birches silvered by 
sunlight like a fairy forest. You were 
having such a good time, you didn’t 
even know you had a stomach or a 
head. Now the sign reminding you 
of the fact gives you a distinct 
pain. 

You snort, (Continued on page 153) 






























HELEN KOUES - DIRECTOR 


—AND WHY DO YOU BUY A HAT ? 


nowingly or not, we of the feminine gender buy hats 
from different viewpoints. Some women sally forth in 
gay spirits and buy hats because they want something 
new and smart, yes, but:also because they want some- 
thing flattering. They are probably pretty women who 
have a feminine instinct as to the ways and means that 


4 will add to their charm. Their hats must be becoming. 
1 They want to be flattered. 
ant Other women, the sophisticates, buy hats because they 


are striking in color and line, or decidedly different. Be- 

comingness is secondary. For them hats must be unusual. 
' They want to be noticed. 

Other women, the conservatives, buy hats that match 

their costumes and fit their needs, but they like the classic 

styles—they feel safe in them. They want to be well 
dressed, but they don’t want to be noticed. 

Other women buy just a head covering, carelessly and 
thoughtlessly. They don’t care. 

And then there is one more reason. All women at one 
time or another buy a hat which will give them a lift, do 
something for them physically and meatally. Sometimes 
their wardrobes need a hat, sometimes their spirits. They 
need a new hat. 

Three hats from a famous collection are illustrated, 
bearing witness to the joys and the follies of other ages. 
Turn the page now and see the new spring hats, which 
will speak to you in your own language. Sally forth, my 
friends. Spring is on the way! 


Aichi Igccce 


HATS FROM JOHN-FREDERICS* 
MINIATURE COLLECTION 


These hats made by Mr. 
John are authentic reproduc- 
tions of museum pieces and 
are to be exhibited at the New 
York World’s Fair, 1939. We cs 
selected as a “hat to be noticed” 
the gray velveteen Directoire 
poke with purple feathers. As 
a “flattering” hat the black vel- 
vet trimmed with red poppies. 
As the “classic” hat, the straw 
sailor with plaid organdiecrown 
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pringtime this year brings flowers, veils, snoods 
—all that is soft and pretty. Who wouldn't 
notice and who wouldn’t find flattering these 
flower-laden hats? You will see quantities of vio- 
lets—the flowers, the colors. We lost. our hearts 
to the greige sailor of corded synthetic straw, 
above: the brim and crown, as well as bottom of 
veil, are edged in Parma violets. The veil was 
violet, too. What could be more enchanting than 
the snood of violets attached to the diminutive 
natural Tuscan braid sailor at right, veiled on top? 








infinite variety to choose from. Color is im- 

perative: pastels, bright red, chartreuse, pur- 
ple, gold. The breton, above, of hyacinth-blue 
rough straw is trimmed with a taffeta bow that 
combines fuchsia and blue. The Scotch cap, right, 
of bright red straw cloth has navy grosgrain 
loops. Below, another red straw sharply turns up 
at side and back to reveal a chartreuse rayon 
jersey snood. Clothes on these pages by Louise 
Barnes Gallagher, Bag and gloves, Mark Cross 


te 


B inin Scotch cap, or side-swept brim—there is 
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Wwynn Richards 
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SOME LUT 


MALS BECAUSE [HEY ARE FLATTER — 


brims_ straight—lend themselves 

to making the hat which you will 
find flattering. Roll the brim up all 
around, and it’s for a girl; dip it 
down on one side, and her mother 
can wear it. The sailor is a type, and 
it’s a mode of the year, with a cos- 
mopolitan taste for all ages. 

A modern bonnet to frame your 
face and make you look like an angel 
is shown in marigold suede. Adjust 
its high crown and wide bonnet 
brim to suit yourself. This hat comes 
in many colors; price, about $10. 

Strips of felt around the crown and 


ie up, brims down, brims rolled, 


brim of the classic type, center left, 
give a flattering touch, and strands of 
felt tie up the crown. In biella blue 
felt and other colors including green 
and fuchsia; price, about $10. 

A cloud-gray felt sailor to make a 
pretty woman look prettier! The 


SPRING NEWS 


Look for these new spring hats in 
your local stores. They will be on dis- 
play in the millinery departments as 
well as in windows. Just ask for them 
by their trade names, and if you can- 
not find them, write to Helen Koues, 
Director of Fashions, for information 
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Burnt-toast shade of cyclone straw braid in flattering, draped mushroom shape to 


grosgrain band and cocarde in match- 
ing gray—a divine hat in white, very 
smart in navy, lovely in pink; $7.50. 

A prelude to spring flattery—the 
burnt straw braid hat below, in 
mushroom shape with draped crown, 
royal-blue grosgrain ribbon around 
it. Also in natural, black, brown, navy 
blue, or white; about $10. 

Here, then, are four truly flatter- 
ing hats: a bonnet, a classic felt, a 
smart sailor, a straw mushroom— 
each shown with lovely spring clothes, 
a soit suit, a pastel coat, a tailored 
suit, and a coat-and-print ensemble. 
These clothes are from Lord & Taylor. 





make all eyes turn toward you and spring! 
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— fp OTVLES BUY CLASSICS 


THESE ARE DUNLAP HATS 


Felt cloche in new shade of rust—everybody’s hat 


es 


or 
Photographs by Gray-O' Reilly 


ere are types of classic hats, in new 
shapes for spring, which are gen- 
erally becoming to young and old 
and serve all sorts of purposes. In 
each season the details of crown and 
trimming may vary, different colors 
arise—but the form of the hat is the 
same: a brim, of course, a crown that 
feels good on the head, and most im- 
portant, a crown that stays on. 

There are brown, black, and blue 
hats as always, but a blaze of color 
is on the way: lilac, pansy, jade, mel- 
ody blue, arbutus, sweet clover, mari- 


gold, prunella. The felt cloche, op- 
posite, is in a new rust called japonica, 
with new touches—inverted tucked 
crown, felt bow, and contrasting 
grosgrain band, in this case royal on 
the japonica. This hat comes in many 
other colors, including tiger lily, ar- 
butus, prunella, foxglove; about $7.50. 

White, black, and navy are the 
best for the straw toyo at the bottom 
of the opposite page. Here the crown 
is square, held in place by stitches, 
and it has a two-color double gros- 
grain band and ribbon tips in green 





and scarlet on the white; about $10. 

At top of this page is a felt classic 
with brim which may be worn as 
shown or turned up all around in 
Breton style. Here, again, is the 
tucked crown, with feather quills at 
the side. In pansy, lilac, or beige; $8.75. 

Then for a little dash, the high 
“pilgrim” crown in a wide-brimmed 
felt, directly above, trimmed with a 
buckled suede belt; in jade, melody 
blue, sweet clover, arbutus, as well 
as black, brown, navy; about $8.75. 
Kislav gloves, clothes from Best & Co. 
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ean: Like my hat? 
i Jim: What? Oh. ... certainly. 

Why, yes, of course. Very nice. 
Jean: Just as I thought. You don’t 
like it. I’d have you know this is Lilly 
Daché’s very latest. 

Jim: I’m sure it is. Didn’t I just say 
it was charming? 

Jean: But you didn’t mean it. What 
sort of hat would you like on me? 

Jim: Frankly, I wish you’d wear 
something like Anne’s new one. 

Jean: I thought she looked a fright. 

Jim: I didn’t say I liked it on her. 
A tallish crown and off-the-face 
brim make her face look longer than 
ever. You could wear it, though... 

(Enter Anne and Alan) 

Jean: Hello, we were just talking 
about you, Anne—and your hat. Jim 
likes it. 

Anne: Bless you, Jim. Alan thinks 
it’s atrocious. 


HAT SHOPPERS — 
USE YOUR HEADS ! 


By MARGARETTA BYERS 


Alan: Not at all. I merely said I 
wished Anne would get a more hori- 
zontal one—like yours, Jean. That 
off-the-face makes her look posi-_ 
tively peaked. 

Jean: And Jim wanted me to get a 
hat like Anne’s. All right, my fine 
fellows, let’s settle this argument 
right now. Anne, let’s trade. 

Anne: Very well. (They exchange 
hats.) How’s that? 

Both men: There, you see? You’ve 
got something there! 

Jean: What about me? 

Both men: Jean, you’re marvelous! 
You’d better trade for keeps! 

Jean: And I told Jim he didn’t 
know a thing about women’s hats. 

Anne: Alan, from now on you're 
o.k.-ing every hat I get. 

Jim: Everybody happy? 

Alan: We are. 

How do our readers feel. about it? 


ormal or casual, take your choice. 
Two silhouettes—one fitted and 
flared, the other straight in front, 
slightly flared at back; both reason- 
ably priced. A finely tucked shoulder 
yoke in this navy or violet wrapped 
woolen coat gives a most flattering 
shoulder line. It is becoming in any 


size; $35. Navy sailor banded in red; 
a quill gives height at side. For a 
busy life spent in town and country 
we suggest this tan with navy-and- 
rust plaid swing-back casual coat; 
notched revers collar; $45. Spice-col- 
ored felt hat with spool crown. Hats, 
Jeanne Tete. Bags, gloves, Mark Cross 


COATS AND HATS, FROM BONWIT TELLER 
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Navy-blue fitted suit of Shetland wool with silverish buttons, 


HE MEN SAID BLUES” 


who would help her young man’s 
fancy turn as the poet says. We 
went around, pad and pencil in hand, 
asking all the young men of our com- 


Hor is joyful news for every girl 


bined editorial acquaintance just 
which of the colors in the rainbow 
they liked best, and the answer, my 
dear young lady, is “Blue.” Blue with 
a great big “B.” There’s no question 
about it, the men said “Blue.” 

And so we’ve put together a smart, 
inexpensive spring wardrobe based 
on this discove and we predict that 
if you follow our directions your 
54 


young man’s fancy will turn more 
than lightly to thoughts of love this 
spring vacation. 

First, in the navy-blue class might 
very happily come the smart shirt- 
waist reefer coat of Shetland wool, 
above—fitted, single-breasted, with 
six saddle-stitched pockets. This 
could be worn over dresses or sweater 
and skirt. It fits nicely into travel, 
town or country, or even Sunday 
church services. Navy or black; $22.95. 

Then a two-piece wool suit softly 
tailored with fitted jacket and skat- 
ing-skirt silhouette is easily second 


navy-blue reefer coat of nubby wool with bone buttons; both flared 


choice in the navy-blue wardrobe. 
Ours has silverish buttons down the 
front of the jacket; also black; $22.95. 

A dancing party dress new as the 
day is the silk taffeta shaped like a 
swimming costume, the halter neck 
tied in a knot at the back over a white 
embroidered batiste blouse; $19.95. 

There isn’t a man in the world who 
wouldn’t fall for you in the tailored 
navy-blue wool dress with white 
piqué revers; $13.95. 

The three-piece tweed ensemble is 
our bow to the current vogue for the 
violet tones—purple and violet; $35. 








Dancing party dress of navy-blue silk taf- 
feta with unpressed pleats, halter neck, 
little-girl white embroidered batiste blouse 


Three-piece, many-purpose tweed suit, in a two-color 
combination, this time purple and violet banded to- 
gether, fitted, flared, both suit and coat collarless 


LOOK FOR THESE CLOTHES IN THE FOLLOWING 
STORES DURING FEBRUARY AND MARCH 
SIZES 9 to 17 





Best & Co., New York City Joseph Horne Co., Pittsburgh 
T. A. Chapman Co. Marshall Field & Company 
Milwaukee Chicago 
Forbes & Wallace J. W. Robinson Co. 
Springfield, Mass. Los Angeles 
B. Forman Co., Rochester Meier & Frank Co., Ine. 
Frederick & Nelson, Seattle Portland, Oregon 
Men also like simple, tailored clothes like this navy-blue wool The Higbee Company Woodward & Lothrop 
dress with white piqué revers and Talon fastener down the front Cleveland Washington, D. C. 
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ALL-IN-ONE HAT PATTER 





ere’s the hat you can 
make yourself! Again 
Sally Victor designs a 
grand spring hat. One ba- 
sic pattern has many ver- 
sions, all easy to make. 
You may not want them 
all, but you'll have fun 
with those you do. 

Both the crown and brim are com- 
plete alone. One time the hat may 
have an all-round brim worn up or 
down; the next, simply a visor. With- 
out the brim it becomes a draped 
turban; the brim alone makes a smart 
eyeshade for sports. There is a ver- 
sion for every age. It is smart for 


a : m9 
— x 





sports in tweed, jersey, or linen; for 
street and afternoon, in wool or silk 
crepe, taffeta, prints, strawcloth, or 
felt. Fig 1, in formal mood, creates 
a charming effect in dark strawcloth 
with lime scarf. Fig. 2 shows the 
crown alone, draped into a turban. 
Fig. 3, with upturned brim in black 
silk jersey and contrasting scarf, is 
darling for pretty girls and young 
women. Fig. 4, in felt or faille with 
visor brim and wired ribbon loop, is 
becoming to either a mature woman 
or young girl. Fig. 5 shows the use 
of a snood with separate brim for 
sports. The hat takes a veil beauti- 
fully, too—Fig. 6 in navy taffeta 


N /y SALLY VICTOR 





BY CAROLINE GRAY 


has flowers in 
front. Fig. 7 is 
the construc- 
tion guide and 
shows how the 
Scart is at— 
tached. Fig 8, 
the tailored 
version in felt, 
has bow. 
Fig. 9 shows 
another way of 
draping scarf. 





For pattern and directions to make this 
hat, send 10¢ in stamps. Address Good 
Housekeeping Pattern Service, N.Y.C. 





Faces beam @< Appetites sing-} 


when you serve this sunny soup! 
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HOME TO SUPPER... appetites spurred by a long drive IN A JIFFY, a can of Campbell’s Tomato Soup is off the 
in the country. Home late. What to eat? Make it something _ pantry-shelf, quickly prepared with water or milk, a steaming 
quick, something hot, something especially good. saucepan of it eager to meet three equally eager spoons! 


















ee a: 


are Se ps 


EYES SPARKLE as the soup is brought in, gay with the HUNGER SURRENDERS as each de- 


color of sun-ripened tomatoes, fragrant with the promise of _ licious spoonful matches its magic 
grand eating. Campbell’s Tomato Soup will make good! goodness against healthy appetites. 





ONE SOUP, more than any other, is asked hen eeeeaiee eee, 

for again and again by the families of the 
nation. That soup is Campbell’s Tomato. 
Its brilliant color, its racy flavor of superb 
tomatoes, its golden table-butter and deli- 
cate seasoning make Campbell’s Tomato 
the soup of soups. It’s good to see! It’s 
good to sip! Are you having it often at 
your house? 


P.S.—Try it also as cream 
of tomato, made with milk 
instead of water. 


: ‘ aS 
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Company coming? Parade DEL MonrTE 
Pears ’round a gelatin mold of diced beets 
and chopped celery. Use beet juice to give 
it dashing color, vinegar for zesty tang. 


oNEY-SAVERS TASTE tie THESE = 


nos ecaurel 


of oae at them! Show-off salads! Superb 
desserts! All budget-wise— but nobody’d 
guess, because DeL Monte gives them such 
a luxury look. 







And Det Monte “puts up” a world of 
other fruits, too. Berries, cherries, figs, 
grapefruit, pineapple, plums. Fast-packed 
tempters that bring quality to your table — 
peace to your purse. 


That’s why—with such variety, such flavor 
to choose from—there’s one smart shopping 
rule whenever you buy canned fruits. 


No matter what variety you want, look 
before you buy. Look for Det Monts first. 
And be sure you get it. It pays. 


WHENEVER YOU WANT 
GANNED FRUITS 





Husband salad shy? Stack jf my! VV oY \ we ae 
Det Monre Apricots on crisp | 
romaine. Add a nippy: dressing, 
parsley garnish. That'll get him! 
Det Monte Apricots are canned \ 
orchard fresh —ready for you to \ we , 
enjoy their zesty natural flavor! 

.. Asmart buy when'you’re looking | 
® for “something different.” 








Tonight, you’ll be famous—if you heat 
Dev Monte Peach Halves in their own 
syrup and serve on French toast, with 


hard sauce. A quick, different dessert. ’ ‘ = oo ge 
And always delicious! For DEL MonrTE ‘ y e > . at \ ae 
packs only the pick of the crop— fruit ’ ; } ; —_ 


that passes every Det MONTE test for 

flavor, tenderness and fine appearance. Del Monte labels tell all! How many 
pieces or servings in each can, style of pack, 
size of fruit. Everything you want to know. 
These informative labels help you select the 
pack best suited to your family’s needs. 
Outsmart disappointment when you buy. 


And for added pleasure — fragrant, full-bodied Del Monte Coffee. Look for Dst Monte first! 


You'll find it smart to keep plenty of 
them pantry-handy. They're America’s 
favorite brand. 


fixed amount on the first of eve: y month. 
She had made plans for saving, to surprise 
him; she was very careful, keeping her 
precious checkbook balanced, figuring, 
being cleverly economical. 

And then, suddenly, Emil would bor- 
row from her, upsetting everything, 
sometimes bringing down the balance to 
five dollars. He always paid it back; but 
it wasn’t the same. It didn’t seem like 
her money any more. 

“Well, what if it isn’t?” she asked her- 
self. “Emil shares everything with me. 
It’s rather disgusting of me to want it to 
be my money.” 

“What are you doing today, Maggie?” 

“Oh, I’m having lunch with Helen, and 
I was going to do some shopping this after- 
noon.” 

“Take it easy, Maggie; have a good 
time,” he said. Said it in all good faith. 
He did want her to have a good time. He 
came round the table to her, 
drew her head back, and stroked 
her shining hair. “Dear, beauti- 
ful girl. Take it easy.” 

“T will, Emil.” 

She managed not to cry. She 
went to the door with him, and 
then to the dining room. 

“Coral, we’re going to have 
two people to dinner; and Mr. 
Jeffrey wants things especially 
nice.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” said Coral, calm- 
ly sure of her own ability. 

“Suppose we have that stuffed 
roast of veal, the way you did it 
before, Coral?” They discussed 
the menu carefully. 

She started a bath, and while 
it was running she tidied the 
room. The sun was coming in, 
making the silver on the dress- 
ing table glitter; from the win- 
dow there was a view of the East 
River—a wonderful room. They 
had decided to sign a lease for 
another year here; the little 
apartment suited them perfectly. 
They loved it. 

“But if—if this is true .. .” she thought. 

A panic of fear rushed over her: she 
stood still, her eyes wide, seeing all the 
disastrous complications that would ensue 
if this were true. And it was true. She 
had known it in her heart for some time, 
and she had tried to deny it, ignore it. 

“We couldn’t sign the lease,” she 
thought. “We couldn’t stay here. We—” 

The telephone rang. 

“Maggie, darling, is this too frightfully 
early? But I do want to know— Darling, 


we're going to give a Hallowe’en party. — 


The Waterfords are coming, and it would 
be so important for Emil, don’t you think? 
I’ve told Kitty Waterford about Emil, 
and she’s dying to meet him.” | 

“What did you tell her, Eve?” 

“Oh, stuff and stuff. I told her how 
handsome he is, and how frightfully vital. 
Maggie, can you come?” 

“ll let you know, Eve. I'll have to ask 
Emil. Thanks ever so much for thinking 
of us.” 

« _. For thinking of Emil. Not me. I’ve 
known Eve since we were in school to- 
gether, and she’s never asked me to any- 
thing. It’s Emil she wants. It’s Emil that 
everyone wants. How handsome he is, and 
how frightfully vital! If this is true... 
This will spoil everything. We’ll have to 
move. We'll have to cut down expenses. 
Maybe I'll be sickly and wretched, not 
able to go anywhere. I can’t help it! It’s 
not a crime.” 

She and Emil had talked this over. They 
both wanted children. But not now. It was 


So Sort of Proud 


(Continued from page 39) 


impossible now. This was a critical time 
in Emil’s career, and she had to help him. 

She turned off the bath and looked at 
herself in the mirror. Pale. “I'll have to 
tell him,” she thought. 

Tell him that they couldn’t sign the 
lease. Tell him they must change their 
way of living and all their plans; must 
at once begin to save. 

“How much does it cost to have a baby?” 
she asked herself, looking down at the 
clear green water. “Five hundred dol- 
lars? I’ve heard that somewhere. Then, 
of course, we'll have to live in a place 
where there’s room for a baby. Where 
there’s a park, or a roof for it to go to. 
We'll have to get someone to stay with 
it when we go out. And for a while I 
won't be able to go out.” 

She was crying in a slow, forlorn way. 
“Emil will be sweet about it, but it’s go- 
ing to spoil things for him. It’s going to 


~ VIA CRUCIS 
By Violet Alleyn Storey 


“T[ SEE you bear a cross,” one said in haste. 
“Tt must be heavy, for you bend, I see, 

Beneath its weight, and in your eyes are tears, 
And you have far to go so haltingly!” 

A cross grew heavier, and the way became 

An endless path of pity-burdened shame! 


“SINCE you go carefully,” another said, 
Ignoring the cross a fellow traveler bore, 
“You must see every beauty along the road. 
You have more time to look than I—much more!” 
A cross was quite forgotten; weary eyes 
Smiled on a flower halfway to Paradise! 


do him harm. All right! I can’t help it!” 

Coral gave her a list, strangely spelled: 
314 flower—box lump shugar; a long list. 
The grocer took it down with cheerful 
interest. 

“We've got some very fine fresh aspara- 
gus,” he said. 

It was expensive, but this dinner had 
to be good. She bought white and yellow 
chrysanthemums; they were expensive, 
too. “Only eight dollars left in my ac- 
count,” she thought. “But Emil wiii pay 
me back, of course.” 

Pay me back. The phrase lingered in 
her mind. “Pay me back? It’s all his 
money anyhow. I haven’t anything of my 
own.” The idea surprised and distressed 
her; she was angry at it. “T’ll walk up to 
the hairdresser’s,” she said to herself. It 
was a good long walk, and the exercise 
would banish the stupid idea. 

Her hair was one of her best points; 
soft, shining, tawny hair. “I'll try it done 
high,” she told Henry, who always did it 
for her. It took a long time—the shampoo, 
and then the drier; she always hated the 
drier. She felt—a little queer. She sat 
before a mirror with a sheet around her, 
and Henry, with narrowed eyes, and deft 
fingers, worked out his idea. He would 
not be hurried. Swept up from the nape 
of her neck and done in little curls on 
top of her head. She looked at her image. 

“T don’t like it!” she cried suddenly. 

Henry was profoundly offended. “What 
is it you do not like, madam?” 

She looked so different; older, a little 
pale today, a proud look. “T feel like cry- 


ing!” she thought, aghast. “Well, I sup- 
pose it’s all right,’ she said. Anything, to 
get away. She put her hat on carefully, 
took a last glance at this new girl, proud 
and dignified, and went out into the clear, 
bright day again. “Ill just stop in and 
see Doctor Keene,” she thought. “I know 
it’s nonsense; but I might as well.” ’ 


HE left the doctor’s office and went 
down in the elevator. And she had the 
queerest feeling of not knowing where to 
go; it was as if she wanted to run, fast. 
Run—where? 

“The doctor said he isn’t sure,” she told 
herself. 

“T can’t say definitely until we have the 
result of the test,” he had said. “But I 
ay. oe there’s much doubt, Mrs. Jef- 

ey. 

He had smiled as if he were telling her 
some good news. 

“How much does it cost to 
have a baby?” she had asked. 

“That depends,” he had said, 
and added that three hundred 
and fifty dollars would be a 
moderate sum, including the ob- 
_ .etrician. 

Then he must have seen some- 
thing in her face. “You have 
nothing to worry about, Mrs. 
Jeffrey,” he had said, still smil- 
ing, but with a faint trace of re- 
proach. “You're in excellent con- 
dition, and you can—” He paused. 
“You can make satisfactory ar- 
rangements,” he had said. She 
understood very well what he 
had meant. “You're young and 
strong, and not poor.” Compared 
with hundreds, thousands, of 
other women, she would seem 
rich, 

It was a little late; she took a 
taxi to the restaurant on Park 
Avenue, and Helen was there, 
waiting for her. 

' “Helen, what gorgeous furs!” 
she said. 

“My dear,” said Helen, “never tell any- 
one; but I got them secondhand. There’s a 
woman—Leah Hunt on Third Avenue— 
who buys clothes from society women and 
actresses and so on, and sells them at 
prices you wouldn’t believe in! But, Mag- 
gie, your hair! Take your hat off.” 

“No, I couldn’t get it on again.” 

“You look simply queenly!” said Helen. 
“What's the occasion, Maggie?” 

“People to dinner—one of those busi- 
ness things,” said Maggie. 

They sat down at a table, and the waiter 
presented the huge menus with an air. The 
food here was famous, but a sudden dis- 
taste for it came over Maggie. She was 
wondering ... Leah Hunt on Third Ave- 
nue. ‘ 
“Remember, it’s my treat,” said Helen. 
“Tm rolling in money now.” 

A little blonde thing, Helen was, with 
a kitten’s face, big gray eyes, and a wide 
mouth. “I’m on top of the world today!” 
she told Maggie. “We’ve actually bought 
our house!” 

She had snapshots of it in her pocket- 
book; that old house in Connecticut that 
she and Les had fallen in love with last 
summer. 

Maggie looked at all the pictures, but 
her mind was elsewhere. Three hundred 
and fifty dollars, the doctor had said. 

“It’s a sinful luxury,” said Helen. “We 
can‘only use it for weekends. Even in 
the summer we've both got to be here in 
town, except perhaps for a month. But 
we're going to start right in. We’re going 
to have a housewarming the first Satur- 
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MY WIFE 
SURE IS A | 
WONDER! 


of 


KEEPS OUR FOOD BILLS DOWN 
§ > |) 





® Better-tasting meals, lower food bills, less 
kitchen work, more leisure! Let delicious 
Franco-American Spaghetti help! This is no 
ordinary teady-cooked spaghetti. Franco- 
American has a wonderful cheese-and-to- 
mato sauce, made from a famous chef’s recipe. 
It gives savory goodness to less expensive 
meat cuts, tempting flavor to left-overs. 

It’s a splendid hot lunch for children. On 
the table in a jiffy; no cooking; just heat 
and serve. A can holding three to four por- 
tions costs only ten cents, 


Franco-American 
SPAGHETTI 


MADE BY THE MAKERS OF CAMPBELL’S SOUPS 


Send hor YRUE Racine Book 


SS 
CAMPBELL SouP COMPANY, Dept. 23 

Camden, New Jersey. Please send me your free recipe 
book. ‘30 Tempting Spaghetti Meals.” 


Name (print) 





Address 


EVERY 


product guaranteed 


day in November. We’ve figured that we 
can cram twelve people in, for the week- 
end; and we’ve got to have you and Emil.” 

Emil liked Helen’s crowd; gay, amusing 
people. He would certainly want to accept 
this invitation. “But I don’t!” she thought, 
and was surprised at the thought. She 
was fond of Helen and Les, but she didn’t 
want to go out there for the lively week- 
end, all drinking cocktails, laughing, talk- 
ing all night, gomg into the kitchen and 
cooking a snack before they went to bed. 
“T’m not amusing,” she thought. “I—seem 
to be tired.” 

A queer sort of tiredness. She didn’t 
want to go home and rest; she went over 
to Fifth Avenue and began to walk up- 
town, beside the Park. Such a gay, excit- 
ing day; the white clouds went fast across 
the deep blue sky, the trees were stirring 
like spirited creatures tossing their heads. 

“I’m going to have a baby in April,” she 
told herself. 

She knew it; she was sure of it; she 
really had known it weeks ago. But it 
wasn’t real, 

Her lips trembled; she walked faster, 
with her light, limber gait. “I didn’t mean 
this to happen. I didn’t think it could hap- 
pen. It’s—it’s mean to Emil. If I could pay 
for it myself, I wouldn’t mind—quite so 
much. But I won’t be a help to him any 
more. Just now when it’s so important for 
his whole future for him to make connec- 
tions, I’m going to be a—burden. A drag 
on him. I know it’s not my fault. It’s na- 
ture. But I hate it so. If only I could make 
money. If only I could pay—for my own 
baby.” 


pee G was ready; the dinner ta- 
ble was perfect, set with their best 
damask and silver; the sitting room looked 
charming; lamps lighted, flowers all about. 
Coral’s niece had come to help her, and 
they were talking with a wonderful cozi- 
ness in the kitchen. Maggie went into the 
bedroom for a final glance at herself in 
the long mirror, and she hated the way she 
looked. So tall, in her emerald-green chif- 
fon dress, her russet hair high on her head. 
“Why did I let Henry do this to my hair? 
I look—so grand, and queenly. I don’t feel 
like that.” 

She turned her head, listening. The 
sound of a key in the latch, and Emil 
entered in a hurry, hat on the back of his 
head, big and handsome, so immensely 
alive. 

“Hello, Maggie,” he began, and stopped. 
“What have you been doing to yourself?” 
he demanded. 

“T’ve got my hair a new way,” she said. 

“T don’t like it!” he said. 

“That’s just too bad,” said Maggie, and 
moved toward the door. But he caught her 
hand. 

“It?s only because I never want you to 
change,” he said. “I do like it, Maggie. 
Maggie—” 

He was worried because she looked so 
haughtily displeased. She caught him 
round the neck, and he held her tight. 

“You’re beautiful, and grand and 
sweet!” he said. “I like everything you 


“You'll have to hurry, Emil. It’s late!” 

“Watch me!” he said. " 

She went into the tiny pantry where 
the refrigerator stood, and she could hear 
Emil in the bedroom, opening and shutting 
drawers, slamming around, whistling; she 
heard the shower start. It was somehow 
wonderful to hear these sounds, as if he 
had been away for a long time. 

She got together the material needed 
for cocktails, and set them on a shelf ready 
for Emil. “I'll be glad of a cocktail,” she 
thought. “I’m tired. And it’s always hard 
for me to get started talking to strangers.” 

Emil came out to her, immaculate and 
splendid in his dinner jacket, and very 


as advertised—see page 6 


proud of himself. “How’s that,” he said. 
“In seventeen minutes flat!” He was so 
ey 
“We've got time for one cigarette,’ she 
said. “Let’s go and sit down.” 

How si-ly, to look around the sitting 
room as if this were the last time it would 
ever look like this, the last time she and 
Emil would ever sit here all dressed up, 
with this air of festivity in the little apart- 
ment. He sat on the arm of her chair and 
touched her hair with one finger. 

“Funny little head,” he said. “Crazy 
little curls.” 

“Just listen!” said Maggie. “In the first 
place, Helen and Les have bought their 
howe, and they want us out for a week- 
end.” 

“Fine!” he said. “Their parties are 
always good. You can trust them.” 

“And then,” she said, “Eve’s giving a 
Hallowe’en party, and she’s having the 
Waterfords, especially for you to meet.” 

“No!” he said, delighted. 

“Yes!” said Maggie. “And if you hadn’t 
married me, you wouldn’t know Eve, and 
you wouldn’t be meeting the Waterfords, 
my fine boy. Where would you be if you 
hadn’t married me?” 

“You’d be surprised!” said Emil. “But 
seriously, Maggie, is this—” 

The telephone rang. “T’ll take it,” he 
said, and went off to the bedroom. He was 
so happy. He was shouting in the tele- 
phone. 

“What? What are you talking about?” 
He had a temper that matched the rest 
of him. 

“What’s the matter now?” she thought. 
“Some business thing.” 

“No!” she heard him say. “That'll do.” 
And he hung up the receiver. 


GHE sat watching the door, sorry that 
anything should have gone wrong just 
now. 

He stopped in the doorway, looking at 
her. His face seemed all at once to have 
grown thinner, so that the bones of cheek 
and jaw were more salient; his eyes had 
a blank look. 

“Tf you’re in any sort of financial trou- 
ble,” he said, “you might have the de- 
cency to let me know.” 

He was angry at her. For a moment she 
was shocked, and then her own anger be- 
gan to rise. 

“Decency?” she repeated. 

“That’s what I said. If you need money 
for anything, you might speak to me be- 
fore you—” he paused— “before you start 
peddling your clothes.” 

“Oh, that?” she said. “Was that about 
my coat?” 

“It was,” he said. “Some woman wanted 
to come and look at your fur coat. Said 
you had called her. Wanted to come now. 
She said she gave highest prices.” 

“After all, it is my coat, isn’t it?” said 
Maggie. “Father gave it to me.” 

“T want an explanation,” Emil said. 

“You won’t get one when you ask for it 
that way,” said Maggie. 

He stood before her with his big hands 
clenched and his eyes narrowed; she knew 
how stubborn and imperious he could be. 
With other people; not with her. He 
couldn’t conquer her. She was the one 
person he couldn’t hurt, couldn’t resist. 

“T won’t tell you!” she said, looking 
straight at him. 

For a moment he looked back at her; 
then he turned on his heel and walked 
over to the window; stood with his back 
to her, big and strong and straight, but 
defeated. And that was rather dreadful. 

“If you’d asked me nicely, I’d have told- 
you,” she said, a little unsteadily. 

“You needn't,” he said. “If you feel 
like that, all right.” 

“I did want some money, for a special 
reason,” she said. 
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gives you the whitest, loveliest washes you ever pinned 
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“He was stealing 


_ from his own wife!” 





J, Here’s what happens... I’m goin’ up the Hal- 
lorans’ steps with two tickets for the police- 


men’s ball, when I hear a yell like somebody’s 
murdered at least! 







2. ‘Tis a sorry sight meets me eye as I dash into 
tthe livin’ room. There’s young Tim Halloran 
swipin’ a 100 watt bulb from his wife’s readin’ 
lamp. And she’s grabbin’ for it. 


3. “You come with me,” says df ‘my brother-in- 
law’s store’s still open, and he sells light bulbs. 
Get it?’’ So, off we go....to a lecture on 
light conditionin’ that almost sells me! 








4. Now the Halloran 
house is that bright- 
ened-up you’d never 
know it! And both 
of them so pleased, 
Tim buys six tickets 
instead of two! 





rarely MD 
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150 watt now 


They give more light 
this year, and they 
stay brighter longer. 
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“All right!” he said again. “You know 
that if you needed anything, I'd get it for 
you. But if you’d rather have it that way, 
all right.” 

“T wanted some money of my own!” she 
said, nearly crying. 

“All right!” he said. “I thought that 
anything we had belonged to both of us, 
but I see I was mistaken.” 

He spoke stiffly, coldly, and she knew 
how hurt and how bewildered he was. 

“Well,” she said, “I wasn’t going to tell 
you until we’d finished the evening, but 
it seems I’m going to have a baby.” 

. “My—God!” he said, turning toward 
er. 

Of course she had felt like that herself 
when she first realized. Only he was tak- 
ing it even harder, and she never had seen 
him upset about anything before. He had 
turned white. 


pe doorbell rang, and she was glad. 
Because in one more minute she would 
have been crying. “I didn’t think Emil 
would be like this,” she said to herself. “I 
think it’s—horrible. He’s shocked. As if 
it were a tragedy. My baby’s not going to 
be a tragedy, I'll see to that!” 

Mr. and Mrs. Blauvelt. A middle-aged 
couple, both short, both gray-haired, both 
so pleased, so ready to enjoy themselves. 

“Nice place you have here,” Mr. Blau- 
velt said. “Homelike!” 

Emil went off to get the cocktails, and 
Maggie entertained them. That was easy; 
they told her about their married daugh- 
ter and the other daughter in college. 

“Are you going to be a daughter, or a 
son?” thought Maggie. “It doesn’t mat- 
ter a bit, dear.” 

Emil brought in the drinks, and Coral 
came with the canapés she made so art- 
fully. 

“T suppose I shouldn’t,” Mrs. Blauvelt 
said, every time she took another. “I 
don’t want to gain any more.” 

Emil offered a second round of cock- 
tails, and he saw that Maggie hadn't 
touched her first drink. 

i “What’s the matter?” he asked, very 
ow. 

She gave him a level, unsmiling glance 
and said nothing. 

“You mean—on account of what you 
told me?” he said. 

“That’s the idea,” said Maggie. 

She had never spoken to him like this 
before, never felt like this. It was as if 
he were a stranger, almost an enemy; as 
if he had deserted her, left her to follow 
her road alone. 

“T will sell my fur coat!” she thought. 
“And anything else I can find. My baby’s 
not going to be a burden and a tragedy 
and a nuisance to anyone. I'll see that it 
gets a chance.” 

She could do it; she could manage. 
There was a new, stern strength in her, a 
puis that set her apart from everyone 
else. 

The dinner was perfect, and never 
were guests more appreciative than the 
Blauvelts. Afterward they took a taxi to 
the new night club Emil had chosen, and 
it was just like so many other places; 
an evening like so many others. 

“They’re both sweet,” thought Maggie. 
“Only I’m tired.” 


More than tired; so bleakly alone in a 
world unreal as a dream. 

The Blauvelts rose, to dance together; 
it was a tango, and they dipped and 
swooped, checked, glided; they were su- 
perb. And Maggie and Emil sat in silence; 
a silence that seemed to her the coldest, 
cruelest thing. 

“Maggie—?” he said. 

She glanced at him and found him 
frowning, a deep, vertical line between 
his brows. 

“Well?” she said. 

“T was wondering whether Coral would 
come with us if we moved,” he said. 

“Why?” she asked, startled. “Why are 
you thinking about Coral?” 

“You’re used to her,” he said. “I thought 
you’d rather have her than anyone else.” 

“Oh, I see,” she said. : 

“We can sublet the apartment without 
any trouble,” he said. “And we can start 
looking for a house out of town. As soon as 
we've found something, I’ll take you up 
to your mother’s.” 

“Wh 9” 


“You can stay there while Coral and I 
get moved and settled. You’ve got to take 
it easy,” he said. “I know just about how 
you want things. I can look after every- 
thing, Maggie.” : 


GHE ought to have known he would be 
like this, so sweet to her, thinking of 
how he could help. Not saying one word 
about his disappointment, his dismay. 
Only she could see by his face how trou- 
bled he was. 

“Emil, let’s dance,” she said. 

“TI don’t think it’s good for you.” 

“Yes, it is!” she said. “I—want to dance!” 

He rose and put his arm around her; 
they started off with effortless ease, know- 
ing each other’s steps so well. 

“Tt—this is sort of upsetting, isn’t it?” 
she said. 

“Yes,” he answered. “It’s as if we’d been 
going full speed ahead, and suddenly 
we've come bang up against a wall.” 

“T knew you'd feel like that!” she cried. 
“Everything spoiled.” 

His arm tightened around her, and, 
looking up into his face, she met his steady, 
almost somber glance. 

“Hold everything!” he said. “That’s not 
the way I feel. I—why, compared with 
this, nothing else matters a damn. This is— 
the biggest thing that’s ever happened to — 
us 


“To—us?” she said, in wonder. 

That wonder was reflected in his face; 
he was frowning a little. “Well, nat- 
urally ...” he said. . 

“But, Emil!” she cried. “I forgot—” 

“Forgot what, Maggie?” he asked anx- 
iously. 

“Nothing,” she said with a shaky little 
laugh. Because that was one thing she 
wouldn’t tell him; that she had forgotten 
it was his baby, too. 

“Our baby,” she thought. 

“I guess well be quite 
don’t you think so, Emil?” 

“T guess we will,” he said. ; 

“I don’t know when I’ve enjoyed 
evening more,” said Mrs. Blauvelt, lean- 
ing back in her chair. “Look ‘at them, Ed! 
I declare it’s a pleasure to watch them 
dancing with each other. They look—so 
sort of proud...” 


nice parents, 


A CORRECTION 
The article “The Hockshops of New York,” published in the January, 1939, 


Goop HOouSsEKEEPING, contained the following statement: 


“The William 


Simpson who recently resigned from the firm bearing the name of his an- 
cestors wants to start manufacturing a jewelry cleaner.” Mr. Simpson informs 
us that he is beyond the wanting stage—for more than two years he has been 
manufacturing a cleaner which is distributed in 45 states and 7 foreign countries 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
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Races—At the running of the Futurity, 
Mrs. Victor du Poni, Ill (3rd from left). 
She says: “I’ve always used Pond’s. It 
cleanses skin so thoroughly.” 


Airport— Geraldine Spreckels, of noted 
California family, at Burbank Airport. Her 
skin care is simply—Pond’s. “‘Its use helps 
keep skin wonderfully soft and smooth.” 


society women cream EXTRA SKIN-VITAMIN 


INTO THEIR SKIN—THEY FOLLOW THE NEW SKIN CARE * 












Ballet Russe Premiere—At the Metropolitan Opera Big Liner—The Lady Mary Lygon, | Palm Beach—Mrs. Wm. Rhine- 
House, Mrs. Alexander C. Forbes, grandniece of Mrs. daughter of the late Earl Beau- lander Stewart arriving at ex- 


James Roosevelt. Her skin gets extra care. “I use champ. “The ‘skin-vitamin’ is nec- clusive Colony Club. “The 
Pond’s Cold Cream,” she says. “‘That way my skin gets _ essary to skin health. I’m glad it’s ‘skin-vitamin’ is an added rea- 
extra ‘skin-vitamin’ along with its daily cleansings.”’ in Pond’s.” son for my devotion to Pond’s.” 


POND®S 
Vitamin A, the “skin-vita- 
min,’’ is necessary to skin health. 
Skin that lacks this vitamin be- 
comes rough and dry. But when 
“skin-vitamin” is restored, it 
helps make skin soft again. 
Scientists found that this vita- 
min, applied to the skin, healed 


wounds and burns quicker. 


Winter Resort—H. R. H. Princess New York World’s Fair Terrace Club—Where Society @ Now this “skin-vitamin” is 
Maria de Braganga (Mrs. Ashley _—_ dines and dances. Mrs. John R. Drexel, Jr., looks enchant- in every jar of Pond’s Cold 
Chanler). “‘When skin lacks Vita- ing in white ermine. Her vote goes to Pond’s. “I prefer Cream! Use Pond’s night and 
min A, it gets rough and dry. using Pond’s Cold Cream to protect my skin duringtheday morning and before make-up. 
Pond’s helps supply this vitamin.” and to help give it glamorous smoothness in the evening.” | Same jars, labels, prices. 


at mmc SO Mam 


*Statements concerning the effects of the “‘skin-vitamin”’ applied to the skin are based upon Tune in on “THOSE WE LOVE,” Pond’s Program, 
medical literature and tests on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method. Mondays, 8:30 P. M., N. Y. Time, N. B. C. 
Copyright, 1939, Pond’s Extract Company 
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Don’t try 
lf this stunt.. 


But. .. don’t neglect your jaw mus- 
cles just because you are not a vaudeville 
aerialist. Weak jaw muscles are usually 
bad for the teeth, the gums and the 
digestion. Besides, they often make 
you look old. 


To strengthen your jaw muscles, exer- 
cise them this enjoyable way. 


Chew a “chewy”? gum and use a large enough 
piece to massage the gums at the same time. 
Many dentists suggest FLEERS because it is 
three times as large, and eight times as chewy as 
ordinary gum. Get the extra benefit and extra 
pleasure of chewing FLEERS. Re- 
freshing flavor all the way through 
—young or old, you'll like it! 















TEST YOUR 
CHEWING STRENGTH! 


Decide whether your own 
jaw muscles need exercise. 


1. Bite off a piece of FLEERS 
(size to suit you). 

2. Chew for 15 minutes. 

3. Check results. 


Ifvery tired—muscles very weak. 
If slightly tired—muscles weak. & 
If no effort—muscles strong. 


(Chew FLEERS regularly and 
notice theimprovement. Strong 
muscles don’t tire quickly.) 





' 
7 
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FLEERS 


CDubble Bubble 
CHEWING GUM 


IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO MAKE 
THIS TEST AT OUR EXPENSE! 


...take this coupon to any store that sells 

FLEERS DUBBLE BUBBLE GUM, and 

get one piece FREE of charge. Offer expires 

June 30, 1939. 

DEALERS: All distributors will redeem 
this coupon. 

DISTRIBUTORS: Coupon redemption 
guaranteed by 


FRANK H. FLEER CORP., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


It’s FUN fo exercise for oral health 














HOWTO BF 
aL ZY ttn 


aT SPP bat ONS 
i 


How To Be Your Own Decorator. A 
decorating course in ten chapters; scores 
of pictures of rooms you would like to 
own, plus A B C rules that will help you 
adapt them to your home. A good- 
looking bound book .............. $1.00 


Chapter 1: The principles of decorating 

Chapter 2: Periods, how to know them 

Chapter 3: Modern and Contemporary 
styles 

Chapter 4: Furniture and how to 
arrange it 


* 


“HOW TO BE 


YOUR OWN DECORATOR” 


AND 


OTHER BULLETINS 


* 


Chapter 5: Wall finishes of all sorts 
Chapter 6: Color schemes in full color 


-Chapter 7: Lighting and its modern 


use 

Chapter 8: Porches, terraces, play- 
rooms 

Chapter 9: How to make your own dra-. 
peries, slip covers, bed- 
spreads, and dressing- 
table skirts 

Chapter 10: Suggestions for remodeling 


Individual Chapters ......... 10c each 


OUR BULLETIN SERVICE 


All the general principles of decorating 
are covered by the chapters listed above. 
In the following bulletins special ques- 
tions are answered in detail. 


* 
STUDIO BULLETINS 


Comfortable, Charming Living Rooms. 
Does your living room have a welcoming 
air? Does it put your guests at their 
ease? Let this bulletin tell you how to 
have a charming living room whether 
it is Early American, Colonial, French 
Provineial: Modern’. .21.%..02% aan ser 15c 


French Provincial Interiors. This is a 
charming period now in style, and one 
which may be successfully combined 
with Early American furnishings... .15¢ 


Hooked, Braided, and Woven Rugs. 
Why not learn how to make good- 
looking rugs at-home? ....g2.04-5 -> 15¢ 


Oriental Rugs and How To Know 
Them. If you’re thinking of investing in 
an Oriental, study this first.......:..10c 


Smart Modern Closets Planned for 
Efficiency. Don’t treat your closets like 
stepchildren; dress them up and show 
them off with: pride! cet. ctjsmcter sere 15c 


And now for architectural problems. It’s 
almost spring, and the building season 
is upon us, so make your plans care- 
fully, whether it’s for a minor remodel- 
ing job or the building of an entire new 
house. 


Colonial Houses—the American Style. 
Pictures and descriptions of many lovely 
houses in this ever-popular style....15c 


Eighteenth-Century Entrance Door- 
ways, Windows, Stairways, Interior 
Woodwork. If your house is Colonial, 
it must have the right architectural 
details ss). Fos.d peas ce canto meets ae 15c 


Practical Planning Points.......... 15¢ 
How Your House Is Put Together...15c 
Both contain things you should know if 
you plan either to build or remodel. 
Remodeling and How It Is Done. This 
is sure to-give you ideas for improving 
your Own. HOUSE ssn «scm eens er 15¢ 


Plans for 11 Houses Built for Less Than 
$6000. Working drawings and specifica- 
tions for all these houses may be ob-= 
tained from the architects at moderate 
cost;. Fully -Wustrated 34). son. athe cele 15¢ 


* 
FASHION BULLETINS 


Do you want to dress becomingly and 
in style? Of course you do. These bul- 
letins will help you: 


Lines and the Figure. This tells you, in 


"a way you can apply to your own prob- 


lems, just which lines will conceal figure 
defects and bring out good points....15c¢ 
Dressing True to Type. This will help 
you select clothes that are flattering. .15c 
Budgets for All. Lest you think we think 
you have unlimited money to spend, 
here are careful clothes budgets..... 15¢ 
Shoes and How To Buy Them. You 
think you know how, but do you? Get 
this and*see dic inc cao ate eee 5c 


ENTERTAINMENT BULLETINS 


Entertaining Made Easy. Read this and 
learn how to enjoy your own parties. .15c 
Four Novel Bridge Parties. These will 
get you a reputation as an original 
hostess. eos oc .edeeatioe peeve an eee 10c 


Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin Dept., 57th St. at 8th Ave., N.Y.C. 
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Sleep your way to Beauty! Leave 
on a thin film of this skin-arous- 
ing Cream when you go to bed. 


IKE your heart, your skin is on 24-hour 
duty. Daylong and nightlong, it must 
stay wide awake and busily at work. For 
only skin which functions actively can 
hold its clear ‘alive’ look. 


Luckily, you can help your skin to 
bolster its waning energies. Every night 
before you go to bed, first cleanse your 
skin with Woodbury Cold Cream. Then 
leave on a little extra cream to stir your 
skin to wakeful activity while you sleep. 


This fragrant cream contains a skin-stimu- 


en ah you Sloe 


your skin must stay Awake 


lating Vitamin to help enliven laggard skin. 
This Vitamin, together with Woodbury’s 
snowy gentleness as a cleanser, its rich oils 


aN ATT N 








and germ-free purity, makes Woodbury 
Cold Cream a basic cream for beauty. 


Let Woodbury Cold Cream promote the 
vitality and loveliness of your complexion. 
Get a jar tomorrow at any beauty counter. 


Only $1.00, 50¢, 25¢, 10¢. 


YOURS... SMART NEW MAKE-UP KIT 


John H. Woodbury, Inc., 6402 Alfred St., Cincinnati, Ohio 
(In Canada, John H. Woodbury, Ltd., Perth, Ont.) 


Please send me new Woodbury Make-up Kit, contain- 


ing tube of Woodbury Cold Cream; attractive metal 
compacts of Woodbury Facial Powder, Rouge and Lip- 
stick. I enclose 10c to cover packing and postage. 


CHECK MAKE-UP DESIRED 


CHAMPAGNE [J WINDSOR ROSE 
(For golden skin) (For pink skin) 





Name. — _ 








Address. — = 
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That party put me 
on the front page! 







“Hurry!”—the editor barked. “Grab a cab! Jump 
into your evening clothes! You’re covering that 
Van Dyke blow-out tonight!” It was my big 
chance... but instead of being thrilled, I could 
have cried. Why—oh, why— I wailed inwardly, 
does Avis Van Dykehavetobowtosociety tonight! 





I stopped just long enough to phone my room- “What would you do without me?”— Elsie greeted { must have looked skeptical, for she flew to her 


mate. “Elsie’—I begged—“‘be a lamb and 
press my green evening dress. I’ve got to re- 
port a debutante party tonight! Wouldn’t you 
know a break like this would come at a time 
like this? Honestly, I’m so chafed and irri- 
table I could scream!” 





“And what’s more,” continued Elsie, “‘with 
Modess you can have an easy mind all 
evening—because it’s safer! Watch .. .” 
And she took the moisture-resistant back- 
ing from inside a Modess pad and dropped 
some water on it. To my amazement, I saw 
that not a drop went through! 


me gaily, waving a blue box. “Dress pressed 
... velvet wrap brushed .. . and a gift that 
will give you blissful relief! Take it, ducky— 
it’s Modess—the greatest boon to womankind _ 
ever invented! I just discovered it myself this 
month ... and it’s a marvel.” 





So—off I went, cheery as a cricket, to stalk debutantes 
and stags at play. I buzzed around, writing about 
fabulous jewels, fountains of champagne, and divine 
Paris dresses .. . with never a moment’s worry... 
nor a single moment of chafing discomfort. And— 
wound up the evening with a story that even an old 
hand could be proud of! 


sewing box—whipped out the scissors and cut 
a Modess pad in two! “Feel this,” she com- 
manded—thrusting a handful of soft, fluffy 
filler toward me. ‘“That’s what’s in Modess! 
And that’s why you'll not be bothered by 
chafing again!” 





“Whee! On the front page—with your name 
signed to it!” shrieked Elsie, brandishing 
the paper the next day. “You owe it all to 
Little Goody Two-Shoes who told you 
about Modess! And think,” she added, 
“soft, fluff-type’ Modess costs no more than 
those layer-iype pads we used to buy!” 


Get in the habit of saying "Modess"! 


(IF YOU PREFER A NARROWER, SLIGHTLY SMALLER PAD—ASK FOR JUNIOR MODESS) 


) 
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NE of the commonest incon- 

sistencies prevalent in the 

teens is the habit of talking 

contemptuously about eti- 

quette in spite of feeling a se- 

cret awe of it. Actually no one 
who is quite bright scorns a knowl- 
edge of etiquette. It is probable that 
not even unrequited love has caused 
so much anguish as not knowing 
how to behave in a conspicuous mo- 
ment. The bitter pill of losing your 
once-true love to somebody else can 
be swallowed in private, but not the 
artichoke or oyster cocktail served at 
a dinner party. 

Etiquette is just another name for 
good manners, and good manners are 
as definite an asset as cash. They help 
one to make friends, they make one 
welcome at a party, they are aids to 
getting jobs, they give poise and as- 
surance, and they provide an armor 
against the pricks of a critical world. 
A knowledge of manners, or the lack 
of it, is usually as conspicuous as 
though the armor were made of shin- 
ing metal, and there is no imitation. 

This is true of the smallest details. 
If you go with a young man to a res- 
taurant and order chicken salad, he’ll 
know before it’s served (unless he’s 
very green indeed) whether you 
chose it because you didn’t know 
what else to order, or whether you 
know exactly what’s what and really 
want some chicken salad. In the first 







Drawing by Mary Horton 


case you will feel and act at least a 
little gauche; in the second case you 
will be at ease, and everything will 
progress as smartly as though you'd 
started your luncheon with vichys- 
soise and ended it with a fruit com- 
pote, with well-chosen dishes be- 
tween. Why shouldn’t it? There is 
nothing wrong about ordering chicken 
salad, which is a perfectly good dish; 
and even if there were, it wouldn’t 
matter, since there is less damage 
done when a person who knows her 
P’s and Q’s breaks a dozen rules than 
when one who doesn’t know breaks 
even a small one. 

There are some girls, and perhaps 
more boys, who are careless about 
the rules of etiquette that they do 
know, or who deliberately break the 
wrong rules; but it’s usually pretty 
obvious that—though they may not 
realize it themselves—such boys and 
girls break the rules from bravado, 
to cover up the gaps in their manners. 
They think that if they don’t say 
good-bye to their hostess after a 
party she won’t realize they don’t 
know how to do it gracefully. Or that 
if they never get up when someone 
enters a room no one will guess that 
they don’t know in just which cir- 
cumstances it is “done” and when it 
isn’t “done.” Half the time their un- 
certainty is as plain as though they’d 
shouted it, even though they think 
they’re being blasé and sophisticated. 


And when they do get away with it, 
some other telltale slip is sure to trip 
them up. The girl who is a weekend 
guest and demands extra services 


from the servants, thinking this 
proves that she is to the manner 
born, soon shows that she isn’t used 
to having servants and doesn’t know 
the limitations of time in any sched- 
ule of duties. The one who monop- 
olizes the guest of honor at a party, 
thinking she’s displaying her per- 
sonal charm, soon makes plain her 
lack of training in politeness. 

Most people realize—vaguely, at 
least—that etiquette is important, and 
any scorn they show of it is tinged 
with envy. One would have to be a 
little stupid not to see that a girl who 
is at ease at a party usually has a 
better time than one who isn’t; that 
hostesses like—and invite—a girl or 
boy with good manners; and that 
beautiful manners give manner, an 
air of distinction. Anyone who thinks 
that manners also make a girl or boy 
high-hat has confused good man- 
ners with (Continued on page 201) 


THE TERRIFYING TEENS by MARJORIE WILLIS 






A CHIPMUNK 
EASY TO GET— for each one, just 
send labels from any 3 cans of Libby’s 
Baby Foodsand only:2 5c. Order today. Use coupon below. 
@ Each of these Walt Disney Animals comes to you in 
a sterilized package—all cut out and sewn together — 
ready to be stuffed with cotton, Colored with safe 
dyes. Washable. 


“ Libby’s 


aZ Libby’s Baby Foods are pre- 
pared in a special way to make them extra easy 
for tiny babies to digest. First these selected 
vegetables, fruits and cereal are strained. And 
then they’ re put through an exclusive process of 
homogenization* which makes them finer and 
smoother in texture than the most careful sieving. 
Ask your doctor when your baby can begin 
to eat Libby’s extra-easy-to-digest Baby Foods. 
Offered in nine different varieties. 
* An exclusive COPR. 1939. LIBBY, MSNEILL & LIBBY 
Libby process 
that completely 
breaks up cells, 
fibers and starch 
particles, and re- 
leases nutriment 
for easier diges- - 
tion. U,. S. Pat. 
No. 2037029. 





Order Your Baby’s Wy Today 


a 

t 

t 

8 Libby, McNeill & Libby, 

Q Dept. GH-39, Chicago 

; I have checked below the animal toy (or toys) I want. 
I For each toy ordered, I enclose three labels from 
i Libby’s Baby Foods and 25c. 

I 

I 

I 

i 

! 

t 
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fei Squirrel 


Name. 





fe] Bunny 


CJ Chipmunk 





Address_— 





City 


a oo oe ee ew oe ae a es oe 





The Octave of Jealousy 


(Continued from page 41) 


the cottage. The tramp watched him put 
the fork down by the lintel of the door. 
He saw him enter the cottage, and he 
heard a woman’s voice. He sighed and 
muttered into his stubbly red beard: 
“Lucky devil!” Then, hunching his shoul- 
ders, he set out with long flat-footed 
strides down the white road which led 
across the downs. : 


Il 


HYSs kicked some mud off his boots, 
the labourer, Martin Crosby, said to 
his wife: 

“Dinner ready?” 

Emma Crosby was wringing out some 
clothes. Her face was shiny with the steam 
and the heat of the day. She answered 
petulantly: 

“No, it isn’t. You'll have to wait another 
ten minutes, the *taters aren’t cooked. 
[’ve enough to do this morning I can tell 
yer, what with the washing, and Lizzie 
screaming with her teeth, and the biler 
going wrong.” 

“Ugh! There’s allus somethin’.” 

Martin knew there was no appeal 
against delay. He had been married four 
years; he knew his wife’s temper and 
mode of life sufficiently well. He went 
out into the garden and lighted his pipe. 
The fowls clucked round his feet and he 
kicked them away. He, too, was hungry. 
However, there would be food of a sort 
—in time. Some greasy pudding and po- 
tatoes boiled to a liquid mash, a piece 
of cheese perhaps. Well, there it was. 
When you work in the open air all day 
you can eat anything. The sun was pleas- 
ant on his face, the shag pungent and 
comforting. If only old Emma weren't 
such a muddler! A good enough piece of 
goods when at her best, but always in a 
muddle, always behind time, no manage- 
ment, and then resentful because things 
went wrong. Lizzie: seven months old and 
two teeth through already and another 
coming. A lovely child, the spit and image 
of—what her mother must have been. 
Next time it would be a boy. Life wasn’t 
so bad—really. 

The gate clicked, and the tall figure of 
Ambrose Baines appeared. He was dressed 
in a corduroy coat and knickers, stout 
brown gaiters and square thick boots. 
Tucked under his arm.was a gun with 
its two barrels pointing at the ground. He 
was the gamekeeper to Sir Septimus 
Letter. He stood just inside the gate and 
called out: 

“Mornin’, Martin.” 

Martin replied: “Mornin’.” 

“I was just passin’. The missus says 
you can have a cookin’ or so of runner 
beans if you wants ’em. We’ve got more 
than enough, and I hear as yours is 
blighty.” 

“Oh! . .. ay, thank’ee.” 

“Middlin’ hot to-day.” 

“Ay... terrible hot.” 

“When’ll you be comin’?” 

“Pll stroll over now. There’s nowt to 

do. I’m waitin’ dinner. I ’specks it'll be 
a half-hour or so. You know what Emma 
is.” 
He went inside and fetched a basket. 
He said nothing to his wife, but rejoined 
Baines in the road. They strolled through 
the cutting and got into the back of the 
gamekeeper’s garden just inside the 
wood. Martin went along the row and 
filled his basket. Baines left him and went 
into his cottage. He could hear Mrs. 
Baines singing and washing. up. 

Of course they had had their dinner. It 
would be like that. Mrs. Baines was a 


| marvel. On one or two occasions Martin 
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had entered their cottage. Everything was 
spick and span, and done on time. The 
two children always seemed to be clean | 
and quiet. There were pretty pink cur- 
tains and framed oleographs. Mrs. Baines 
could cook, and she led the hymns at 
church—so they said. Even the garden 
was neat, and trim, and fruitful. Of course 
their runner beans would be prolific 
whilst his failed. Mrs. Baines appeared 
at the door and called out: 

“Mornin, Mr. Crosby.” 

He replied gruffly: 
Baines.” 

“Middlin’ hot.” 

“Ay ... terrible hot.” 

She was not what you would call a 
pretty, attractive woman; but she was 
natty, competent, irrepressibly cheerful. 
She would make a shilling go as far as 
Emma would a pound. The cottage had 
five rooms, all in a good state of repair. 
The roof had been newly thatched. All 
this was done for him, of course, by his 
employer. He paid no rent; Martin had 
to pay five shillings a week, and then the 
roof leaked, and the bailer never worked 
properly—but perhaps that was Emm’s 
fault. He picked up his basket and strolled 
toward the outer gate. As he did so, he 
heard the two children laughing, and 
Baines’s voice joining in. 

“Some people do have luck,” Martin 
murmured, and went back to his wife. 


“Mornin’, Mrs. 


Ill 


Jack and Jill went up the hill 
To fetch a pail of water; 

Jack fell down and broke his crown 
And Jill came tumbling after! 


1 WAS very pretty—the way Winny 
Baines sang that, balancing the smaller 
boy on her knee, and jerking him sky- 
ward on the last word. Not what the 
world would call a pretty woman, but 
pretty enough to Ambrose, with her clear 
skin, kind motherly eyes, and thin brown 
hair. Her voice had a quality which some- 
how always expressed her gentle and un- 
conquerable nature. 

“She’s too good for me,” Ambrose 
would think at odd moments. “She didn’t. 
ought to be a gamekeeper’s wife. She 
ought to be a lady—with carriages, and 
comforts, and well-dressed friends.” 

The reflection would stir in him a feel- 
ing of sullen resentment, tempered with 
pride. She was a wonderful woman. She 
managed so well; she never complained. 
Of course, so far as the material necessi- 
ties were concerned, there was enough 
and to spare. The cottage was comfortable, 
and reasonably well furnished—so far as 
he could determine. Of food there was 
abundance; game, rabbits, vegetables, 
eggs, fruit. The only thing he had to buy 
in the way of food was milk from the 
farm, and a few groceries from Mr. 
Meads’s shop. He paid nothing for the 
cottage and yet—he would have liked 
to have made things better for Winny. 
His wages were small, and there were 
clothes to buy, all kinds of little inciden- 
tal expenses. .There never seemed a 
chance to save and soon there would be 
the boy’s schooling. 

In spite of the small income, Winny 
always managed to keep herself and the 
children neat and smart, and even to help 
others like the more unfortunate Crosbys. 
She did all the work. of the cottage, the 
care of the children, the mending and 
washing, and still found time to make 
jam, to preserve fruit, to grow flowers, 
and to sing in the church choir. She was 
the daughter of a piano-tuner at Blade- 


“Crisco is now 
creamier—mixes 
faster and is 
smoother 
than ever,” says 


ue Miss Nancy Baker, 


a cooking expert 
from the 
Pacific Coast. 


“I’m a better 
cake-maker than 
ever now I’m 
using the new 


g says Mrs. G. J. Siebel 
. of Long Island, N. Y. 


GOLDEN FRUIT PIE 
A WONDERFULLY TENDER PIE CRUST! Just sift 


2 cups flour with 1 teaspoon salt. Cut in 24 
cup Crisco, and with Crisco now so smooth 
and creamy, blending won’t take a minute! 
Stir in 4 to 5 tablespoons water... just 
enough to catch up the flour so your dough’Il 
roll out easy! For this double crust pie, use 
a hot oven—425 degrees—and 25 minutes 
baking. 

Now, the yummy filling: Soak 114 cups dried 
apricots in 3 cups hot water 10 minutes. 
Add % cup sugar. Cook till tender and stir 
smooth. Mix with 2 sliced bananas (they 
will not discolor in baking). Fills a 9-inch 
pie. 


All Measurements Level. Recipes tested and approved 
by Good Housekeeping Institute. 


Now Creamier! 
Faster- Mixing! 


CRISC 


Le 


“I use new Crisco 
because it’s 
faster-mixing— 
it’s a grand help 
in making cakes 
and pies,” says 
Mrs. C. McClelland 
from Dothan, 

_ Alabama. 


“When company 
comes, I’m proud 
to serve Crisco 
Ppies—the pastry 
is so light and 
tender,” says 
Mrs. Barry Stephens, 

from Dallas, Texas. 

















YOUR STORE CARRIES NEW CREAMIER CRISCO 
NOW! ... either with the familiar white 





SURPRISE YOURSELF! SURPRISE YOUR FAMILY! Get 
the new Crisco. Look at it! That new superb 
creaminess tells you, “New Crisco will give 
everything a wonderful goodness!” 


YOU CAN’T IMAGINE a vegetable shortening 
that’s creamier or mixes easier. This new Crisco 
has been beaten and creamed to perfection . . . 
by Crisco’s new Gyro-Churn Process, costing 
over $1,000,000! 


GET LIGHT, LOVELY CAKES! To save yourself all 
slow hard creaming, just mix new Crisco, sugar 
and eggs all together! That’s Crisco’s easy way 
to whisk up fine fluffy cakes! 


GET TENDER QUICK-BLENDED PASTRY with this 
new Crisco. It cuts in so finely ... gives you 
pie crust that’s shortened ai] through. “So 
tender!” folks will say. 


THIS SNOWY CRISCO is great for frying, too. 
Easy now to get delicious foods, crisp and 
digestible as if baked—without smoke or smell! 


RS «COUT OF 753 COCKING TEACHERS in public 


schools of 439 cities, 96% said: ‘“‘We use 
Crisco in our cooking classes.”’ 
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FIG MALLOW CAKE 


14% cup Crisco 3 teaspoons baking powder 
114 cups sugar 1 teaspoon salt 

2 eggs 1 cup milk 
214 cups flour 1 teaspoon vanilla 


Mix new fast-mixing Crisco with sugar and eggs, 
all together. Add sifted dry ingredients alternately 
with milk. Add vanilla. Bake in 2 square pans 
(8” x 8’) in moderately hot oven (375° F.) 25 to 
30 min. Put together with— 

Spicy Fig Filling: Combine % Ib. figs (chopped) 
with 134 cups water, 44 cup brown sugar. Add 4 
teaspocr each of cinnamon and cloves. Add 1 
tablespoor of chopped lemon rind and pulp. Soak 
44 hour. Cook: till thick. 

Cover caxe with marshmallow icing! 
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label or the new-design blue label. 


March 1939 Good Housekeeping 69 


CROWNING 
COMPLIMENT 


pbedut 





ESS 


Cay San 
e TAVERN CANDLELIGHT wreaths “/ \ 
smiles in beauty; caresses fea- 


tures with gentle high lights. 
Tavern Candles are the peak 
of candlemaking art—fash- 
ioned by artisans. They burn 
charmingly—carefully avoid 
impolite flickering or dripping. 
And their glamorous tints and 
graceful lengths answer the de- 
mands of any decorative plan. 
Ask for Tavern Candles at your 
favorite store. 
They are attrac- 
tively priced. 
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CROWN TAVERN, Cowden, England, 
a hostelry famous for its hospitality, 


where lovely candlelight reigned and eS 


shed itswarm glowas long agoas1570. 


TAVERN CANDLES 


Product of 


CANDLECRAFT STUDIOS 


Socony -Vacuum Oil Company, Inc, 
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stone, and the glamour of this early con- 
nection always hung between Ambrose 
and herself. To him a piano-tuner ap- 
peared a remote and romantic figure. It 
suggested a world of concerts, theatres, 
and Bohemian life. He was never quite 
clear about the precise functions of a 
piano-tuner, but he regarded his wife as 
the daughter of a public man, coming 
from a world far removed from the nar- 
row limits of the life she was forced to 
lead with him. 

In spite of her repeated professions of 
happiness, Ambrose always felt a shade 
suspicious, not of her, but of his own abil- 
ity to satisfy her every demand. Some- 
times he would observe her looking 
round the little rooms, as though she were 
visualizing what they might contain. Per- 
haps she wanted a grand piano, or some 
inlaid chairs, or embroidered coverings. 
He had not the money to buy these 
things, and he knew that she would never 
ask for them; but still it was there—that 
queer gnawing sense of insecurity. At 
dawn he would wander through the cop- 
pices, drenched in dew, the gun under 
his arm, and the dog close to heel. The 
sunlight would come rippling over the 
jewelled leaves, and little clumps of prim- 
roses and violets would reveal themselves. 
Life would be good then, and yet some- 
how—it was not Winny’s life. Only 
through their children did they seem to 
know each other. 


Jack and Jill went up the hill 
To fetch a pail of water; 

Jack fell down and broke his crown 
And Jill came tumbling after! 


“Oo—Ambrose,” the other boy was tug- 
ging at his beard, when Winny spoke. He 
pretended to scream with pain before he 
turned to his wife. 

“Yes, my dear?” 

“Will you be passing Mr. Meads’s shop? 
We have run out of candles.” 

“Oh? Roight be, my love. I'll be nigh 
there afore sundown. I have to order seed 
from Crumblings.” 

He was later than he expected at Mr. 
Meads’s shop. He had to wait whilst sev- 
eral women were being served. The portly 
owner’s new cash register went “tap- 
tapping!” five times before he got a chance 
to say: 

“Fvenin’, Mr. Meads, give us a pound 
of candles, will ye?” 

Mrs. Meads came in through a parlour 
at the back, in a rustling black dress. She 
was going to a Welfare meeting at the 
Vicar’s. She said: 

“Good evening, Mr. Baines, hope you 
are all nicely.” 

A slightly disturbing sight met the eye 
of Ambrose. The parlour door was open, 
and he could see a maid in a cap and 
apron clearing away tea things in the 
gaily furnished room. The Meads had got 
a servant! He knew that Meads was ex- 
tending his business. He had a cheap 
clothing department now, and he was 
building a shed out at the back with the 
intention of supplying petrol to casual 
motorists, but—a servant! 

He picked up his packet of candles and 
muttered gruffly: “Good evenin’.” 

Before he had reached the door he heard 
“Tap-tapping!” His one and twopence had 
gone into the box. As he swung down the 
village street, he muttered to himself: 

“God! I wish I had his money!” 


IV 


HEN Mrs. Meads returned from the 

V welfare meeting at half-past eight, she 

found Mr. Meads waiting for her in the 

parlour, and the supper laid. There was 

cold veal and beetroot, apple pie, cheese 
and stout. 
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“Y’m sorry I’m late, dear,” she said. 
“That’s all right, my love,” replied Mr. 
Meads, not looking up from his news- 


paper. 

“We had a lovely meeting—Mrs. Won- 
nicott was there, and Mrs. Beal, and Mrs. 
Edwin Pillereak, and Mrs. James, and 
Ada, and both the Jamiesons, and the 
Vicar was perfectly sweet. He made two 
lovely speeches.” 

“Oh, that was nice,” said Mr. Meads, 
trying to listen and read a piquant para- 
graph about a divorce case at the same 
time. ; 

“T should think you want your supper.” 

“T’m ready when you are, my love.” 

Mr. Meads put down his newspaper, 
and drawing his chair up to the table, 
began to set about the veal. He was dis- 
tinctly a man for his victuals. He carved 
rapidly for her, and less rapidly for him- 
self. From this you must not imagine that 
he treated his wife meanly. On the con- 
trary, he gave her a large helping, but 
a close observer could not help detecting 
that when carving for himself he seemed 
to take more interest in his job. Then he 
rang a little tinkly hand-bell and the new 
maid appeared. 


“XO INTO the shop, my dear,” he said, 

“and get me a pot of pickled walnuts 
from the second shelf on the left before 
you come to them bales of calico.” 

The maid went, and Mrs. Meads 
clucked: 

“Um—being a bit extravagant to-night, 
John.” 

“The labourer is worthy of his hire,” 
quoted Mr. Meads sententiously. He put 
up a barrage of veal in the forefront of 
his mouth—he had no back’ teeth, but 
managed to penetrate it with an opaque 
rumble of sound. “Besides we had a good 
day to-day—done a lot of business. Pass 
the stout—” 

“I’m glad to hear it,’ replied Mrs. 
Meads. “It’s about time things began to 
improve, considerin’ what we’ve been 
through. Mrs. Wonnicott was wearin’ her 
biscuit-coloured taffeta with a new lace 
yoke. She looked smart, but a bit ‘stiff 
for the Welfare to my way of thinkin’.” 

“Ah!” came rumbling through the veal. 

“Oh, and did I tell you Mrs. Mounthead 
was there, too? She was wearing her 
starched ninon—no end of a swell she 
looked.” , 

Mr. Meads’s eyes lighted with definite 
interest at last. Mrs. Mounthead wes the 
wife of James Mounthead, the proprietor 
of that handsome hostelry, “The Die is 
Cast.” When his long day’s work was over 
Mr. Meads would not infrequently pop 
into “The Die is Cast” for an hour or so 
before closing time and have a long chat 
with Mr. James Mounthead. He swal- 
lowed half a glass of stout at a gulp, and 
helped himself liberally to the pickled 
walnuts which the maid had just brought 
in. jBveins the walnuts thoughtfully, he 
said: 
“Oh, so she’s got into it, too, has she?” 

“Yes, she’s really quite a pleasant body. 
She told me coming down the street that 
her husband has just bought Bolder’s 
farm over at Pondhurst. He’s setting up 
his son there who’s marrying Kate Stey- 
ning. Her people have got a bit of money, 
too, so they’ll be all right. By the way, 
we haven’t heard from Charlie for nearly 
three weeks.” 7 

Mr. Meads sighed. Why were women 
always like that? There was Edie. He 
was trying to tell her that things were 
improving, going well in fact. The shed 
for petrol and motor accessories was 
nearly finished; the cheap clothing de- 
partment was in full swing; he had in- 
dulged in pickled walnuts for supper (her 
supper, too); and there she must needs 
talk about—Charlie! Everybody in the 
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“There was no mystery about it, 
folks! What the canary needed was 
the Jift in French’s Bird Biscuit. If 
you could hear the new lilt to his 
song—and see how he has perked up 
—you, too, would keep a French’s 
Bird Biscuit in your canary’s cage!” 


You'll find a French’s Bird Biscuit 
(worth 10c) in every package of 


French’s Bird Seed — aahnee 
Ser ig : u 
America’s favorite balanced cur aP 
e 


diet for canaries. 





French’s Bird Gravel 
Aids Digestion 


French: 


BIRD SEED ad BISCUIT 


Free Canary Book 


to users of Freach’s. New edition; 76 pages; 
beautifully illustrated; 12 pages in colors. 
Expert advice on care and treatment of 
canaries. Helpful. Authoritative. Mail box 
top from French’s Bird Seed or French's 
Bird Gravel, with Coupon below. 





The R. T. French Co., 2299 Mustard Street, 
Rochester, N. Y. 


Enclosed is box top from French’s. Send me New 
Canary Book postpaid. 


Address---------- 
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neighburhood knew that their son Charlie 
was up in London, and not doing himself 
or anybody else any good. And almost 
in the same breath she must needs talk 
about old Mounthead’s son. Everyone 
knew that young Mounthead was a prom- 
ising, industrious fellow. Oh! and so James 
had bought him Bolder’s farm, had he? 
That cost a pretty penny, he knew. Just 
bought a farm, had he? Not put the money 
into his business; just bought it in the 
way that he, Sam Meads, might buy a 
gramophone, or an umbrella. Psaugh! 

“T don’t want no tart,” he said, on ob- 
serving Edie begin to carve it. 

“No tart!” she exclaimed. “Why, what’s 
wrong?” 

“Oh, I don’t know,” he replied. “Don’t 
feel like it—working too hard—bit flatu- 
lent. I'll go out for a stroll after supper.” 

An hour later he was leaning against 
the bar of “The Die 
is Cast,’ drinking 
gin and water, and 
listening to Mr. 
Mounthead dis- 
course on dogs. The 
bar of “The Die is 
Cast” was a self- 
constituted village 
club. Other cronies 
drifted in. They were 
all friends of both 
Mr. Meads and Mr. 
Mounthead. Mrs. 
Mounthead seldom 
appeared in the bar, 
but there was a pot- 
man and a barmaid 
named Florrie; and 
somewhere in the 
rear a cook, two 
housemaids, a scul- 
lerymaid, a boy for 
knives and _ boots, 
and an ostler. Mr. 
Mounthead had a 
victoria and a gov- 
erness car, as well 
as a van for business 
purposes, a brown 
mare and a pony. 
He also had his own 
farm well stocked 
with pigs, cattle, and 
poultry. While tak- 
ing his guests’ 
money in a sleepy leisurely way, he re- 
galed them with the rich fruits of his opin- 
ions and experiences. Later on he dropped 
casually that he was engaging an overseer 
at four hundred a year to take his son’s 
place. And Mr. Meads glanced round the 
bar and noted the shining glass and pew- 
ter, the polished mahogany, the little pink 
and green glasses winking at him in- 
solently. 

“FTe doesn’t know what work is either,” 
suddenly occurred to him. Mr. Mount- 
head’s work consisted mostly in a little 
bookkeeping, and in ordering people 
about. He only served in the shop as a 
kind of social relaxation. If he, Sam 
Meads, didn’t serve in his shop himself 
all day from’ early morning till late eve- 
ning, goodness knows what would hap- 
| pen to the business. Besides—the pettiness 

of it all! Little bits of cheese, penny tins 

of mustard, string, weighing out sugar and 
biscuits, cutting bacon, measuring off rib- 
| bons and calico, and flannelette. People 
| gossiping all day, and running up little 
accounts it was always hard to collect. But 
here—oh, the snappy quick profit. Every- 
body paying on the nail, served in a sec- 
ond, and what a profit! Enough to buy a 
farm for a son as though it was—an um- 
brella. 

Walking home, a little dejectedly, later 
| on, he struck the road with his stick, and 
| muttered: 
| “Damn that man!” 





As life, 
I will not fear. 
Ill shed no tear, 


Gray height. 





As life, 


I love life so! 
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NO FEAR 
By Myrtle Vorst Sheppard 


IF death be only half as sweet 


Nor will I ask my friends to weep; 
But quietly go, like melting snow 
Upon a mountain’s steep 


Or wafted gently on a breeze, 
Til drift away among the trees, 
Like lovers’ laughter 

Echoing down a lane. 

Or I will follow, willingly, 
The soft spring rain 

Around the river’s bend. 

I'll go as quietly as robins 

At the summer’s end. 

If death be only half as sweet 


I will not fear to go. 


Vv 


M®=: JAMES MOUNTHEAD was rather 

pleased with her starched ninon. She 
leant back luxuriously in the easy chair, 
yawned, and pressed her hands along the 
sides of her well-fitting skirt. Gilt bangles 
round her wrists rattled pleasantly during 
this performance. A paste star glittered on 
her ample bosom. She heard James mov- 
ing ponderously on the landing below; the 
bar had closed. He came puffily up the 
stairs and opened the door. 

“A nightcap, Queenie?” he wheezed 
through the creaking machinery of his 
respiratory organs. 

Mrs. Mounthead smiled brightly. “I 
think I will tonight, Jim.” 

He went to a cabinet and poured out 
two mixed drinks. He handed his wife 
one, and raising the other to his lips, said: 

“Well, here’s to 
the boy!” 

“Here’s to James 
the Second!” she re- 
plied, and drank 
deeply. Her eyes 
sparkled. Mrs. 
Mounthead was ex- 
cited. The bangles 
clattered against the 
glass as she set it 
down. 

“Come and give 
me a kiss, old dear,” 
she said, leaning 
back. 

Without 
any great show of 
enthusiasm, James 
did as he was bid- 
den. He, too, was a 
little excited, but his 
excitement was less 
amorous than com- 
mercial. He had paid 
nearly twelve hun- 
dred pounds less for 
Bolder’s farm than 
he had expected. The 
news of his purchase 
was all over the 
neighborhood. It had 
impressed everyone. 
People looked at him 
differently. He was 
becoming a big man, 
the big man in those parts. He could buy 
another farm tomorrow, and it wouldn’t 
break him. And the boy—the boy was a 
good boy; he would do well, too. 

A little drink easily affected Mrs. 
Mounthead. She became garrulcus. 

“IT had a good time at the Welfare, 
though some of the old cats didn’t like me, 
I know. Ha, ha, ha, what do I care? We 
could buy the whole lot up if we wanted 
to, except perhaps the Wonnicotts. Mine 
was the only frock worth.a tinker’s cuss. 
Lord! You should have seen old Mrs. 
Meads! Looked like a washerwoman on a 
Sunday. The Vicar was ever so nice. He 
called me madam, and said he ‘oped I 
often come. I gave a fiver to the fund. 
Ha, ha, ha, I didn’t tell ’em that I made 
it backing ‘Ringcross’ for the Nunhead 
Stakes yesterday! They’d have died.” 

During this verbal explosion, James 
Mounthead thoughtfully regarded his 
glass. And he thought to himself: “Um. 
It’s a pity Queenie gives herself away 
sometimes.” He didn’t particularly want 
to hear about the Welfare. He wanted to 
talk about “James the Second” and the 
plans for the future. He wanted to indulge 
in the luxury of talking about their suc- 
cess, but he didn’t want to boast about 
wealth in quite that way. He had queer 
ambitions not unconnected with the land 
he lived on. He had not always been in 
the licensing trade. His father had been 
a small landed proprietor and a stock 
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NOW NOURISHING 


PRECIOUS 


OH YES, MOTHER! 
DOCTOR SAYS NUCOA 
GIVES AS MUCH FOOD- 
ENERGY AS THE MOST 
EXPENSIVE SPREAD FOR 
BREAD —3,300 CALORIES 
PER POUND. AND NOW 
NUCOA ALSO GIVES 
THEM VITAMIN A! 


SO YOURE SPREADING 
THE CHILDREN'S BREAD 
WITH NUCOA Now ? 


| WELL, NUCOA TASTES DELICIOUS—SO 
DIFFERENT FROM OLD-TIME MARGARINES 


IT /S DIFFERENT! 
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MADE FROM PURE 

VEGETABLE OILS, 
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INCS, 


WE HEAR A LOT 
NOWADAYS ABOUT 
HOW THESE KID- 
DIES NEED " 
VITAMIN AS 


(M CERTAINLY GOING TO 
SWITCH TO NUCOA,TOO! 
THIS NUCOA CAKE HAS 
WONDERFUL FLAVOR— 
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CHILDREN AND GROWN-UPS, TOO! 
AND EVERY POUND OF NUCOA 
CONTAINS AT LEAST, 
7,500 UNITS OF 
VITAMIN Af THE 
| YEAR AROUND! 
/T NEVER VARIES! 


YET THINK OF THE 


MONEY IT SAVES ME EACH 


WEEK ! 


HELLMANN'S 


NUCOA GIVES LUXURIOUS 
FLAVOR TO ALL MY COOK- 
| ING, MOTHER—SEASON- 
| ING, BAKING, OR FRYING. 
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MONE OF THE BEST 


THE WHOLESOME “THRIFT SPREAD” FOR BREAD 
... SAVES YOU MONEY ON EVERY POUND! 


For the table, color Nucoa golden yellow— 
with the pure Color-Wafer in each package. 
For cooking, use Nucoa as it comes—a nat- 
ural pure white. Nucoa has a deliciously 
smooth, “workable” texture —easy to cream 


and to spread. 


BEST FOODS REAL MAYONNAISE 
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Concentrated Super Suds in the 





Blue Box Gives Twice the Suds 


1,200,000 Women Now Using Amaz- 
ing New Laundry Soap that Washes 
Clothes up to 25% Whiter! 





Here is the last word in granulated soap—a super-cleansing soap 
that actually, surpasses other less modern package laundry soaps in 


FIVE IMPORTANT WAYS! 


This amazing super soap is the new 
CONCENTRATED SUPER SUDS in the 
blue box. It is TAILOR-MADE to the 
order of American women! .. . For 
7,000 housewives, testing the most 
popular brands of granulated soaps in 
their own homes, told us exactly what 
they wanted in the perfect laundry soap. 
The Colgate-Palmolive-Peet Company 
spent over a million dollars to make 
and perfect Concentrated Super Suds! 


Already more than 1,200,000 wom- 
en are using this new super soap... 
and getting simply amazing results! 
For this new Concentrated Super Suds 
in the blue box gives you: 


1. SUPER ACTION! Twice as much suds, 
cup for cup, as less modern package 
soaps—richer suds in hardest water— 
thicker suds, that last three times as 
long. You don’t need to add extra 
soap to finish the job! 


2. SUPER SPEED! Bursts into rich suds 
in 5 seconds! Soaks dirt free in 10 
minutes! Grime and grease dissolved 
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breeder; a man of stern, unrelenting prin- 
ciples. From his father he, James Mount- 
head, had inherited a kind of reverence 
for the ordered development of land and 
cattle, an innate respect for the sanctity 
of tradition, caste, property and fair deal- 
ing. His wife had always been in the li- 
censing trade. She was the daughter of 
a publican at Pondhurst. As a girl she had 
served in the bar. All her relations were 
licensing people. When she had a little to 
drink—she was apt to display her worst 
side, to give herself away. James sighed. 

“Did Mrs. Wonnicott say anything about 
her husband?” he asked, to change the 
subject. 

“You bet she did. Tried to put it across 
us—when I told her about us buying 
Bolder’s farm—said her old man had 
thought of bidding for it, but he knew it 
was poor in root crops and the soil was 
no good for corn, and that Sturge had 
neglected the place too long. The old cat! 
I said: ‘Yes, and p’raps it wouldn’t be 
convenient to pay for it just now, after 
’aving bought a lawn mower!’ Ha, ha, ha. 
He, he, he. O my!” 

“I shouldn’t have said that,” mumbled 
Mr. Mounthead, who knew, however, that 
anything was better than one of Queenie’s 
violent reactions to quarrelsomeness. 
“Come on, let’s go and turn in, old girl.” 

An hour later, James Mounthead was 
tossing restlessly between the sheets. 
Queenie’s reference to the Wonnicotts 
had upset him. He could read between 
what she had said sufficiently to envis- 
age a scene, which he himself deplored. 
Queenie, of course, had given herself 
away again to Mrs. Wonnicott. He knew 
that both the Wonnicotts despised her, 
and through her, him. He had probably 
as much money as Lewis Wonnicott, if 
not more. He certainly had a more fluid 
and accumulative way of making it, but 
there the matter stopped. Wonnicott was 
a gentleman; his wife a lady. He, James, 
might have been as much a gentleman as 
Wonnicott if—circumstances had been 
different. Queenie could never be a lady 
in the sense that Mrs. Wonnicott was a 
lady. Wonnicott led the kind of life he 
would like to live—a gentleman farmer, 
with hunters, a little house property, and 
some sound vested interests; a man with 
a great knowledge of land, horses, finance, 
and politics. 

He loved Queenie in a. queer enduring 
kind of way. She had been loyal to him, 
and she had satisfied most of his needs. 
She loved him, but he knew that he could 
never attain the goal of his vague ambi- 
tions, with her clinging to his heels. He 
thought of Lewis Wonnicott sleeping in 
his white panelled bedroom with chintz 
curtains and old furniture, and his wife 
in the adjoining room, where the bay win- 
dow looked out onto the downs; and the 
heart of James became bitter with envy. 


VI 


“T DON’T think I shall attend those Wel- 
fare meetings any more,” remarked 


Mrs. Lewis Wonnicott with a slight drawl. | 


She gathered up her letters from the 
breakfast table and walked to the window. 

In the garden below, Leach, the gar- 
dener, was experimenting with a new 
mower on the well-clipped lawns. The 
ramblers on the pergola were at their 
best. Her husband in a broad check suit 
and a white stock, looked up from The 
Times and said: 

“Oh, how is that, my dear?” 

“They are getting such awful people in. 
That dreadful woman, the wife of Mount- 
head, the publican, has joined.” 

“Old Mounthead’s all right—not a bad 
sort. He knows a gelding from a blood 
mare.” 

“That may be, but his wife is the limit. 


I happened to say something about the 
new mower, and she was simply rude. An 
awful vulgar person, wears spangles, and 
boasts about the money her husband 
makes out of selling whisky.” 

“By gad! I bet he does, too. I wouldn’t 
mind having a bit in his pub. Do you see 
Canadian Pacifics are still stagnant?” 

“Lewis, I sometimes wish you wouldn’t 
be so material. You think about nothing 
but money.” 

“Oh, come, my dear, I’m interested in a 
crowd of other things—things which I 


-don’t make money out of, too.” 


“For instance?” { 

“The land, the people who work on it, 
horses, cattle, game, the best way to do 
things for everybody. Besides, ain’t I in- 
terested in the children? The two girls’ 
careers at Bedales? Young Ralph at 
Rugby and going up to Cambridge next 
year?” 

“You know they’re there, but how 
much interest you take, I couldn’t say.” 

“What is it you want me to do, my 
dear?” 

“I think you might bestir yourself to 
get amongst better people. The girls will 
be leaving school soon and coming home. 
We know no one, no one at all in the 
neighborhood.” 

_ “No one at all! Jeminy! Why, we know 
everyone!” 

“You spend all your time among horse- 
breeders and cattle-dealers, and people 
like Mounthead, and occasionally call on 
the Vicar, but who is there of any impor- 
tance that we know?” 

“Lord! What do you want? Do you want 
me to go and call at Crawshay Park, and 
ask Sir Septimus and Lady Letter to 
come and make up a four at bridge?” 

“Don’t be absurd! You know quite well 
that the Letters are entirely inaccessible. 
He’s not only an M. P. and owner of half 
the newspapers in the country, but a mil- 
lionaire. They entertain house parties of 
ministers and dukes, and even royalty. 
They can afford to ignore even the county 
people themselves. But there are others. 
We don’t even know the county.” 

“Who, for instance?” 

“Well, the Burnabys. You met St. John 
Burnaby at the Constitutional Club two 
or three times and yet you have never at- 
tempted to follow it up. They’re very nice 
people and neighbours. And they have 
three boys all in the twenties, and the girl 
Sheila—she’s just a year younger than 
Ralph.” ( 

“My word! Who’s being material now?” 

“It-isn’t material, it’s just—thinking of 
the children.” 


ES OMEN are wonderful,” muttered 

Lewis Wonnicott into his white stock, 
without raising his head. Mrs. Wonnicott 
swept to the door. Her thin lips were 
drawn in a firm straight line. Her refined 
hard little face appeared pinched and pet- 
ulant. With her hand on the door-handle 
she said acidly: 

“Tf you can spare half an hour from 
your grooms and pigs, I think you might 
at least do this to please me—call on Mrs. 
Burnaby to-day.” 

And she went out of the room, shutting 
the door crisply. 

“Oh, Jiminy-Piminy!” muttered Mr. 
Wonnicott. “Jiminy-Piminy!” 

He stood up and shook himself. Then 
with feline intentness he walked quickly 
to the French window, and opening it 
walked down the steps into the garden. 
All the way to the sunk rose-garden he 
kept repeating, “Jiminy-Piminy!” 

Once among the rose-bushes he lighted 
his pipe. (His wife objected to smoking 
in the house.) He blew clouds of tobacco 
smoke amongst imaginary green-fly. Oc- 
casionally he would glance furtively out 
at the view across the downs. Half buried 
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amongst the elms near Basted Old Church 
he could just see the five red gables of the 
Burnabys’ capacious mansion. 

“I can’t do it,” he thought. “I can’t do 
it, and I shall have to do it.” 

It was perfectly true he had been intro- 
duced to St. John Burnaby and had spoken 
to him once or twice. It was also true that 
Burnaby had never given any evidence 
of wishing to follow up the acquaintance- 
ship. 

Bit of a swell, Burnaby, connected 
with all sorts of people, member of half 
a dozen clubs, didn’t race but went in for 
golf, and had a shooting box in Scotland. 
Some said he had political ambitions, and 
meant to try for Parliament at the next 
election. He didn’t racket round in a check 
suit and a white stock and mix with 
grooms and farm hands; he kept up the 
flair of the gentleman, the big man, even 
in the country. He had two cars, and three 
acres of conservatory, and peacocks, and 
a son in the diplomatic service, a daughter 
married to a bishop. His wife, too, came 
of a poor but aristocratic family. Over at 
the “Five Gables” they kept nine garden- 
ers and twenty odd servants. Everything 
was done tip-top. 

Lewis Wonnicott turned and regarded 
his one old man gardener, trying the new 
mower, which Mrs. Mounthead had been 
so rude about to Dorothy. Poor Dorothy! 
She was touchy, that’s what it was. Of 
course she did think of the children—no 
getting away from it. She was ambitious 
more for them than for herself or himself. 
She had given up being ambitious for him. 
He knew that she looked upon him as a 
slacker, a kind of cabbage. Well, perhaps 
he had been. He hadn’t accomplished all. 
he ought to. He had loved the land, the 
feel of horse-flesh, the smell of wet earth 
when the morning dews were on it. He 
had been a failure ... a failure. He was 
not up to county people. He was unworthy 
of his dear wife’s ambitions. Jiminy- 
Piminy! It would be a squeeze to send 
Ralph up to Cambridge next year! 

He looked across the valley at the five 
red gables among the elms, and sighed. 

“Lucky devil!” he murmured. “Damn it 
all! I suppose I must go.” 


Vil 


yoo don’t seem to realize the impor- 
tance of it,” said Gwendolen St. John 
Burnaby as her husband leant forward 
on his seat on the terrace, and tickled the 
ear of Jinks, the Airedale. “A career in 
the diplomatic service without influence 
is about as likely to be a success as a— 
as a performance on a violin behind a 
sound-proof curtain. There’s Lal, wast- 
ing his—his talents and genius at that 
wretched little embassy at Oporto, and all 
you've got to do is to drive three miles to 
Crawshay Park and put the matter before 
Sir Septimus.” 

“These things always seem so simple 
to women,” answered St. John, a little 
peevishly. 

“Well, isn’t it true? Do you deny that 
he has the power?” 

“Of course he has power, my dear, but 
you may not realize the kind of life a man 
like that lives. Every minute of the day 
is filled up, all kinds of important things 
crowding each other out. He’s always been 
friendly enough to me, and yet every time 
I meet him I have an idea he has forgotten 
who I am. He deals in movements in which 
men are only pawns. If I told him about 
Lal he would say yes, he would do what 
he could—make a note of it, and forget 
about it directly I turned my back.” 

Mrs. St. John Burnaby stamped her ele- 
gant Louis heels. 

‘Is nothing ever worth trying?” 

“Don't be foolish, Gwen, haven't I tried? 
Haven’t I ambition?” 
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“For yourself, yes. I am thinking of Lal.” 

“Women always think of their sons be- 
fore their husbands. He knows I’ve backed 
his party for all I’m worth. He knows I’m 
standing for the constituency next time. 
When I get elected will be the moment. 
I shall then have a tiny atom of power. 
For a man without even a vote in Parlia- 
ment do you think Letter is going to waste 
his time?” 

“Obstinate!” muttered Mrs. Burnaby 
with metallic clearness. The little lines 
round the eyes and mouth of a face that 
had once been beautiful became accentu- 
ated in the clear sunlight. The constant 
stress of ambitious desires had quickened 
her vitality, but in the process had aged 
her body before its time. She knew that 
her husband was ambitious, too, but there 
was always just that little something he 
lacked in the great moments, just that 
little special effort that might have landed 
him among the gods—or in the House of 
Lords. 

He had been successful enough in a 
way. He had made money—a hundred 
thousand or so—in brokerage and dealing 
indirectly in various manufactured com- 
modities; but he had not even attained a 
knighthood or a seat in Parliament. His 
heavy dark face betokened power and 
courage, but not vision. He was indeed as 
she had said—obstinate. In minnow circles 
he might appear a triton, but living within 
the same county as Sir Septimus Letter— 
Bah! 

About to leave him, her movement was 
arrested by the approach of a butler fol- 
lowed by a gentleman in a check suit and 
a white stock, looking self-conscious. 

Mrs. St. John Burnaby raised her lor- 
gnette. “One of these local people,” she 
reflected. 


ON BEING announced the gentleman in 
the check suit exclaimed rapidly: 
“Excuse the liberty I take—neighbours, 
don’t you know. Remember me at the 
Constitutional, Mr. Burnaby? Thought I 
would drop in and pay my respects.” 

St. John Burnaby nodded. 

“Oh, yes, yes, quite. I remember, Mr.— 
er—Mr.—” 

“Wonnicott.” 

“Oh yes, of course. How do you do? 
My wife—Mr. Wonnicott.” 

The wife and the Wonnicott bowed to 
each other, and there was an uncom- 
fortable pause. At last Mr. Wonnicott 
managed to say: 

“We live over at Wimpstone, just across 
the valley—my wife, the girls are at 
school, boy’s up at Rugby.” - 

“Oh yes—really?” This was Mrs. Bur- 
naby, who was thinking to herself: 

“The man looks like a dog fancier.” 

“Very good school,” said St. John Bur- 
naby. “Hot to-day, isn’t it!” 

“Yes, it’s exceedingly warm.” 

“Do you golf?” 

“No, I don’t golf. I ride a bit.” 

“You must excuse me,” said Mrs. St. 
John Burnaby, “I have got to get a trunk 
call to London.” 

She fluttered away across the terrace, 
and into the house. Mr. Wonnicott chatted 
away for several minutes, but St. John 
Burnaby was preoccupied and monosyl- 
labic. 

The visitor was relieved to rescue his 
hat at last and make his escape. Walk- 
ing down the drive he thought: 

“It’s no good. He dislikes me.” 

As a matter of fact St. John Burnaby 
was not thinking about him at all. He 
was thinking of Sir Septimus Letter, the 
big man, the power he would have liked 
to have been. He ground his teeth and 
clenched his fists. 

“Damn it!” he muttered, “I will not ap- 
peal for young Lal. Let him fight his own 
battles.” 
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ON a certain day that summer when the 
sun was at its highest in the heavens, 
Sir Septimus Letter stood by the bureau 
in his cool library and conversed with his 
private secretary. 

Sir Septimus was wearing what ap- 
peared to be a ready-made navy serge suit 
and a low collar. His hands were thrust 
into his trouser pockets. The sallow face 
was heavily marked, the strangely restless 
eyes peered searchingly beneath dark 
brows which almost met in one continuous 
line. The chin was finely modelled, but 
not too strong. It was not indeed what is 
usually known as a strong face. It had 
power, but of the kind which has been 
mellowed by the friction of every human 
experience. It had alert intelligence, a 
penetrating absorption, above all things 
it indicated vision. The speech and the 
movements were incisive; the short wiry 
body a compact tissue of nervous energy. 
He listened with the watchful intensity 
of a dog at a rabbit-hole. Through the 
door at the end of the room could be heard 
the distant click of many typewriters. 

The secretary was saying: 

“The third reading of the Nationaliza- 
tion of Paper Industries Bill comes on at 
five-thirty, sir. Boneham will be up, and 
I do not think you will be called till seven. 
You will, of course however, wish to hear 
what he has to say.” 

“tT know what he’ll say. You can cut 
that out, Roberts. Get Libby to give me 
a précis at six forty-five.” 

“Very good, sir. Then there will be time 
after the Associated News Service Board 
at four to see the minister with regard 
to this question of packing meetings in 
East Riding. Lord Lampreys said he would 
be pleased if I could fix an appointment. 
He has some information.” 

“Right. What line are Jennins and Cast- 
well taking over this?” 

“They’re trying to side-track the issue. 
They have every unassociated newspaper 
in the North against you.” 

; “Hm, h’m. Well, we've fought them be- 
ore.” 

“Yes, sir. The pressure is going to be 
greater this time, but everyone has con- 
fidence you will get them down.” 


HE little man’s eyes sparkled. “Rob- 

erts, get through on the private wire to 
—Lambe; no, get through to all of them, 
and make it quite clear. This is not to be 
a party question. They’re to work the 
unctuous rectitude stuff, you know—lib- 
erty of the subject and so on.” 

“Very good, sir. The car comes at one- 
fifteen. You are lunching with Cranmer 
at Shorn Towers, the Canadian paper in- 
terests will be strongly represented there. 
I will be at Whitehall Court at three with 
the despatches. It would be advisable, if 
possible, to get Loeb of the finance com- 
mittee. Oh, by the way, sir, I had to ad- 
vise you from Loeb. They have received 
a cabled report of the expert’s opinion 
from Labrador. There are two distinct 
seams of coal on that land you bought in 
07. A syndicate from Buffalo have made 
an offer. They offer a million and a quar- 
ter dollars down.” 

“What did we pay?” 

“One hundred and twenty thousand.” 

“Don’t sell.” 

“Very good, sir.” 

“Have you seen my wife, lately?” 
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“T have not seen Lady Letter for some 
days, sir. I believe she is at Harrogate.” 

The little man sighed, and drew out a 
cigarette case, opened it and offered one 
to Roberts, who accepted it with an ele- 
gant gesture. Then he snapped it to, and 
replaced it in his pocket. 

“Damn it, Roberts, Reeves says I mustn’t 
smoke.” 

“Oh, dear!—only a temporary disability, 
T trust, sits 

“Everything is temporary, Roberts.” 

With his hands still in his pockets, he 
walked abstractedly out of the room. A 
little ormolu clock in the outer corridor 
indicated twenty minutes to one. The car 
was due at one-fifteen. Thirty-five min- 
utes: oh, to escape for only that brief 
period! Through the glass doors he could 
see his sister, talking to two men in golfing 
clothes, some of the house party. The 
house party was a perpetual condition at 
Crawshay. He turned sharply to the right, 
and went through a corridor leading out 
to the rear of the garage. He hurried along 
and escaped to a path between two tomato 
houses. In a few moments he was lost to 
sight. He passed through a shrubbery, and 
came to a clearing. Without slackening his 
pace, he walked across it, and got amongst 
some trees. The trees of Crawshay Park— 
his trees! . .. He looked up at the tower- 
ing oaks and elms. Were they his trees— 
because he had bought them? They were 
there years before he was born. They 
would be there years after his death. He 
was only passing through them—a fugi- 
tive. “Everything is temporary, Rob- 
erts—” Yes, even life itself. Jennins and 
Castwell! Of course they wanted to get 
him down! Were they the only ones? Does 
one struggle to the top without hurting 
others to get there? Does one get to the 
top without making enemies? Does one 
get to the top without suffering, and bit- 
terness, and remorse? The park sloped 
down to a low stone wall, with an opening 
where one could obtain a glorious view 
across the weald of Sussex. The white 
ribbon of a road stretched away into in- 
finity. 

As he stood there, he saw a dark 
swarthy figure clamber down a bank, and 
stand hesitating in the middle of the road. 


‘He was a tramp with a stubbly red beard 


nearly concealing his face, and a filthy 
black green suit. In his hand he carried 
a red handkerchief containing his worldly 
belongings—a door-knob, a portion of a 
foot-rule, a tin mug stolen from a work- 
house, some date stones, an onion, the 
ae of a camera, and two empty match 
oxes. , 


Sik SEPTIMUS did not know this fact; 
he merely regarded the tramp as an 
abstraction. He observed him hesitate, ex- 
change a word with a field labourer, look 
up at the sky, hunch his shoulders, and 
suddenly set out with long swinging strides 
down the white road. Whither? There 
stirred within the breast of the millionaire 
a curious wistful longing. Oh, to be free! 
To be free! To walk across those hills 
without a care, without a responsibility. 
The figure, with its easy gait, fascinated 
him. The dark form became smaller and 
smaller, swallowed up in the immensity 
of nature. With a groan, Sir Septimus Let- 
ter buried his face in his hands and mur- 
mured: 3 

“Lucky devil! . 


. - lucky devil! O God! 
If I could die... .” 
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ing GOOD HOUSEKEEPING in advance of any change in your mailing address 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


To see “the new face and form of 

teh Cl MoDaCo) ae hb | 
very best—see the new Chevrolet! Its new 
Aero-Stream Styling, its new Body by Fisher, 
its new Custom-Tailored Interior, all have won 
the unqualified endorsement of men and 
women who appreciate good looks and good 
taste. First in fashion . .. first in quality and 
value ... "'Chevrolet’s the Choice!” 


assis Pee PN am Me ae th ae sth) 

cost) > NEW AERO-STREAM STYLING, NEW BODIES BY FISHER « 

NEW LONGER RIDING-BASE + CHEVROLET'S FAMOUS VALVE-IN- 

HEAD SIX + PERFECTED HYDRAULIC BRAKES » NEW "OBSERVATION 

Pan Se VISIBILITY » PERFECTED KNEE-ACTION RIDING SYSTEM with 

aay eee Shockproof Steering (available on Master De Luxe models only) 
* TIPTOE-MATIC CLUTCH 


CHEVROLET MOTOR DIVISION, General Motors Sales Corporation 
DETROIT, MICHIGAN 








Master De Luxe Sport Sedan... A General Motors Value 
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HIS little tree is jealous of 
Kit-ti’s covering, 
But Mother Nature never will 
Dress him up till spring. 





U-ZEE is cold, but the Big Black Bear 
Is as warm as he can be. 
“J’d like to give you my coat,” he says, 
“But it is a part of me.” 
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BIG storm’s coming, and the Kids are all running for their lives; 
The hare is pacing them because that’s the sport on which he thrives. 
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MICKEY ROONEY’S 
“HUCK FINN” 
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will live long 


in your menory... 





Marx twarn loved Huckleberry Finn best of all—and so do you and I. Huck will never die. 
He will never leave off his monkey shines and his ornery tricks... playing hookey, smoking behind the 
barn, stealing watermelons, telling whoppers. And you and I will never stop chuckling at him...laughing 
with him...swallowing a throat-lump now and then. @At last he comes to the screen.. played by a boy 
who was 4orn to be Huckleberry Finn. A boy whose wholesome personality, impish smile and essential 
“boyishness” proclaim him as the living image of “Huck”. @Mickey Rooney will make you a child again 
—as you watch him splitting a catfish open...plotting against the Duke of Bilgewater and the Lost 
Dauphin... tormenting and protecting black Jim by turns. He’s as honest as Mississippi mud. He’s as 
human as a cold in the nose. He’s the immortal Huckleberry Finn! 


MARK TWAIN’S 


Ho ekleberry H inn 


STARRING 


MICKEY ROONEY 
with WALTER CONNOLLY 
WILLIAM FRAWLEY - REX INGRAM - LYNNE CARVER - JO ANN SAYERS 
Screen Play by Hugo Butler « Directed by Richard Thorpe « Produced by Joseph L. Mankiewicz 
A METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE 





“The Wizard of Oz” (in Technicolor) now in production at the Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Studios 
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.» THAT "YE ” 15 
PRONOUNCED “THE” IN 
“YE OLDE TEA SHOPPE”? 
—/it i 


BORN ON FEBRUARY 22 ? 


Our great first President was born on February 11, 1732, accord- 
ing to the Julian Calendar then in use. Later adoption of the 
Gregorian Calendar, eliminated 11 days; heace date now used. 








Correct pronunciation is the, never ye, since the Y represents the 
Anglo-Saxon or Middle-English symbol (thorn letter) which is 
equivalent to the modern ¢h. 






THAT THERE 
ACTUALLY IS A 
BRUSH WHICH 
WILL REACH 

AND CLEAN THE 
BACK TEETH ? 






_. .THAT BIRDS USUALLY 
SLEEP IN THEIR NESTS ? 


Not true. Birds do not use their nests for sleeping quarters, but 
for reception of eggs and care of young; although occasionally 
a mother bird may drop off to sleep sitting on the eggs. 


© YES! The tuft 


reaches and cleans the 
molars and enables this 
brush to clean every tooth 


F YOU want a tooth brush that gives : 
in the mouth equally well. 


you the sensation of really getting 
down to business in caring for the teeth 
and gums, be sure to try the Pro-phy- 
lac-tic Tooth Brush. 
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Its scientific shape, plus that famous 
tuft on the end, help you reach and 
clean every tooth in the mouth . . . in- 
cluding those hard-to-reach back teeth. 


The bristles in the Pro-phy-lac-tic 
are all genuine .. .not synthetic or imita- 
tion... but Nature’sown, genuine bristles 
which really ‘take hold’’ on the teeth. 


If you like a brush of medium size, 
ask for the ADULT Regular. Those who 
like a small brush, should ask for the 
ADULT Small-Type. Either is 50¢; guar- 
anteed to satisfy or your money back. . 
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Look for 
the rep and 
YELLOW box 


PRO-PHY-LAC-TIC BRUSH CO., Florence, Mass. 


TOOTH 
BRUSH 


Mrs. Spencer’s Maid 


Is Leaving 








(Continued from page 29) 

has been in my employ for the past six 
months,” “that Carrie has been employed 
by me for the past four months’—Two 
months, five months, seven months. Ref- 
erences for a year stamp her as a marvel 
of loyalty, and steadfastness, and anything 
over a year’s length is scarcely to be 
credited. 

This constant turnover, this incessant 
hiring and firing, is devastating to em- 
ployer and houseworker alike. What are 
the reasons for it on both sides? 

The employer complains that her 
helpers have been incompetent, insolent, 
indifferent, or inexperienced—perhaps all 
these things. Girls representing them- 
selves as “plain cooks” may have been 
plain, but they were never cooks! Or 
they knew nothing of that subtle art of 
serving food appetizingly and with co- 
ordination. Or their hopelessly inadequate 
household experience rendered them unfit 
to make a bed properly, check their 
supplies, deal with storekeepers, organize 
their time to include all their household 
duties. One girl was dismissed because 
her lack of personal cleanliness was as 
difficult to tolerate as her equally untidy 
working habits. Insubordination is an- 
other frequent complaint—insolence in- 
stead of a logical explanation. So is the 
inability to handle children with kindness 
and forbearance, or callers and telephone 
calls with intelligence and courtesy. Em- 
ployers complain bitterly of the complete 
lack of interest in the job. Pets are neg- 
lected or grudgingly aired. The telephone 
is used indiscriminately for long personal 
calls during working hours. The current 
boy friend and dates are more important 
than the job. 
















































ile houseworker quits her job for a 
totally different set of reasons. First 
and foremost are the long hours. Her 
friend in the factory works 44 hours a 
week, with extra pay for overtime. But a 
working week of 80 to 90 hours is not 
extraordinary in housework. The factory 
or store worker can count on regular 
Sundays off, and a definite quitting time. 
But housework, says the maid, knows no 
such regularity, except in the exceptional 
home. Too often, after she has made 
plans for her Sunday or alternate Thurs- 
day holiday, her employer will ask her 
to change her arrangements because a 
guest has arrived suddenly. The factory 
or office worker gets a vacation of one 
or two weeks with pay after a year of 
service. In housework such consideration 
is exceptional, almost unknown. Often the 
houseworker discovers that, though she 
was engaged for the specific job of general 
houseworker, her duties have gradually 
been increased to include darning socks 
or washing the spaniel in her spare time. 

Wages are generally low except in the 
large cities, where they run from $8 to 
$18 a week or $40 to $75 a month. House- 
hold pay, of course, is determined by 
the prevailing economic conditions of the 
locality, but it falls far below acceptable 
industrial wages. The help-wanted col- 
umns indicate that salaries of $3 to $6 a 
week for domestic service are still being 
offered in parts of the country. 

True, the houseworker has fewer ex- 
penses to pay out of her salary—no board, 
carfare, and rent to worry about, unless 
she sleeps out; but even with these con- 
siderations, $3 is little pay for 70 or 80 
hours’ work. During the depression it was 
not uncommon to find girls working under 
virtual slavery, receiving no pay but only 
board and keep in return for services 
rendered. Even today there are cases 


noted where an employer gives her ser- 
vant cast-off clothing and then deducts 
what she considers a fair amount from 
the girl’s salary. 

Lack of organization and cooperation 
on the part of the employer is another 
problem in the household worker’s life. 
Mrs. Spencer may ask for a houseworker 
when what she really hopes for is a home- 
maker, somebody who will assume all the 
responsibility for running the. home. If 
Mr. Spencer expected his stenographer to 
run his business for him, think up ideas, 
and manage his affairs as well as his type- 
writing and filing, Mrs. Spencer would 
be able to see at a glance the absurdity 
of it. And yet Mrs. Spencer may want 
her maid to plan and order meals, super- 
vise the children, and keep things run- 
ning smoothly while she uses her own 
leisure for golf or shopping excursions. 

Many employees complain of the un- 
willingness of the mistress to help in an 
emergency, or her inconsiderateness, her 
continuous nagging, and her lack of or- 

‘ganization. It is unfortunately true that 
some employers do not feel that they are 
getting their money’s worth unless the 
maid actively employs every minute of 
her waking time. If a girl is diligent, if 
experience helps her to work with speed, 
does it mean an increase in pay or more 
time to herself? It does not. Too often it 
means that her lady will find other tasks 
for her to do, says the employee. 


ppeoves her room is her retreat, it is 
not always that in reality. The tempta- 
tion to call the girl down after she has 
retired, to serve highballs or make sand- 
wiches or keep her ears open for any noise 
from the children’s room is often more 
than employers can resist, and this inva- 
sion of her privacy is something that the 
maid rightly resents. As a matter of fact, 
most of these rooms have little to offer 
besides privacy; architects, it is obvious, 
have never been maids, or they would not 
design the maids’ rooms they do. 

Mrs. Framingham’s ten-room-and-four- 
bath apartment on Park Avenue rents for 
$4000 a year, yet the maid’s room in it 
is about the size of a generous closet. Mrs. 
Framingham’s helper can never know the 
luxury of stretching out in a warm bath 
after a hard day’s work; her tub is not 
much bigger than a birdbath. The view 
from her window is a sunless alley. Sun- 
shine is reserved for Mrs. Framingham’s 
quarters. Mrs. Framingham’s worker is 
too tired to do much running around after 
dinner, and it would be nice to have a 
radio in her room. But that would never 
do because, as her employer points out, 
not unkindly, she can’t abide the radio, 
and she would be sure to hear it. 

Still, it is that blessed refuge, a room of 
one’s own, and many a houseworker would 
be grateful for it. Branches of the Young 
Women’s Christian Association, various 
state employment agencies, and other in- 
stitutions that have made a study of 
household-employment abuses report 
rooming conditions that are almost un- 
believable. Among the least offensive are 
those which stipulate that the maid shall 
sleep with the child, though in some in- 
stances the “child” has been a boy of 
twelve years. 

The custom of sleeping in is one of the 
many antique traditions that domestic em- 
ployment has fallen heir to and has not 
outgrown, though often the expense and 
inconvenience of maintaining a maid’s 
room are as disadvantageous to the em- 
ployer as to the employee. In what other 
profession today is a young woman ex- 
pected to sleep at her place of employ- 
ment? If her work is finished at a stip- 
ulated hour, why should she not be free 
at that time to go as she chooses, live 
where she desires? 





This Charming Bride, Mrs. Tell Schreiber, says... 


“Win Romance—Win Happiness 


with a Lovely Bride Complexion!” 


I never trust my skin to any soap 

but Camay. Its gentle cleansing is such a 
wonderful aid to complexion loveliness. And 
lovely skin means a lot in winning romance. 
Signed PAMELA SCHREIBER 
(Mrs. Tell Schreiber) 


Wilton, Conn. 
November 23, 1938 


Hee GIRL wants the fresh, smooth 
skin that men find so attractive! 
Lovely brides—thousands of girls who 


e You'll have more fun—be more fun to know— 
when a Camay complexion lights up your charm! 





win romance—tell you, “We use Camay 
for lovely skin! No other soap seems to 
have quite the same rich, fragrant lather? 


Camay cleanses thoroughly—cleanses 
gently, too! That’s why, for regular care 
of your complexion, and for your daily 
bath of beauty, you won’t find a more re- 
freshing, more luxurious beauty soap. Let 
Camay’s gentle cleansing help bring you 
fresh all-over loveliness— exquisite dain- 
tiness! Get three cakes today. You'll 
be grateful for Camay’s reasonable 
price—for its wonderful ‘cleansing. 





Trade-Mart Reg. 
U.S. Pat. Ort. 


THE SOAP OF 
BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 
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ABBIE AN’ SLATS —by Raeburn Van Buren 


CLEANING OUT YOUR CLOSET, OLD 
CRANKY! |VE COUNTED 49 KINDS OF }7 
CATHARTICS ALREADY! 
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THAT'S FOUR MUFFINS IVE EATEN, 
| KNOW WHATLL SMOOTH . ALREADY. THEY ARE GRAND’ DID 
HIM--AND HELP HIS A YOU MAKE ‘EM, JUDY? 
carne) |i 
“SH COUSIN, ABBIE, MADE THEM:-OUT 
KITCHEN WITH ME ) OF KELLOGG'S ALL-BRAN AND } 
oN SHE SAYS IF YOU EAT THEM EVERY 
\\_ DAYORTAKEADISHOF fk 
‘ ALL-BRAN WITH MILK 
(eS}\OR CREAM YOU'LL FEEL 
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ANY MORE, JUDY. LOOK AT THIS , 
MARVELOUS NEW SHAWL HE SENT daa | 
ME. HIS NOTE SAYS, “FOR THE S alg 
NICEST LITTLE FAVOR ANYONE 

EVER DID ME” 
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OW some folks are surprised when they learn about All-Bran’s “better 

way”! But why endure constipation—and emergency 
medicines, too—when a delicious natural cereal can get at the 
cause of the trouble and keep you regular, day after day? 
It can do that for you if your trouble is the common one— 
lack of “bulk” in the diet. Eat this crunchy toasted cereal 
with milk or cream every day, drink plenty of water, and see 
if your life isn’t brighter! Made by Kellogg’s in Battle Creek. Ca 


Join the “Regulars” with 
KELLOGG’S ALL-BRAN 


84 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 








An immediate protest to this point of 
view may be: “What if there are children? 
Shouldn’t the employee remain with 
them?” Not necessarily. If the parents are 
at home, there should be no reason for 
the employee’s presence. On the evenings 
when the parents are not at home, the 
helper can be asked to remain with the 
children as long as necessary, with extra 
remuneration if this obligation is not part 
of her stipulated duties. The tacit assump- 
tion that the homemaker has the right to 
all her helper’s sleeping and waking time 
is decadent. _ 

The most pressing need in the field of 
domestic employment is adequate job 
training. The unskilled household worker, 
like any other worker, is in no position 
to bargain for better working conditions. 
And the truth is that, of the 2,000,000 or 
more women in domestic employment, 
few have had specific training. Most of 
them fell into housework. Some lost of- 
fice or factory jobs; some, children of the 
depression, had neither job nor job train- 
ing of any kind. Some are destitute 
widows. Some are too old for the more 
rigid demands of industry. And so, be- 
cause housework is a job without estab- 
lished standards, because it is what is 
known as woman’s natural sphere, these 
women represented themselves as cooks 
and chambermaids, as waitresses and 
general houseworkers, hoping to pick up 
enough skill and experience to get by. 


Bu work in the home, as any good 
homemaker knows, is a highly diver- 
sified job of arts and sciences. Yet where 
in this .country is proper training to be 
had? Europe, and particularly the Scandi- 
navian countries, recognizes the value of 
domestic training to women in all walks of 
life. In Great Britain, free training courses 
lasting from three to nine months are 
available to unemployed women and girls 
from other industries. About 3500 students 
are trained each year under this scheme. 

In a number of countries—Norway and 
Denmark, Great Britain, and parts of 
Switzerland—household training is an in- 
tensive study. In Norway there are munic- 


_|ipal and county domestic-training schools 


with low fees for those girls who have 
completed the elementary classes, and 
there is a plan under consideration now 
which provides that after a five- to ten- 
months training in these schools the girls 
shall work for a year in an approved 
household. In Denmark, where the stigma 
of household employment is virtually non- 
existent, it is the custom for many well- 
educated girls to seek domestic training 
in large households after they leave 
school; many Danish girls take jobs as 
domestic workers in foreign countries in 
order to learn the language. Some con- 
tinue in household employment, some 
marry or take up other work. Housework- 
ers who want to brush up on their work 
may take free or inexpensive continuation 
classes, and large numbers of maids at- 
tend, for domestic and cultural subjects. 

But the American public-school system 
has lagged far behind in teaching house- 
hold employment as a bona-fide vocation. 
Many schools admirably equipped to give 
instruction in factory and office work en- 
tirely overlook the vast need for trained 
household workers. There are, of course, 
some notable exceptions. But they are few 
and far between. 

The Milwaukee Vocational School in 
Milwaukee, Wis., is an excellent example 
of how vocational training in housekeep- 
ing can be given in a free, municipally 
maintained school. With older students 
the course is optional, but the junior girls, 
even though they enroll for industrial 
training, must take two years of home- 
making. Since it has been proved that the 
majority of factory girls quit their jobs 


‘after two years and get married, Dr. 
Robert L. Cooley, director of the school, 
has wisely insisted that these girls pre- 
pare themselves for housekeeping as well 
as for industry. The course is called the 
Brides’ Course, and it is a very popular 
one, though when it was known as the 
course for houseworkers it was only 
sparsely attended! A four-room apartment 
is the classroom; it is complete even to 
growing ivy and singing canary and guest 
towels in the bathroom. The girls wear 
crisp green uniforms and white aprons. 
There is even a front door with a vestibule 
through which guests must enter, so that 
the students get practice in answering 
doorbells. 

Food values are taught through the liv- 
ing examples of white mice that have been 
scientifically or injudiciously fed. Students 
may see for themselves the results of a 
poorly planned diet. 

The school’s Placement Service finds 
household employment for students who 
want it. There is always a long waiting 
list of jobs for these trained young women. 


A recent years there has been a 
‘definite though limited effort made at 
adult training. The Government, through 
the W. P. A., has established a Household 
Workers’ Training Program with classes 
in nearly 100 cities. Originally intended 
for girls from families on relief, it now 
accepts non-relief students who want 
training or retraining in housework. The 
course takes eight weeks. The classrooms 
are actual kitchens, and in some cases 
actual homes donated by public schools, 
Y. W. C. A.’s, settlement houses, and other 
institutions. Along with the right and 
quick way of doing every housekeeping 
task from washing dishes to making a bed, 
the student is taught responsibility for 
the job and the importance of standards. 
She is given a working schedule that 
should keep her occupied eight to ten 
hours a day. Her employer is told that 
the maid has been taught to observe the 
schedule religiously, and if she wants the 
utmost in service, she will find it expedient 
to observe the same plan in her own home. 
Thus in a small way both employee and 
employer are educated to observe stand- 
ards for their mutual satisfaction. Already 
schools and women’s clubs are talking of 
continuing the work where and when the 
Government leaves off. 

Some domestic labor unions which see 
that training and higher standards go hand 
in hand urge training classes. But most 
recent training projects have been spon- 
sored by private noncommercial agencies 
or by public and private agencies together. 
Small groups of employees in some places 
have asked their local agencies to give 
them brief training courses to add to their 
skill. The Harlem Branch for Colored 
Women of the Y. W. C. A., The Institute 
of Practical Arts in San Francisco, the 
Girls’ Service League of New York City, 
the Household Employees Training Serv- 
ice of the Oklahoma public schools, and 
the Philadelphia Council on Household 
Occupations are representative of this 
new type of school. 

The Philadelphia Council, operated by 
the Philadelphia Board of Education and 
the local Y. W. C. A., is interesting. Train- 
ing takes place in a nine-room rented 
house. The students are girls and boys 
ranging in age from 17 to 30 years, with 
at least an eighth-grade education. They 
are given a physical examination to de- 
termine that they are free from infectious 
diseases and that they have the necessary 
strength for housework. Only students 
who are interested in household employ- 
ment are accepted. For three months they 
learn general cleaning, laundering, the 
preparation and care of food, the care of 
children, table service, and healthy work 






OU have been entrusted with a 
serious responsibility—the care 
of your baby’s health and the guid- 
ance of his character-forming habits 
through infancy and childhood. 


And you, a modern mother, are for- 
tunate indeed. You and your baby 
are living at a time when infant mor- 
tality is about 60 per cent less than 
it was in 1900. The death rate from 
communicable diseases — measles, 
scarlet fever, whooping cough, diph- 
theria—has decreased 90 per cent 
since 1911. The death rate from 
tuberculosis among children has 
dropped 85 per cent in the same 
period. Childhood diseases are being 
fought more successfully than ever 
before in history. 


You have the opportunity to mini- 
mize guesswork in rearing your child 
—to escape the necessity of relying on 
the well-meant but occasionally ill- 
informed advice of friends and neigh- 
bors. Through your doctor and other 
reliable sources, you have at your 
command a wealth of information 
about children’s daily health habits 
and about protecting them from 
disease. Expert advice is available 
on feeding, bathing, sleep, exercise, 
outdoor airing and play —all this, 
and more, is yours if you seek it and 
use it. 


From leading authorities, the Metro- 
politan has gathered valuable infor- 
mation on the care and training of 
children. This is published in three 
booklets—seventy-one pages of ma- seuake, 


terial to help mothers. The booklets 
discuss— 


Prenatal care 

Preparations for the new baby 

Feeding, sleep and rest 

Bathing and dressing 

Baby’s sicknesses 

Immunization and vaccination 

Fresh air and sunshine 

Play and exercise 

Teething, weight and growth 

The child’s mental and emotional life 

Physical habits, concentration, 
reasoning and memory 


a The three booklets “The Baby,” “Out of 


Babyhood Into Childhood,’ and “Good 
Habits for Children” are yours for the 
asking, postage free. 
Plan to visit The Metropolitan Exhibits at 
THE GOLDEN GATE INTERNATIONAL 


EXPOSITION IN SAN FRANCISCO 
and THE NEW YORK WORLD’S FAIR 


METROPOLITAN LIFE 
INSURANCE COMPANY 


FREDERICK H. ECKER 
Chairman of the Board 


, 
ete. LEROY A. LINCOLN, President 


. ONE MADISON AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y. 
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Nice Girls guard against 
body odor with this 











MEN DO FIND 
YOU MORE 
ALLURING! 


WHEN, BEFORE DATES, YOU 
BATHE WITH THIS LOVELY 
CASHMERE BOUQUET SOAP ! 



















ALL THE MOST POPULAR GIRLS 
| KNOW BATHE WITH THIS LOVELY 
PERFUMED SOAP ! FOR CASHMERE 

BOUQUETS DEEP-CLEANSING LATHER 

REMOVES EVERY TRACE OF BODY 
ODOR...AND THEN ITS LINGERING 
PERFUME CLINGS—LONG AFTER 
YOUR BATH, IT KEEPS YOU 

FRAGRANTLY DAINTY ! 






CUT IN? NOT ON YOUR LIFE! 
NOT WHEN 1M DANCING 
WITH ANNE! 











IT’S TRUE! A 

GIRL DOES HAVE 
MORE ALLURE WHEN SHE Pry 
BATHES WITH CASHMERE «' 

BOUQUET SOAP... ITS 

THE LOVELIER WAY 

TO GUARD AGAINST 

Booby op0R! 














1 USE THIS PURE, 
CREAMY-WHITE SOAP FOR 
my COMPLEXION, TOO! 
CASHMERE BOUQUETS 
GENTLE, CARESSING 
LATHER REMOVES DIRT 
AND COSMETICS SO 
THOROUGHLY, 
LEAVES SKIN SMOOTH 
ANDO RADIANT ! 


























1O0¢—3tor2 5¢ 


at drug, department 
and ten-cent stores 





attitudes. Graduates are taught to work 
on a 48-hour week if they have sleep-out 
jobs or a 54-hour week if they sleep in. 
Employers are shown how to organize 
their homes so that such a schedule is 
practicable. There is a follow-up system 
with a periodic check-up of each girl on 
the job. The Institute has found both em- 
ployers and employees eager to cooperate. 

In all these projects training for em- 
ployers as well as employees is implicit. 
Some women’s colleges are including in 
their home-science courses the employer- 
employee relationship. There are brides’ 
courses which teach homemaking, but 
these are fairly expensive, nor are they 
specifically designed for the houseworker. 

Scientific Housekeeping, Inc., in New 
York City, where social registerites learn 
home management before they are mar- 
ried, also meets the training problems of 
domestic employees with a specialized 
course in housekeeping. In the employers’ 
course, incidentally, considerable atten- 
tion is devoted to directing the domestic 
worker and maintaining decent home 
standards. These silver-spoon daughters 
acquire a genuine respect for household 
employment because they are taught to 
perform for themselves such tasks as 
cooking, table service, and meal planning. 

Miss Mary Anderson, director of the 
Women’s Bureau of the United States De- 
partment of Labor, says: “Women need a 
more professional attitude toward their 
work in the home if they are to be ef- 
fective employers. While in industry the 
relationship of efficient management to 
profitable production has long been 
recognized, thousands of homemakers 
have yet to be shown how their own lack 
of system and planning affects the grade 
of service they receive.” 


O RETURN to Mrs. Spencer—she 

would probably shudder to hear her 
home described as the last stronghold of 
feudalism, for Mrs. Spencer is a good, kind 
employer. “In fact,” she points out, “TI look 
upon my girl as a member of the family. 
My home is her home.” 

Mrs. Spencer, of course, has failed to 
distinguish between the labor relationship 
and a family or personal relationship. 
Family relationships have their basis in 
blood and marriage ties and mutual af- 
fection, and what one member of a family 
does for another is done unselfishly 
and without compensation. When Mrs. 
Spencer engages a helper, she enters into 
a labor relationship. For a stipulated sum 
of money she is buying experience, ability, 
and service. Though affection may enter 
into this relationship, it is primarily a 
business situation, as Dorothy P. Wells of 
the Y. W. C. A. points out. The worker 
sells her services to the home for limited 
hours. 

In many American cities, employers 
who see the logic of this situation have 
formed committees of employers, em- 
ployees, psychologists, home economists, 
and vocational counselors to study house- 
hold employment. They sponsor surveys 
of conditions and post bulletins of their 
findings. They hold forums and clinics to 
which employers and employees may send 
questions to be answered by those who 
are qualified to answer them. Some groups 
have worked out a-model interview to be 
used by the prospective employer and 
assistant. Several cities have drawn up 
voluntary employment agreements which 
are substantially the same as this one pro- 
posed by the National Committee on 
Household Employment, of which Mrs. 
Franklin D. Roosevelt is honorary chair- 
man: 

“Actual working hours” shall be defined 
as hours of duty during which the worker 
is not free to follow her own pursuits. 

“Time on call” is that time when she is 


not tree to leave the house, but may rest 
or follow her own pursuits. (Two and 
sometimes three hours on call are con- 
sidered the equivalent of one hour of 
working time.) 

Total actual working hours shall not 
exceed a maximum of 60 working hours 
a week as agreed upon. 

Time off should consist of two half days 
a week, beginning not later than two 
P. M. on a weekday and three P. M. on Sun- 
day; or one whole day a week should be 
scheduled. 

Vacations—one week with pay after the 
first year’s service. 

Overtime should be compensated for by 
extra time off within the month or by 
extra pay. Overtime should not exceed 
12 hours in any week. 

Payment should be made preferably 
weekly or bi-weekly; and if made 
monthly, four and one-third weeks should 
be calculated to the month. Wages should 
be paid in cash on the day due. 

Living conditions should include ade- 
quate food, private bedroom, possibly 
shared by another employee, access to the 
bathroom, space for personal possessions, 
and adequate heat and ventilation. 

Notice: The employer shall give one 
week’s notice or a week’s pay for termina- 
tion of the employee’s services after a 
trial period of two weeks has passed. The 
employee should give one week’s notice 
after the trial period. 


- SEATTLE the homemakers’ groups in 
connection with a local newspaper and 
a department store gave a two-day pro- 
gram including speeches, one-act plays, 
and a fashion show of household uniforms. 
And on the back of each program was 
printed the standard agreement for hours 
and wages as approved by the Seattle Wel- 
fare Council. 

It was largely through the efforts of the 
Seattle Y. W. C. A. that the state of Wash- 
ington passed its 60-hour law for house- 
hold employees. Now, says Mrs. Anna 
Roosevelt Boettiger, who lives in Seattle, 
something must be done to educate and 
help the employer, a delicate task since 
many employers resent the fact that the 
old order has changed and that all of us 
must learn to meet new conditions in- 
telligently and happily. 

In Cincinnati household employers have 
formed a committee together with the 
Y. W. C. A. and the W. P. A. to study 
household employment, to interest house- 
hold employers in modern home manage- 
ment and to dignify housework as an 
occupation. The group is organizing 
other centers in suburbs of the city. In 
Milwaukee a dozen clubwomen have or- 
ganized a citizens’ committee to raise the 
standards of work for household workers, 
to train employees and employers as to 
their respective responsibilities, and to 
study the causes of the shortage of trained 
household assistants; the committee has 
worked out two questionnaires—“Are you 
a good household employer?” and the 
other, “Are you a good household em- 
ployee?”—which are presented through 
Milwaukee newspapers. Madison, Wis- 
consin, has a similar employers’ commit- 
tee. The interesting thing about these 
movements is that the women in them are 
average women, not reformers, not ex- 
ceedingly wealthy, not underprivileged. 
Their husbands earn moderate incomes. 
They have one or two children apiece, 
and they do part of their own housework. 

These groups and others like them be- 
lieve with the National Committee on 
Household Employment, the Y. W. C. A., 
the United States Department of Labor, 
and similar organizations that a written 
or verbal contract would be immensely 
helpful in clearing up the problem. It 
would certainly go a long way to eliminate 
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A NEW VELVETY MAKE-UP FOR 


flee charm and poise you gain from 
experience .. . with the velvety com- 
plexion that looks like youth! Can this 
dual enchantment be yours? Well...just 
try this. Begin your make-up with 
Barbara Gould Velvet of Peaches Foun- 
dation Cream. There are six shades from 
which to choose. Next—Barbara Gould 
Face Powder in a harmonizing shade, to 
go over the Foundation... Result: a com- 
plexion so fine-textured in appearance, 
so freshly tinted, that it looks the very 
spirit of youth. 

BARBARA GOULD VELVET OF PEACHES 
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plexion shades. $1.00 


BARBARA GOULD FACE POWDER in 
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misunderstandings if employer and em- 
ployee would at the outset know exactly 
what the duties of the house, the con- 
ditions of employment, salary, hours, and 
time off were to be. 

“T didn’t know you expected me to do 
the dish towels and shirts,” says the girl 
after one week. Or, “You didn’t tell me 
I’d have to air the dog.” 

“T took it for granted,” says her em- 
ployer. “My houseworkers always do 
those things.” 

A specific delineation of duties is help- 
ful to the employer, too; it gives her an 
objective view of her own home situation. 
Agreements like these, good training, im- 

roved working conditions, wages and 
Pour legislation, and social-security laws 
should go far toward erasing the ancient 
stigma and establishing domestic work as 
a vocation, not a stopgap. Thus indus- 
trialized and given the dignity of other 
jobs, household employment should at- 
tract intelligent, responsible women in- 
stead of the most desperate of the jobless. 


if THIS ideal state of things, the em- 
ployment agencies should play an im- 
portant part in finding an understanding, 
appreciative employer for a thoroughly 
capable, trained employee. The ideal em- 
ployment agency would be one that metic- 
ulously checked the girl’s references, 
demanded a health certificate testifying to 
a recent medical examination, and main- 
tained its own expert to judge the em- 
ployee’s job qualifications; and, for the 
employee’s protection, it would investigate 
the job carefully, the living conditions, the 
amount of work expected of the girl, and 
the reliability of the employer. This, of 
course, sounds Utopian, but it is not by 
any means too fantastic to hope for. 

Some of the higher class commercial 
employment agencies do a constructive 
work in setting job and salary minimums, 
but the great majority of commercial em- 
ployment agencies are careless, unscrupu- 
lous, and indifferent to the needs of em- 
ployer and employee alike. Many which 
profess to check references carefully 
merely send a routine questionnaire to 
former employers. Some do not bother 
with even that formality; they simply read 
the girl’s written references and accept 
them as gospel, though frequently such 
references are forged or written by the 
girl’s friends or relatives. Many an in- 
competent, drunkard, or worse has been 
placed by employment agencies that are 
interested merely in the collection of a 
fee; and likewise, many an unsuspecting 
girl has been sent to substandard places 
of employment. : 

There are in America today a handful, 
only a handful, of employment agencies 
that do a painstakingly careful job of 
placement. The Harlem Branch of the 
Y. W.C. A. in New York City has for sev- 
eral years sent its job applicants out with 
medical certificates, and it gracefully but 
firmly names a minimum wage for house- 
workers. State employment agencies, too, 
interview employers and make a definite 
effort to see that job and salary standards 
are maintained. 

But whatever employers and employees 


do to remedy the situation, there is still 
one great question which must be an- 
swered by someone, some official, labor or- 
ganization, or institution, better equipped 
than any individual: how much work can 
reasonably be expected of a skilled house- 
worker per hour? The amount of work to 
be accomplished during the day cannot be 
determined either by employer or em- 
ployee. Imagine, for instance, the produc- 
tion of steel if there were no criterion for 
the amount of work to be expected from 
each employee. Imagine factory or mill 
yor or train service without such knowl- 
edge. 

The Women’s Bureau says, “As com- 
pared with other occupations concerning 
which data on numbers employed, labor 
turnover, wages and hours, working con- 
ditions, are periodically collected, prac- 
tically nothing along similar lines is known 
about household employment. Except for 
agriculture, it is the least standardized of 
American vocations. The amount of work 
to be accomplished during the day is de- 
termined by each employer.” 


ee the time when such an analysis 
is made, and no doubt even after that, 
the resolution of the problem will be up 
to the housewives themselves—to you and 
you and me and Mrs. Spencer. Work in 
the home can be regulated with happy 
results for you and your assistant—and, 
incidentally, for your whole family. An 
efficient, frictionless household is a happy 
household, and an efficient, frictionless 
home is just as possible as a smooth- 
running office. 

Whether you employ five assistants or 
none at all, the problem of household em- 
ployment is one that you, with your own 
background and experience, can help 
solve. Is there adequate vocational train- 
ing in home service offered by the public 
schools of your community, your city, 
your state? If there are no such training 
facilities, can you not, like the social- 
minded women of Cincinnati, Philadel- 
phia, Milwaukee, and Madison, see that 
such vocational education is made avail- 
able to the women who seek it and need 
it? 

You will find the Y. W. C. A. most co- 
operative in guiding any such construc- 
tive movements, and your local board 
of education should welcome any con- 
crete suggestion for furthering public oc- 
cupational education. What about a dig- 
nified substitute for the words “maid” or 
“servant,” something descriptive of house- 
hold employment, yet expressive of the 
skills and responsibility which it requires? 
What do you think of the practice of call- 
ing the household employee by her first 
name, a practice that is virtually own 
in any other occupation? What about suit- 
able clubs or dormitories for household 
employees who do not sleep in? What can 
be done to make domestic employment 
more interesting, more attractive, and 
more advantageous to intelligent, efficient 
young workers? Is a schedule practicable 
in housework? And how can it be applied? 

These are questions which you can help 
answer, and millions of women can profit 
by what you have to say. 


PRESENTIMENT 
By Elizabeth Grey Stewart 


THESE are the long, gray days; there are 
No tokens yet that spring is near. 

No bird sings in the alder bush, 

And yet I seem to hear 


as advertised—see page 6 


The sound of eager, growing things. 
And, though the earth may wear 

A drab brown dress, I know I smell 
Wood violets in the air. 
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URING THE NEXT FEW MONTHS 
we are offering prizes for the best names 
for certain “baking subjects.” The recipes for 
these things to bake are to be found in the 
sacks of Gotp Mepat Flour. 

The first third of this $10,002 in prizes is 
being offered for names for the lemon pie you 
see photographed in color above. The recipe 
and rules for the contest—and entry blank— 
are in the folder in the sacks of Gold Medal 
now. You must use this entry blank. 

A total of 1,541 prizes (a third of all the 
prizes listed above) are to be given for names 
for this pie—including a first prize of $1,000, a 
second prize of $100, 5 prizes of $50 each, 50 
of $5, 500 of $1.50, and 984 of $1. A total of 
$3,334 in prizes are to be given for naming 
this lemon pie. (Your entry for naming this 
pie must be in by March 31, 1939.) 

THEN—in future recipe folders in the 
sacks of Gotp Mepat Flour, two other baking 
subjects will be presented for you to name! 
In all, between now and July 31, 1939, $10,002 


liold Medal 


bait 
coe 


will be given away—as shown by the com- 
plete list of prizes in the panel above. 

Enter this contest!! Think of a name for 
that lemon pie. Get a sack of Gold Medal 
“Kitchen-tested” Flour—try the recipe in the 
sack... and then just write an appropriate 
name for the pie on the entry blank in the 
recipe folder. Mail in your entry promptly. 

Remember—please—that Gotp MrEpaAL 
Flour is the result of over 150 separate oper- 
ations between the wheat and the finished 
product. It is made by millers with the largest 
aggregate experience in the business. It is 
laboratory-tested, then tested in the Betty 
Crocker kitchens for best results in baking 
pies, cakes, cookies, bread (if you make it)... 
everything. It is an “all-purpose” flour . . . 
used by more women than any other brand of 
flour in the country! 

So—use Gold Medal Flour. Ask your gro- 
cer to send you a sack and make this gorgeous 
lemon pie. Then name it. You may win a 
prize! (General Mills, Inc., Minneapolis. 


“ Kitchen-tested’’ is a registered trade mark of General Mills, Inc. 
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THE RECIPE 
FOR THAT 
LEMON PIE ip 
IS IN THIS 
FOLDER 





IN THE SACKS! 


Delight your family by serv- 
ing this pie. Then think of a 
name for it and write it on 
the entry blank in this 
folder. Two other prize con- 
tests will be announced in 
the recipe folders in the 
sacks of GOLD MEDAL 
Flour soon. ... These rec- 
ipe folders contain a 
variety of delicious VAN 
Fe cl pP eB si«+ . 
changed every ? 
few weeks. 





Why Not Now? / 
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“and you expect me to believe that you 
designed this linoleum floor ? 


“COME SHOPPING WITH ME AND I’LL PROVE THAT ANY WOMAN CAN DO THE SAME.” 





LATER THE SAME DAY— “‘It’s simple. 
First, you pick the field color, and—” 


“Now, Bess, don’t get so technical!” 


‘Well, that’s what the clerk called it. 
lt’s the main color for the floor. | se- 
lected Armstrong’s Marbelle Linoleum, 
sort of a rich contrast to the bright tones 
I wanted to use for the rest of the room. 
Then, as a feature spot, | chose one of 
these Custom-Craft effects.” 


“Say, they are clever. All the hard 
work’s done for you. They look expen- 
sive. Do they cost much?” 


‘No. And you should see how easy 
they are to install. Look, wouldn’t a 
crossed arrows inset be just grand in your 
entrance hall?” 


And another convert is made for floors 
that permit a woman to express her own 
good taste in decorating her home. With 
these new Custom-Craft motifs of 
Armstrong’s Linoleum, it’s no trick at 
all to design your own floors. Any woman 
can do it. Any woman can afford it. 


Cleaning care is the same quick job as 
with any floor of Armstrong’s Linoleum 
—a quick daily dusting, an occasional 
washing and freshening-up with 
Armstrong’s Linogloss Wax (needs no 
polishing). Cemented permanently in place 
over felt, such floors are quiet, warm, 
cushioning. Andlonglastingin the bargain. 


Why not learn what fun it is to be your 
own floor designer—and to have floors 
in your home that keep their youth, and 
let you stay young! Your linoleum mer- 
chant will let you in on the secret. 


, 7 Yr 


“BEAUTY HINTS for the Home Decorator”— 
a brand-new book that is filled with full-color 
photographs of all types of rooms, Offers free 
decorating service. Sent for 10¢ (40¢ outside 
U. S. A.). Armstrong Cork Company, Floor 
Division, 3903 Nevin Street, Lancaster, Pa. 
(Makers of cork products since 1860) Look 
_ for the name Armstrong’s on the back of 
fo Pe rs F a . ¥ : the goods you buy. 





IN HAPPY CONTRAST with the gay splashes of color in this bathroom 


is the rich Marbelle floor of Armstrong’s Linoleum, No. 021. Note the A R Mi ST RO N as 2 & 
Custom-Craft Linoset and Linostrips in gray and white linoleum which 

show how your own floors can be given individuality. Your merchant can 

show you many other smart ideas for creating floors of your own design. L I N ap L E UO M F LO a R N) 
Walls are Armstrong’s Linowall, washable, durable. Write for color 


me and complete list of furnishings for this room. They’re free. for every room 
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AWARDED TO HOUSES AT 


Huntington Road, Garden City, L. I., N. Y. 
Kent Avenue, Kenilworth, Illinois 

Madrid Street, Coral Gables, Florida 
Monntain Brook Estates, Birmingham, Alabama 
Northwood, Baltimore, Maryland 

Orchard Hill, Westchester County, New York 
Pontchartrain Drive, Detroit, Michigan 

Riverdale Heights, Riverdale-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
River Oaks, Houston, Texas 

River Road, Scarborough-on-Hudson, New York 
Roland Park, Baltimore, Maryland 
Rollingwood, Chevy Chase, Maryland 
Upper Arlington, Columbus, Ohio 
Westfield Boulevard, Indianapolis, Indiana 
Weston Heath, Weston, Massachusetts 
Westover, Seattle, Washington 

Westwood Hills, Los Angeles, California 
Woodside Hills, San Francisco, California 
Wychwood, Westfield, New Jersey 


THE SHIELD HAS BEEN Good Housekeeping 


Alden Estates, Port Chester, N. Y. 
Argonne Drive, Baltimore, Maryland 
Beverly Shores, Orlando, Florida 
Bloomfield Village, Bloomfield Hills, Michigan 
Blue Ridge, Seattle, Washington 

Bronx Hills, Westchester County, New York 
Chatham Manor, Chatham, New Jersey 
Cheelcroft, Hohokus, New Jersey 

Chestnut Street, Wilmette, Illinois 

Claythorne Road, Shaker Heights, Ohio 
Country Club District, Kansas City, Missouri 
Dumbarton, Washington, D. C. 

Elder Lane, Winnetka, Illinois 

Forest Hill, Cleveland, Ohio 

Green Acres, Valley Stream, L. I., N. Y. 
Guilford, Baltimore, Maryland 

Hanley Downs, Richmond Heights, Missouri 
Harbour Green, Massapequa, L. I., N. Y¥ 
Highland Park, Dallas, Texas 

Homeland, Baltimore, Maryland 
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This Shield placed by a house means that our consultant experts have found 
upon examination that that house meets the Good Housekeeping Standards for 
quality of design and plan, materials, construction, neighborhood, and land use 


THIS 1S THE WAY 10 
CHOOSE A HOUSE 


HOOSE what you like to look at, 

yes, but if you are considering a 

ready-built house, choose not for 
today only, but for the future. Is the 
architecture good? Is the house as 
sound as it is attractive? Is the price 
a fair one for the size and construc- 
tion? Is the location one which will 
increase or decrease in value? Is it 
best to buy a house ready-built—one 
you can see—or to plan one with an 
architect? These questions you must 
answer for yourself, but don’t jump 
to a conclusion; inform yourself be- 
fore deciding. 

Houses and how they are built—of 
what material, at what cost, and in 
what place—are a constant study with 
us. We find that seventy percent of 
those built today are built to sell, 
many in well-planned communities, 
just as this house we illustrate has 
been built to sell in a good location 
in Washington. There is much in favor 
of buying a ready-built house. You 
can see what it looks like: whether 
the architecture, the plan, the ex- 
posure suit you. You can walk around 
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THESE ARE DETAILS 
10 L00h th - 


the rooms and determine if they are 
the size you like. See just what the 
location is, how near a shopping dis- 
trict, a school, a church, and the near- 
est transportation facilities. If these 
conditions are all suitable, you are 
going in the right direction; but you 
have only begun. You must know first 
that you are dealing with a reliable 
firm and that your financing is right. 
Then ask to see the specifications. 
Fine dentil cornice at the roofline White shutters on first-floor windows Find out before you buy that good 
materials have gone into the con- 
struction and that they have been 
properly used. 

Let us take up the house we illus- 
trate. It has been awarded the Good 
Housekeeping Shield for Better 
Standards in Building because it was 
built by a reliable builder, Waverly 
Taylor, Inc., in an excellent location 
in Washington, D. C. The plans and 
specifications came to us and were 
carefully considered by our archi- 
tectural and engineering consultants 
and found to be good. The heating 
is an air-conditioning unit made by 
May Oil Burner Corp. Plumbing fix- 
tures are from Standard Sanitary 
Corp. We found such fine points as 
extra insulation: rock-wool packing 
around all window frames, around 
water pipes in exterior walls, be- 
tween eaves and roof sheathing, and 
also between second-floor ceiling 
joists. Another good point is fabri- 
cated steel joists, used in the second 
floor to support partitions. Copper 
piping is used where essential. The 
downspouts and flashing over front 
door are copper. Wiring is adequate 
and modern. The exterior is brick. 
The doorway is an excellent feature. 





































This house, designed by the architects, 
Taylor & Drayer, built by Waverly Taylor, 
Inc., in Dumbarton, Washington, D. C., con- 
tains 27,740 cubic feet and costs $16,250 with 
land 100 by 65 feet. Specifications: Rock- 
lath, United States Gypsum Co.; Plumbing 
Fixtures, Standard Sanitary Mfg. Co.; Cop- 
per Tubing, Chase Brass & Copper Co., Inc.; 
Linoleum, Armstrong Cork Co., Sloane- 
Blabon Corp.; Air-Conditioning Equip- 
ment, May Oil Burner Corp.; Ruud deSoto 
Hot Water Heater, Ruud Mfg. Co.; Garage 
Doors, Overhead Door Corp.; Steel Sash, 
Hope’s Windows, Inc.; Lustra Glass, Amer- 
ican Window Glass Co.; Venetian Blinds, 
Western Venetian Blind Co.; Vitra Seal 
Floor Finish, Vitra Seal Company, Inc. 


92 


the curve of 

1 the balustrade. Be- 

w of the wrought-iron 
which is set in the brick 
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Photography by Robert Bagby 


THIS 1S THE WAY TO PLAN YOUR COLORS — 





Res A “ ae 


Good architectural detail in the ceiling cornice and dado 





Having determined that we had a good house, we set 
out to decorate it for exhibition. Motive of decoration: 
Colonial to suit architecture. Choice of furniture: mod- 
erate-priced in 18th-century design carefully chosen from 
fine manufacturers for good construction, finish of wood, 
and workmanship of upholstery. Rugs, fabrics, wallpaper, 
and paint: moderate price and of reliable make. Furnishing 
should cost about one-fourth the cost of house, or a little 
more, if everything has to be bought. 

Color: This we planned very carefully; not just room by 
room, but for each room in relation to all others. And here 
is our way of doing it. Colors for this house must be those 
of Colonial tradition. For instance, soft tones instead of 
the clear bright tones of modern art. We hunt around for 
chintz—dozens of sample lengths—for wallpapers, for rugs. 
We mix the colors of the various samples. Usually we settle 
on the chintz first. Then we find the wall color from some- 
thing in the chintz, a light color in the design or perhaps 
the background. Next the carpet or rug color is settled. 
No longer is only a plain dark tone used for floor covering. 
It may be quite light in value, or it may be figured. We 
assemble these samples in their proper relation, picking 
some bright or contrasting color for accents. 

We put all the samples together and leave them over- 
night, pinned up on the wall. If at second sight they still 
charm us, we paste them on a card, wall color. at top, floor 
color at bottom. A mistake may show up in the schemes. 





After we have assembled our 
color schemes in the form of large 
samples of fabrics, wallpapers, 
and rugs, we make up a color 
card, as shown above, for each 
room of a house. The color card 
stands as a record and guide in 
the ordering of fabrics, papers, 
and rugs. Italso gives us the color 
effect we will get in our room 


The master bedroom, furnished 
with good 18th-century repro- 
ductions. The golden yellow of 
the curtains and bed lining is 
picked up from a color note 
in the floral design of the pa- 
per, as is also the mauve of 
the wing chairs and the rug 


LIVING-ROOM COLOR CARD 


Walls: Covered with washable wallpaper 
with cocoa-brown ground and 
white medallion design 


Woodwork and Venetian Blinds: White 


Draperies: White faille made to tie back 
and lined with white sateen; blue 
trimming 


Sofa and Chair: Upholstered in striped 
blue, cocoa-brown, and gold cotton 


Upholstered Chair and Wing Chair: Coy- 
ered in glazed chintz with blue 
ground and floral design 


Side Chair and Desk Chair: Seats uphol- 
stered in dull gold spun rayon 
and cotton diagonal-weave fabric 


Open Armchairs: Seat covered in small- 
diagonal-patterned blue damask 


Floor covering: 12’ x 18’ two-toned fig- 
ured improved-weave Axminster 





Any of the furnishings used in this house may be 
bought through your local dealer or decorator. 
The manufacturers who cooperated with ‘us, and 
whose merchandise may be bought anywhere in 
the country, are: Glencraft and Glenfast washable 
wallpapers in living-room, dining-room, hall, bath- 
room, lavatory, and nursery, Imperial Paper & 
Color Corp.; Master-bedroom wallpaper, Katzenbach 
& Warren, Inc.; Living-room, dining-room, guest- 
bedroom furniture, Pendleton and Maryland Lines, 
Robert W. Irwin Company; Master-bedroom set, 
Kindel Furniture Company; (Continued on page 144) 
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A bedroom in pink, blue, and white, planned for a growing child of two to twelve years; furnished in small-scale maple 
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Here is our chance to correct it; but 
if the plan seems right, we have a 
basic color scheme. The other rooms 
on the floor must be related to it, as 
in a small house you go quickly from 
room to room. 

Here we have a hall wallpaper 
with a blue background. In the living 
room the walls are cocoa-brown with 
a white medallion, and the blue is 
carried into the room in the striped 
blue, cocoa, and dull gold fabric on 
the sofa and matching chair, in the 
ground of the chintz, the trimming on 
the white faille curtains. The dining 
room opens from the living room by 
a wide opening, and here we have 
papered the walls above the dado 
with a cocoa-brown and white pin- ° 
striped paper. Curtains are a deeper 
brown than the walls, with white 
and lovely rose shades in the design, 
the rose being picked up in a soft 
ashes-of-roses diagonal weave on the 
chairs. 

To the left of the hall as you enter 
is a nice small study paneled in pine. 
As a contrast to the mellow brown of 
the wood, curtains of a deep dusty 
pink with an authentic Williamsburg 
design in columns of old blue and 
white are particularly attractive. The 
same chintz is on the sofa, and two 
small chairs are covered in an old 
blue woven cotton fabric. 

Thus we have hall, living room, 
dining room, study, and even the 
blue-and-white kitchen in perfect 
color harmony, yet without any un- 
interesting or monotonous similarity 
in color schemes. 

On the second floor, again we 
have a variety of color ‘schemes, but 
schemes which are all pleasant to- 
gether. In the master bedroom, a 
charming wallpaper having blue, 


























THE FURNITURE USED IN THESE 
ROOMS MAY BE BOUGHT AT , 
THE FOLLOWING STORES 
IN WASHINGTON, D. C. 


PALAIS ROYAL, Inc. 
Pendleton Furniture in Living Room, 
Dining Room, and Guest Bedroom 


L. MAYER & COMPANY 
Master Bedroom and Study Furniture 


WOODWARD & LOTHROP, Inc. 
Nursery Furniture 


W. & J. SLOANE 


Hall Furniture, Wing Chairs and 
Small Tables in Master Bedroom 


The guest bedroom furnished in mahogany with gray-blue and white color scheme : 





Another view of the living room shows the break-front cabinet between two windows, with comfortable chairs at either side 





mauve, and yellow on a white ground 
makes a lovely background for the 
mahogany tester bed and other good 
pieces of 18th-century furniture. The 
yellow note is picked up in the cur- 
tains, the skirt on the bed, and the 
lining of the tester. The mauve note 
is repeated in the covering of the two 
wing chairs, in the figure of the 


OR 


stitched sateen on the two benches, 
and in the floor covering. 

The guest bedroom, shown on page 
97, is decorated chiefly in gray-blue 
and white, with a self-figured beige 
rug on the floor. Furniture again is 
of the 18th-century mahogany type. 

The child’s bedroom is planned for 
a growing child, and it has a youth’s 
size bed that a child from two to 
twelve might use, a nice small desk, 
a comfortable swivel rocker wing 
chair, a nice small chest, and so on. 
The wallpaper is one of the most 
charming papers we have seen for a 
child’s room. It has an attractive de- 
sign of bunnies in blues and white 
on a soft pink ground. Curtains are 
of washable white organdie with a 
scalloped blue edge. The rug is a 
practical braided one. 

All the rugs in the house follow the 
new trend for practicality in floor 
coverings. The self-figured monotone 
rugs—such as those in the living 
room, dining room, and guest bed- 
room—can be used very well with 
figured fabrics or wallpapers, pro- 
viding moderation is used in both. 

Closets are all adequately equipped. 
With the equipment that is obtain- 
able today, even a small closet can be 
a comfort. The closet at the left at 
the top of page 97 is a case in point. 


Arranged for a man, it has good 
wooden hangers for different types of 
clothing, a beige linen garment bag 
trimmed with bamboo, and matching 
boxes. The utility rack at the top and . 
the shoe racks at the bottom help to 
add to the available space for clothes. 
In the closet at the right, page 97, a 
hatrack to hold six hats makes good 
use of otherwise unused door space. 
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your new rug 


COLOR SCHEME KITS FOR 
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each based on an Alexander Smith Floor-Plan Rug. C 
Actual samples of rugs, wallpapers, drapery and up- 
holstery fabrics—arranged by Clara Dudley, 
well-known decorator. 
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ITS AN ALEXANDER SMITH 
FLOOR-PLAN RUG AND 
yOU'D BE AMAZED HOW 
LITTLE IT COST. 


Now it’s no trouble at all to decide on a new 
rug. Alexander Smith makes it very simple with 
their Floor-Plan Rugs. There is such a variety of 
patterns, textures and plain colors to choose 
from that you are sure to find just what you want. 
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| HAVE READ ABOUT THESE 
NEW TEXTURED RUGS. ge 
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Then, too, there is the special service by Clara 
Dudley which shows you how well your rug 
will go with the other things in your room. 
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Floor-Plan Rugs have one other special fea- 
ture. They come in 36 sizes and your store can 
give you, at a very moderate price, the rug you 
want in the size that best fits your room. 
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The Floor-Plan Rug in the room at left, for 
example, costs less than sixty dollars. Floor- 
Plan Rugs are made exclusively by Alexander 
Smith, a name which has meant quality for 
almost 100 years. Each rug bears the Good 
Housekeeping Guaranty. See them at your 
favorite store, 


FLOOR-PLAN RUGS 


(TRADE MARK) 


are made only by 


ALEXANDER 
SMITH. 
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FREE Color Scheme Kit and Color Scheme Book GH3A 
ALEXANDER 
SMITH 


GUARANTEED BY 


Alexander Smith & Sons, 295 Fifth Avenue, New York ieee 
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Send me a free Floor-Plan Color Scheme Kit for a room in which 
the prevailing color (walls, furniture or draperies) is.-.------------------. Also your free book, “A Guide 
co Rug Buying,” by Clara Dudley, which has many room schemes in full color. 
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March 1939 Good Housekeepi: 


ES, “SEE is for 
Safety” and this 
young man is going 
to learn that a lot 
of other things spell 


“YOU OUGHT TO OWN AN OLDS” 
is becoming mighty popular advice 


safety that never did 


these days. And one important rea- before - There is, of 


son, certainly, is Body by Fisher. course, the silent, 
solid security of Unisteel construction, used in every 
Body by Fisher - There are such things as the solid 
steel Turret Top, and Fisher No Draft Ventilation 
- But the latest contribution of Fisher craftsman- 


ship is the new visibility you find on 1939 General 


Moiors cars. The Oldsmobile Eight pictured here, 
for example, has actually 412 more square inches” 
of glass area + Today “better looks” aren’t confined 
to exterior appearance. You get a better look at the 
world about you from inside the car as well - And 
when you add this to the luxury, comfort, style and 
safety that you find in a Body by Fisher, you can 
see why folks are saying, “For 1939, better pick the 
car with Body by Fisher,” which means a General 


Motors car of course. 


a —— 
soy By FISHER 


ON GENERAL MOTORS CARS ONLY: CHEVROLET ¢ PONTIAC e OLDSMOBILE « BUICK e LA SALLE + CADILLAC 





Never for Him to Know 
(Continued from page 35) 


was plenty mad when he saw I was only 
a boy and he couldn’t shoot me. 

“A damned little Yankee spy,” he said. 

He called some other men, all drunk, 
who were standing on the store steps, and 
they got around me and grabbed at my 
blue suit. 

I said, “I ain’t a spy, because a spy 
doesn’t wear a uniform.” And then I was 
sorry I said it. 

For one of them spoke up. He said, 
“Take off that damned Yankee outfit 
then.” : 

And I saw I was caught. Because I 
couldn’t take it off. Because all my father’s 
money was sewed up into the lining of 
the coat. The fire was right there, and they 
would have burned it. So I said I wouldn’t, 
and that made trouble. 

Two men jumped 
up and said, “What's 
all this dillydallying 
about?” 

They grabbed their 
carbines to scare me. 
But one fell over the 
log and his gun went 
off with a big smoke 
and racket. That so- 
bered them a little, 
and then the door of 
the store came open, 
and a man stepped out. 
That man was Hen 
Nethasole. 

He came down to- 
ward me. It seemed as 
if he was studying me 
for a minute. He was a 
handsome man, tall and 
square, his mustache 
and his hair black as 
paint, and the beard 
showing blue over his 
cheeks and jaw. It was 
only his eyes that 
weren't so good. They were pale and cold 
and set close together. 

He said: “Jeff, what are you doing here? 
Why aren’t you home with Elizabeth? You 
Carters are all alike.” 

“T couldn’t get home after I found what 
was happening,’ I told him. “I’d admire 
to be, though, this minute.” 

He frowned and looked ugly for a min- 
ute, and then his face changed. “Jump up 
astride behind me,” he said. “T’ll take you 
there.” 

That surprised me, on account of his 
hating my father so bad, but while I was 
thinking about it he led me behind the 
stable where he had tied his horse. He got 
on, and I got up behind him, and that was 
how I had a ride on that black stallion. I 
wondered what my father would have said 
to know I was riding behind Hen Netha- 
sole. But then I was getting home to Eliza- 
beth. So I reckoned he would have thought 
it was all right. 

We passed Hen’s house, and then when 
we got near our gate, I was glad Hen was 
along, for there were three cavalry horses 
tied to our apple tree. Hen was off and 
rushing in before I could scramble down 
myself. 

Vada Wilson was there, too. Hen must 
have stood pretty high up with the Rebels, 
for all he had to say was, “Get away from 
there and get out,” and they went. One 
went too slow to please him, and he pulled 
out his pistol and jammed it in the man’s 
side; and then he went faster. Vada Wil- 
son was the last. 

She lifted her little ratty face up and 
said: “You won't be here all the time, Hen 
Nethasole. I got eyes. I know what you’re 
up to. But this here house is a Yankee 
house and deserves to be searched. I got 


DOWN by the 
Deep, so deep, 


Still half-asleep. 


DISCOVERY 
By May Harris Gray 


I found a bed of violets 


IT SAW small petaled faces 
With wonder looking up; 

I saw bees drinking honey 
From every dewy cup. 


I FOUND a tiny open tomb 
Deep beneath the sod; 

I found more than violets: 
I found the pulse of God. 


a notion there’s more here than sweetness 
and flour.” 

“Get out,” Hen said. This time his voice 
was so hard and mean that she went. 

He turned to Elizabeth and looked at her 
slow and steady. Her face was bright, and 
I could see how fast she was breathing by 
the way her dress went up and down. 
Whether Hen was putting on or not, Eliza- 
beth didn’t think so. 

“Are you all right, Bessie?” he asked. 

I knew he had courted her, but I never 
knew that anybody had ever called her 
by that name. 

“Thanks to you,” Elizabeth said. 

“They didn’t steal anything?” 

“You got here too soon.” 

“Joe’s money,” Hen said. “I suppose he 
left it behind him? Is that all right?” 

She looked at me and 
then nodded her head. 

“Good,” said Hen. 
“Gal, are you lacking 
anything?” 

“Nothing to mention,” 
Elizabeth said. She 
crossed over and looked 
out the window. 

And after standing 
for a minute and star- 
ing at her with a kind 
of slow smile growing 
on his face, Hen went 
out the door, and I 
could hear the thud of 
hoofbeats on the road. 

Morgan rode off that 
night, and Hen must 
have gone with him. 
And there was a long 
lonesome spell that fol- 
lowed that raid, with 
snow and rain and mud 
that bogged the road. 
For a long time there 
was no word from my 
father, and then a short letter. He had been 
wounded in the arm and could not write, 
and now he was back again near Cumber- 
land Gap. And that is a long ways from 
home. 

Elizabeth got worse after that letter 
came, more restless some days and more 
trifling others. I was sorry for her. It 
seemed as if she was too pretty and full 
of life not to have somebody to look at 
her all the time and tell her so. But when 
I did it those days, it wasn’t any use at 


moss bank 


all. 

Awhile she tried singing hymns, but 
that got us both uneasy, and then she took 
to doing a funny thing. Sometime every 
day she would dress-up in her dotted silk 
dress and sit and play she was a lady in 
a city, where ladies sit and fold their 
hands. Because my father had promised, 
when he sold the timberland, that he 
would take her to see such things, so she 
could settle down and be contented. 

The more lonesomeness bothered her 
and me, the more I kept worrying about 
the money. After that scare with the Rebel 
soldiers, Elizabeth ripped my coat for me 
and took all those green bills out of the 
lining. And then we tried every place we 
could think of to hide it. But still we wor- 
ried. Finally Elizabeth put it in a jar, and 
late one night I went out and buried it 
under the winesap apple tree. But that 
night it rained, and there was a puddle 
in the morning and a round patch of yel- 
low mud. 

And that same morning one of the Rebel 
women came by and saw the mud and 
stepped in the door. Mary Spaulding she 
was, a friend of Vada Wilson’s. 

She said, “Somebody’s been digging un- 
der your apple tree.” 
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THE 


LAVATORY 


NEW BEAUTY IN A 
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Sl iiescis a delightful charm about this 
new lavatory—a substantial value from 
the hands of Crane designers—built to 
Crane high standards. Its smooth, 
gleaming vitreous china is easy to 
clean; and the basin gives lots of room. 
Convenient shelf space solves the prob- 
lem of where to place those necessary 
toilet accessories. A mixing faucet fills 
the basin quickly with water of just 
the temperature you prefer—it drains 
quickly, too, because of the large waste 
and easily operated waste control. With 
all its beauty—with all its modern con- 
veniences the Diana Lavatory is priced 
for the average pocketbook. 

Your Plumbing Contractor will gladly 
tell you how easily it may be fitted into 
your bathroom or into that downstairs 
lavatory you've planned for—on the 
Crane Budget Plan. Ask him today. 


CRANE 


CRANE CO., GENERAL OFFICES: 
836 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE, CHICAGO 


Valves - Fittings - Pipe - Plumbing - Heating - Pumps 
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A month of delicious, 
body -building breakfasts 
for a growing child! 


30 hearty servings are packed away in that 
box of sunbrowned wheat. A parade of 
breakfasts that makes that first meal count. 

Yes, indeed — delicious, sunbrowned, 
toasted Wheatena! 

Out of that box comes a distinctive flavor 
your children are sure to love; a wholesome 
nourishment sure to help them thrive. 

Look at that package again. It is worth 
remembering, next time you shop for cereal. 


The sunbrowned wheat cereal 











Mostconvenient for grasping hot things. 
Their scissors-like action gets a firm 
: grip on boiled eggs, corn on cob, baked 
ee eS potatoes, nursing bottles, etc. These very 
7 useful serving tongs are yours for one 
Wheatena box top and 10¢ incoin. 
Address Wheatena, Dept. G-11, 
Rahway, New Jersey. This offer 
good only in U. S. and expires 
March 31, 1939. 


NAME 


ADDRESS 








Copr., 1939, by The Wheatena Corporation, Rahway, New Jersey 
102 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


And I said, “Maybe somebody’s hound 
dog found a bone.” 

And she said, “Where would he get a 
bone?” 

And I wondered myself. 

I should have known by her coming past 
that something was happening. It didn’t 
take long to begin. For that same after- 
noon, when Elizabeth and I were out in 
the field by the fence, the whole thing 
started. We were looking to see if maybe 
some young shoots of poke had come up 
under the leaves, only I was doing the 
looking and she was telling me where. She 
was sitting like side saddle on the top rail 
of the fence. The sunbonnet was thrown 
back from her head, and her brown eyes 
were large and sad, and her face pale 
against the black of her hair. And I was 
standing there looking at her when I 
heard, far off down the road, the thump 
of horses’ feet. 

“You better come down here, Elizabeth,” 
I called to her, “or go up to the house until 
who’s coming gets past.” 

She shook her head. “Who’s there to be 
scared of?” 

“Rebels.” 

“They're just men.” 

“You didn’t like the*last you saw of 
them,” I told her. 

“Didn’t 1?” She wouldn’t move. 

So I walked toward her to be closer 
when whoever it was came by. They 
weren’t long coming. There were three 
men The first two were strangers, and 
they were hurrying. And then Hen Netha- 
sole, sitting up tall and handsome on his 
black stallion. The first two just touched 
their hats to Elizabeth and bowed, and it 
seemed as if she scarcely saw them. Her 
eyes were on Hen Nethasole’s face, and he 
looked at her hard and steady without 
smiling. He gave me a nod and then lifted 
his hand and took off his hat with a long 
sweep, and rode away with the black hat 
in his hand, his wavy black hair sleek and 
glistening in the sun. 

After a minute Elizabeth slid down from 
the fence rail on the other side toward 
the house. 

“T’m going in awhile,” she called to me. 






















































es I went in, she was sitting by the 
looking glass teasing her hair. And she 
was restless. So I said: 

“Tet’s do something. Let’s dig up the 
money, because we can’t leave it there 
after Mary Spaulding took notice the 
ground was stirred up. And then let’s go 
up the hill to get acorns so’s to roast them 
and have coffee for our dinner.” 

She said, “Let’s,” and she brightened up 
right away. We went out and dug up the 
money and went over the hill. After a 
while I came or’a big old chestnut tree and 
sat down there and began opening the 
burrs. She walked on. 

I reckon there must have been two 
quarts of chestnuts without any holes in 
them. It took me all afternoon. But when 
I was done, the chestnuts filled my hat and 
my pockets. I pulled out all the stickers 
from my hands, and after yelling a long 
time I found Elizabeth. How she got ’way | 
over on that side of the hill near Netha- 
sole’s kept bothering me until I heard she 
was hunting her potherbs under the 
leaves. And that was why her cheeks were 
red—from bending down so long. 

She was extra pretty that evening. Her 
eyes were bright and wide, and when she 
bent over the pot where she was boiling 
the chestnuts for dinner, I heard her sing- 
ing the little edge of a song. But while we 
were eating our boiled chestnuts and light- 
bread I remembered something and said, 

“Blizabeth, you didn’t get any acorns, 
either, nor just five or six handfuls of pot= 
herbs all afternoon.” 

She looked up from her side of the table, 
and she started to say something, and 


then she stopped. She split open a chestnut 
and ate it. : 

We went on eating. And then I said, 
“Hen Nethasole hates my father, and he’s 
a Rebel.” 

It didn’t seem as though she heard me, 
for she went on cracking chestnuts open 
until they were all gone. Then she gath- 
ered up the shells to dump them in the 
fire, and as she got up she said, 

“Jeff, where can we hide the money?” 

And I said: “Out in the woods up under 
that chestnut tree. That’s best. Where no- 
body would ever find it.” 

“But tonight,” Elizabeth said. “I don’t 
want it around tonight.” Her voice was 


louder than it ought to have been, and | 


there had come a strange look on her face. 
And when she got up to do the dishes, 
she got up too fast. And yet when she did 
the dishes, she did them too slow. 

We had a few candles, and -we had a 
string of grease balls. But commonly when 
it came on dark, we sat a little while by 
the step stove with the grate open, talked 
a little, and then went to bed. And she 
would be downstairs in the big bed, and 
I would be upstairs in the loft where I had 
a pallet. But that night, all of a sudden 
while we sat there, she reached her hand 
down the front of her dress and pulled out 
the money. It was wrapped in a piece of 
white muslin and was warm when she put 
it in my hand. 

She said, 
money.” She said it sharply. It was dif- 
ferent from any way she had ever talked 
about it before. She always had said “our 
money” up to then. 

I said, “Shall I go up the hill and bury 
it under the chestnut tree?” 

She said: “Don’t ask me what to do. 
Just hide it now.” 

I got up, and then she said, 

“No, hide it here.” She said that very 
low like talking to herself. And then she 
ees as though she wished she hadn’t 
said it. 

Then I said: “Maybe in the very bottom 
of the flour barrel underneath all the flour. 
For if the Rebels find the flour, they won’t 


“Jeff, hide your father’s | 





take quite all of it. They’d always leave 
a little on account of maybe they’ve got 
folks around here, too, and when the 
Union men come, they’d want them to 
leave a little bit for their own folks.” 
“Stop talking,” Elizabeth said. 
I PUSHED back the rug and lifted the 

trap and went down and hid the money 
deep under the flour. When I came up, 
she was back in the chair by the stove, 
and she had the dulcimer on her lap and 
the quills on her fingers, and she was pick- 
ing a tune. But soon she laid the dulcimer 
on the table and asked me a question. 

She said, “How old was your mother 
when she died?” 

I said, “She was young.” 

“Didn’t she ever go out to a frolicking 
or anything, or go any place ever?” | 
“I don’t know, Elizabeth. Because you 
ae she died when I was only two years 

old. 
er: don’t guess,” said Elizabeth, “she ever 
i i ? : 

“It’s hard on you with my pappy away, 
isn’t it?” I asked her. ' 

She did not answer that. She rocked 
back and forth in her chair, and then her 
feet came down on the floor with a thump. 

“Go to bed, Jeff,” she said. 

I climbed up the ladder 'to the loft. There 
was nothing there but my pallet and some 
flax hanging from the rafters and my old 
rifle on two pegs against the flat end of 
the house. I didn’t need a light to go to 
bed, but when I nad tumbled in, I lay in 
the dark and pitched a while, and then 
I sat up and thought, “I'll go down to the 
fire and bring up a sliver and then have 
my candle burning.” It was while I was 
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SKIN NEVER ROUGH, DRY 
OR WEATHERED LOOKING= 
THERES NO DAMAGE TO MY 
COMPLEXION IN ANY AMOUNT 
OF SPORT SO LONG AS | USE 
POND'S CREAMS FAITHFULLY. 
BEFORE POWDERING, POND‘S 
VANISHING CREAM MAKES My 
SKIN SOFT AND SMOOTH INSTANTLY 












NOW-EXTRA 
—SKIN-VIIAMIN’ 


IN A FAMOUS 
POWDER BASE * 


OMEN everywhere praise 

Pond’s Vanishing Cream as 
a powder base .. . now they’re 
excited over the extra skin care 
this famous cream brings. Now 
Pond’s contains Vitamin A, the 
“skin-vitamin’”’ necessary to skin 
health. In hospitals, scientists 
found that wounds and burns 
healed quicker when “skin-vita- 
min” was applied to them. 





Use Pond’s Vanishing Cream 
before powder and for overnight 
to help supply extra “skin-vita- 
min” for your skin. Same jars. 
Same labels. Same prices. 


uses Pond's Vanishing Cream daily. 
“Thanks for giving us this newest 
development in skin care—the ‘skin- 
vitamin’ in Pond's.” 









Statements concerning the effects of the ‘‘skin-vitamin”’ applied to the skin are based upon 
medical literature and tests on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method. 

Tune in on “THOSE WE LOVE,” Pond’s Program, Mondays, 8:30 P.M., N.Y. Time, N. B.C. 
Copyright, 1989, Pond’s Extract Company 
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DON’T LOSE THE MAN 
YOU WANT MOST TO KEEP 





No smart woman risks offending — 


make sure of your charm with MUM 


IS FIRST “I LOVE YOU’ —the thrill- 
H ing proposal, then the honeymoon 
—those are memories every woman hopes 
will never die. But it’s so easy for a wife 
to think that time will strengthen love—to 
feel that, because her husband loved her 
once, he'll love her always! 

Don’t make that fatal mistake! Don’t 
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perspiration—Mum prevents odor to 
come! Hours after your bath has faded 
Mum keeps you fresh! 


SAVE TIME! Pat Mum under each arm 
until it disappears. Takes only 30 seconds! 


SAVE WORRY! The Seal of the Ameri- 
can Institute of Laundering tells you 
Mum is harmless to fabrics. And even 
after underarm shaving Mum is actually 
soothing to your skin. 


SAVE ROMANCE! Without stopping 
perspiration, Mum stops all underarm 
odor. Get Mum at your druggist’s today 
—use it daily and be sure of charm! 


TO HERSELF? 
THANK HEAVENS FOR 
MUM. | WANT TO BE SURE | 
'M SWEET WHEN IM @ 
p WITH BILL. 





TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 


104 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 













walking across the boards that I heard 
the screech owl calling. - 

I listened hard when I heard a second 
call, and I listened harder when I heard 
a third. And then I heard the slow scrape 
I was afraid maybe I would hear, the slow 
pushing scrape of our old slab door that 
never had been fixed from hanging down 
so heavy on the doorsill. Then I knew I 
wouldn’t sleep much that night. For Hen 
Nethasole was an awful pretty man, like 
I’ve said. And the Nethasoles, all the way 
back, have been fond of three things: 
whisky and women and money. And al- 
ways got them—all but Elizabeth. 

So when that door opened, I groaned 
pretty loud, and I called, “Elizabeth.” 

And then I heard the door scrape once 
more, and Elizabeth answered from down 
in her room, “What is it, Jeff, for mercy’s 
sake?” 

“T can’t go to sleep,” I told her. 

“You will in a little while,” she said. 

“T’m going to light my candle,” I told her, 
“and read the book.” Because we had a 
book, and sometimes Elizabeth had it, and 
sometimes I had it. 

I heard the screech owl call again, and 
it seemed as if it was closer—right down 
in the alders below the road. And I said, 
“l’m coming downstairs again to get a 
drink.” 

I heard Elizabeth’s footstep on the floor 
as I went down the ladder. There was no 
water in the pail. So I went out around 
the house and drew a pail of water from 
the well. That makes a loud noise on ac- 
count of the wooden pin of the well sweep 
not being greased, because after an army 
has gone through a country there aren’t 
any pigs left. 


Va I took the water in, I heard Eliz- 
abeth getting into bed. But I went up 
the ladder and lit the candle and lay 
awake and listened. 

There was no more noise downstairs 
except the creaking of the big bed. The 
screech owl called once more, but then it 
sounded far off down the road. And Eliza- 
beth’s big bed kept creaking and com- 
plaining. But in the gray of the morning it 
went quiet at last, and then I dropped off 
to sleep. n 

Elizabeth was already up when I got 
downstairs. She looked the way I felt. Her 
face was pale, and her eyes were dark. 
She sat a long time studying my face. 

“What is it, Elizabeth?” I asked her. 

“You are so like your father,” she said. 

“Not so good,” I told her. “Not half.” 

“Tike iron,” she said. 

I chopped wood all that morning, and 
once when I looked in, she had put the 
dotted dress on, the one she was fondest 
of, a fetched-on silk dress from Cincinnati, 
and she was smoothing herself in front of 
the glass. But when I came in, she was 
wearing her old gingham. Then I said, 

“[’'m going down across the creek and 
see if any dandelions have come up, So we 
could have ourselves a mess of greens.” 

Elizabeth said: “Don’t leave me here 
alone, Jeff. Don’t, Jeff.” 

I said, “Come along, then.” 

She thought a moment, and then she 
came with me. Ided the way aeross the 
steppingstones. One place it wasi slippery. 
When we got there, I reached back and 
took her hand. She held onto my hand, 
but all the way across the creek she was 
pulling against me as if something was 
holding her back. And when we got over 
the steppingstones, she said in a voice that 
was half a whisper, 

“T can’t come.” 

But all the time she was trying to come, 
and I could see that, too. Her breath came 
fast, and that was before we had started 
up the hill. She said, “Help me, J eff.” 

I took her arm, pushed and lifted. When 
we got to where the grass was short, her 


feet hardly walked at all; so I let her sit 
down on the grass. She lay back and 
locked up at the sky. The sunbonnet 
crumpled beneath her head. Her eyes were 
a deeper black than I ever saw before, and 
her lips a bright blood red. 

Then, before I heard it, she was up on 
her feet looking. I did not hear anything 
even then. What I saw was a trail of dust 
rising along the road, and four men riding 
fast, four men dressed in gray, one with 
his arm bound tight against his side and 
a dark stain on the white cloth that bound 
it. And then I heard their hoofbeats, and 
then a louder, stronger noise, and up 
around the bend of the road came other 
men and more and more, all mighty puny- 
looking and their horses tired and stum- 
bling. And some men had rags tied around 
their faces or their shoulders, and some 
had hats, and some had none. But all of 
them were dressed in gray. 

“It’s an army,” said Elizabeth. “Why do 
you think they’re hurrying, Jeff? What’s 
the matter?” 

“They’re retreating. They’ve been licked. 


There’s a Union army after them,” I said. 


“Maybe my father is after them.” 

“T'm going home,” Elizabeth answered. 

I went with her. But this time she went 
ahead of me. I stopped hurrying and let 
her go. When I got to the house, she had 
a basket on her arm and said: 

‘Tm going to see your Aunt Polina. 
Maybe she'll know what’s up.” 

I looked at her hard. 

She said: “Don’t look at me like that. 
What have I done?” 

“Nothing yet, Elizabeth, I guess.” 

“Well, don’t do it, then.” 

She seemed to be studying over some- 
thing. She started to leave and then stood 
watching me, as if to see what I meant to 
do. So I said, 

“Tll read the book while you’re gone.” 

I went up into the loft. While I was up 
there, I heard her close: the door. So I 
stayed and read awhile by the light com- 
ing through the chinks in the wall. It was 
“Swiss Family Robinson” I was reading. 

After a while I got to thinking, and what 
bothered me the most was that I knew 
Elizabeth was being troubled about that 
money. She hadn’t dared be left with it 
in the house alone. 


TRIED to read some more, and then I 

sat looking out of the window. Pretty 
soon I saw Vada Wilson going by, and she 
was hurrying. And then Mary Spaulding 
came by, and she was driving her jolt 
wagon. Everything of any account she had 
was in it. Like Vada Wilson, she was 
hurrying down the road the way the Rebel 
army had been traveling. After she passed 
I saw a couple of men from up the stream, 
and they were hurrying, too, each leading 
a mule loaded with stuff. I knew then that 
there was a Union army coming, and all 
the folks who had been helping the Rebels 
were trying to get away. Hen and those 
first two men must have known a day 
ahead of the others. But what was Hen 
still hanging around for? I wondered. 

Elizabeth? That didn’t satisfy me, not 
when his skin was threatened. But Hen 
was a ruined man, and he knew we had 
that money. I thought that over, and then 
I thought awhile about Elizabeth and how 
my father loved her. I sat studying what 
to do. At last it seemed as if it came to 
me what my father would have thought 
was right. Like he said, “Look out for 
Elizabeth first, and then the money.” 

I made my dinner. I was glad afterward 
{ had a good one, biscuits and mashed 
potatoes and pork. And then I got to work 
at what I had to do. And that was plenty 
tough, and something I never did before 
in my life. I was cleaning up when I heard 
Elizabeth fumbling at the back door. Then 
she came in. There was nothing abou 
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goirig to see Aunt Polina to make a 
woman look the way she looked, standing 
there in the door. 

“Vd about give you up,” I said. 

She didn’t answer, or even seem to hear 
me. I never saw anybody in my whole life 
look prettier, or wilder, her eyes bright 
and glittering like mica in a rock, and a 
deep red flush on her cheeks. She looked 
like somebody that was just about letting 
go all holds, and sliding, terrible scared 
and terrible happy, down a steep hill over 
the snow. 

She stared for a moment, and then ran 
past me into her room, but as she ran she 
said, “Jeff, get that money and get out.” 
She slammed the door, and I could hear 
her throwing her old shoes into a corner. 
A little while after she flung the door open, 
and she was dressed in her dotted dress 
and had her good shoes on and her hat, 
and a bundle in her arms. 

“What are you fooling here for?” she 
asked me. “Get out, Jeff.” 

“Why should I get out?” I asked her. 
“l’m not a Rebel, nor a spy, either, like 
Hen Nethasole. I don’t have to run.” 

She rushed toward me and laid her hand 
on my arm. “Jeff, get that money,” she 
said. “He worked it out of me. He knows 
where it is. He don’t want it. But he hates 
your father so.” 

“I didn’t think you were that low, Eliza- 
beth,” I said. “Honest I didn’t.” 

“Jeff,” she said, “you’ve got to believe 
me. I didn’t go to tell. But get it and get 
out, and don’t tell me where you're going. 
For if he asks me, I got to tell him. I got 
to, Jeff. I’m leaving with him. He’s aiming 
to take me off where cities are. And I’m 
aiming to go. But I ain’t aiming to take 
Joe’s money even if it was meant for me. 
I ain’t that low. I ain’t, Jeff. But Hen hates 
the whole kit and boiling of you, and he’s 
going to get it if he can.” 

“Along with you?” 

“Yes, along with me. I won’t stay cooped 
up here. I won’t, Jeff. 'm going. He wants 
me, and I’m going.” 

“It ain’t pretty, Elizabeth.” 

“It ain’t pretty, but I’m young, and I’m 
going.” Her eyes blazed. “Hen’s coming 
this minute. So fetch that money where 
it’s hid and get out.” 

“No,” I told her. “I’m staying right here 
where it’s hid.” 

“Get out, Jeff,’ she said. She dropped 
her bundle. She took me by the shoulders 
and shook me. “Get out,” she said again. 

“T aim to clean up my dinner, Elizabeth,” 
I told her. “This is my father’s house, and 
he left it in care of us. And can’t neither 
you nor Hen Nethasole get me out of it.” 

“Then I’m going,” she said. “Ill try to 
keep him out if I can.” 

“You can’t,” I told her. “He’s a Netha- 
sole. He ain’t after you half so much as 
he’s after hurting my father and getting 
that money.”. ; 

“That’s a lie,” Elizabeth said. She pulled 
her head up, and her eyes were bright and 
proud. She went out the door and stood 
under the apple tree behind our house. 


CLOSED the door and fastened it with 

the bar. Then I put on my blue suit and 
got my old rifle gun and loaded it, and 
then I came down and waited. I was at 
the back door with my hand on the bar 
when I heard the horses. I looked out 
through the hole in the door, and there 
was Hen Nethasole on his black stallion 
with a led horse at his side. I put my rifle 
gun out through the hole and drew a bead 
on Hen and pulled. The cap snapped, and 
that was all that happened. And then Hen 
was off his horse, and Elizabeth was call- 
ing to him, and then he was beating on 
the door. I ran for the broom and put a 
straw down the nipple of my gun, but that 
was as near as I got to doing anything, for 
the door gave in. and Hen had me by the 


arms and knocked my rifle gun over into 
the corner. : 

Elizabeth had come in behind him, and 
she grabbed his arm. “Let go of him,” 
Elizabeth said. “Let go, Hen.” 

“Keep out of this,’ he said. “Keep out, 
I tell you. Jeff, where is that money?” 

“You see?” I told Elizabeth. 

“Where is that money?” He slapped me 
across the face and asked again. 

Elizabeth stood there looking. Her face 
had been flushed when she first came in 
the door, but when he hit me the third 
time, the blood seemed to run out of her 
cheeks. 

“Hen,” she said, “stop.. What does it 


matter? Haven’t you got me? Isn't that 


enough?” 

“Get the money,” he said. “Where is it?” 

She looked at me and then at him. His 
eyes were steady on her face. Her chin 
came up for a moment and then fell again. 
Her hand rose slowly and pointed at the 
rug on the floor. 

“Down there,” Elizabeth said, but the 
words did not come out easy. 

“Go down and bring it up.” 

“T can’t. I won’t, Hen.” 

“Go down and bring it up.” 

Her eyes met his, but only for an in- 
stant. Then she turned and put a sliver 
into the fire. She lit a candle, but her 
hands were shaking as she pulled up the 
trap and went down below the floor. She 
was scarcely out of sight before Hen tight- 
ened his hand on my collar. 

“Ts it there?” he asked me, bending over 
and looking me hard in the eyes. “I didn’t 
aim to kill you, Jeff. But I will. I swear 
to God I will.” 

I was afraid of what I saw in those cold, 
pale eyes. But I clenched my mouth and 
shook my head. 

He found a rope and tied me onto the 
chair. Then he went to the trap and looked 
down. “Have you got it?” he called. 

“T ain’t yet,” Elizabeth’s voice came up. 
“And I’m to the bottom of the barrel.” 


EN crossed over and looked down at 
me, and then he went into Elizabeth’s 
room. I could hear him tearing things to 
pieces. Our house was awful bare, with 
‘no place to hide anything much, and it 
was easy for him to see in a’ minute that 
there was nothing there. Then he came 
back and climbed the ladder, and I heard 
him tearing my bed to pieces. Pretty soon 
he came down again, his scowl blacker 
than ever, and Elizabeth heard him com- 
ing, and she climbed up the ladder from 
down below. And then I was scared the 
worst of any time, for her dress was white 
with flour, both arms up to her shoulders. 
“Have you got it?” Hen snapped the 
words at her like a whip going out. 

And then while Elizabeth answered I 
noticed that there were little beads of 
sweat on Hen Nethasole’s face and that 
his eyes kept going to the window, and 
then I knew that all three of us in that 
room were scared. For I was scared for 
the money and what might happen to me, 
and Elizabeth was scared of Hen like a 
child in the dark, and Hen was scared 
of something outside the windows. 

What Elizabeth said was: “It ain’t there. 
He put it there, but it ain’t there now.” 

He crossed over and sank his fingers in 
her arm. “Elizabeth,” he said, “get that 
money. Get him to tell you, for ’m going 
to kill Joe’s boy unless I find it.” 

If her face had been pale before, it went 
paler then. “Tell him, Jeff, tell him,” she 
said. “Don’t stick out like this. Let us get 
away. Then you and your pa can forget 
about us.” 

I clenched my mouth, and I shook my 
head..And then Hen ran down in the place 
below the floor and he hoisted out the 
half barrel of flour and dumped it by the 
stove and spread it out and kicked through 


March 1939 Good Housekeeping 





This Gown 


was washed 


25 times 


by Good Housekeeping to check 
fit and wear. Now all Luxite 
underwear bears this guarantee 


a 
y c 





Wear squad member showing 
textile expert how this lovely 
Shad-O-Bar nightgown by 
Luxite fits as faultlessly as a 
formal. After wear tests the 
garment was examined to 
make sure that seams did not 
pull out, or edges fray. 


ERE’S big news for value seekers . . . Luxite 

underwear now bears Good Housekeep- 
ing’s guarantee . . . awarded only after stren- 
uous wear tests by active young women... 
thorough laboratory checking of fabrics .. . 
twenty-five tubbings... then a final inspection 
of seams, elastic, hems, and fabric by members 
of Good Housekeeping staff. 


The gown shown is fashioned from the re- 
freshingly different Shad-O-Bar fabric... a 
run-proof rayon with a shimmering vertical 
stripe. Exclusive new designs, in exquisite 
colors, $2 to $2.50. Shad- 
O-Bar slip shown has four 
gores, shadow panel, adjust- 
able hem and shoulder straps. 
Wears and wears! Medium and 
long lengths,$1.69.Shad-O-Bar 
Briefs,75c. You’llwant a whole 
outfit of Shad-O-Bar under- 
things—now being featured 
by good stores everywhere, 


Other fine Luxite garments... De- 

Luxe Pure Silk, from $2. Fil @or 

Rayon and Silk, from $1... Spun-lo 
Rayon, from 59c. 


SHADOSBAR by 





HOLEPROOF HOSIERY COMPANY 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 
Makers of fine hosiery and underwear 


107 









—when this double 
action dentifrice 
brings quick re- 
freshment to mouth, 
gums and teeth 


9 


! a 
brush your teeth: “ 


teeth. 
when ¥ St Dental Cream and 


der both contain an 


yhich neutr alizes 


when you 


{ the House: of 
oduct bearms ‘pb Tooth bow 
2 greatest possi- Squi Al antacid, Vv 


y is A TRADITION 0 
| Squibb that every 


ve ing foo 
sts name must be of the appre ds caused by fermen mae 
ple benefit to ee. t to you in the the as wherever it comes } 
. . importan 3 din partic 
This fact 15} ducts, including 


Hage - ey vue ental Cream Or Tooth 
Buy °9 Both exe 
Brush your tee 


0 
selection of many Pt 


a dentifrice. monly caused by der today- 
Tooth decay ¥§ com! be formed by ae polishing. 


acids. These ac ff ‘ood particles that loaet twice a aelighte a with the quick 


el in cleansing 
th at 


ds may 


ymentation OF °°", etween “ll be 
the fer tiny crevices iD and b an You will be ent to mouth, teeth 
lodge ey ften beyond the reach feeling of refreshm 
Oo , f 
the teeth, and gums. 







tooth brush. 


[hat is why you should fight acid 
ry a 





= CN 32 
a8] 


9 Sureny 
ay jo? 

‘ puares pw 
. ays Of 


= 


qesau-poy “Al 


WOK MAN 
unis BOSS 
apued | 


ont 


pagg cg STEP 
‘ 
A yr 


eed COPYRIGHT, 1939, E. R, SQUIBB & SONS 


UIBB Dental Cream 


The Priceless Ingredient of Every Product is the Honor and Integrity of Its Maker 
108 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


it, and then he pulled out the bag of po- 
tatoes and dumped them out. And he went 
down again, and I heard him digging, and 
then he came up. 

He drew out a knife, and he came to- 
ward me. 

“Don’t, Hen.” 

Hen pushed her back so hard she fell 
against the table. “Stop squalling,” he said. 
“Is it here now?” he asked me. 

I said, “Yes.” 

He cut the cords that held me to the chair. 
He yanked me up and ripped my blue coat 
off over my shoulders, and he slit it to 
pieces with his knife. And he felt all over 
me till he knew I hadn’t got the money. 

He was crouching down over me when 
all of a sudden he straightened up and 
looked toward the window. I listened, too, 
and heard the hoofbeats of a galloping 
horse charging past us down the road. He 
ran to the door and looked out. He came 
running back and bent down and heaved 
up one leg of the stove. It fell against the 
table and upset that. The burning wood 
spilled out on the floor. He picked up the 
string of grease balls and threw them into 
the fire, and suddenly flames were over 
everything, and sparks were flying, and 
all three of us ran out the door. There was 
Hen’s stallion tied to the apple tree, but 
the lead horse had broke loose and was 
tearing away up the hill. 

Hen jumped into the saddle. His face 
was black and working, and the sweat was 
streaking down it. He turned and stared 
back at the door, and then I looked, and 
smoke was pouring out the top of it and 
curling up the side of the house. 

Hen drew his pistol and pointed it at 
me. He said, “Keep away from that door.” 


HE SAT and waited, his hands tighten- 
ing and loosening on the reins. When 
I looked behind me, I couid see flames 
through the chinks of the logs; and the 
window was red. Then up at the top of 
the door a little tongue of flame licked out 
above the smoke, and I knew that the 
house was lost, with everything in it. Hen 
smiled and backed his horse away from 
the apple tree. As he moved, Elizabeth 
seemed to come to herself. She ran and 
caught hold of his bridle. 

“Don’t leave me here,” she said. “Take 
me up behind you. Take me up. Take me 
any place, but don’t leave me here.” 

He looked down into her face. The hair 
was singed off around her forehead, and 
there was a black smudge over her eyes. 

“Help you up?” He called her a name 
I never heard any woman called before. 

“You said you loved me.” : 

He laughed and cracked the barrel of 
his pistol down on her knuckles until she 
let go her hand. “Elizabeth,” he said, “you 
was worth five thousand dollars to me 
yesterday. Now you ain’t worth one 
damned cent. I can get girls like you for 
just looking. And girls that come easy.” 

“You'll be sorry about this, Hen,” she 
told him. 

“You’re spunky,” he said to me, “and 
briggoty, too, and just a little mite too 
much. I figure I’ve ruined your damned 
old man, but I ain’t just satisfied about 
you losing me that money.” His eyes were 
narrow and hard, and I never saw a man’s 
lips come together so thin. “You’re a boy, 
but you're a Carter, and I don’t like none 
of the breed, and you been messing me up 
just a little bit too heavy.” 

e house was blazing all over by now, 
and I could feel the heat of it against 
my back. 

“You can go back in there and burrow 
that cash out now, if you want to, son,” 
he said. “Wherever you hid it, it ain’t 
worth threepenny by now, but just to keep 
any of you damned Carters from being 
too lively—” He stopped talking for a mo- 
ment and cocked his head to one side. 


T could see he was listening to some 
sound above the crackling of the fire, and 
I listened, too, and then I heard it myself. 
It was the roll of a drum away up the road. 

I stared over at Elizabeth, and there was 
nothing I ever saw before like the look 
on her face. She knew by now just where 
she stood with Hen, and she was hearing 
that drum. Her eyes were wide open, and 
she was standing stiff as a tree. 

Hen tightened his hold on the reins. 
Then he lifted his gun. But before the pis- 
tol came up level Elizabeth was in front 
of me, between me and him. I hadn't 
thought she was noticing anything. But 
there she stood in the way of that leveled 
gun, and her voice was lifted, so the words 
came clear above the snap and roar of 
the fire. 

“T ain’t no good,” she said, “and I never 
will be now, and Joe Carter will kill me 
when he comes home for all I’ve done to 
him. But one thing you can’t do, Hen. You 
can’t hurt Jeff on account of me.” 

For a moment Hen held the gun directly 
for Elizabeth’s breast, and I stepped out 
beside her and took her hand. Hen was a 
wicked man, and I reckon he was angrier 
just then than he ever was before in his 
life. He must have needed that money 
powerful bad. He sat there, and half of 
him was listening to that drum, and the 
other half came out of his eyes in a hate 
as cold against my face as that fire was 
hot against my back. Twice I saw his fin- 
gers tighten on the stock of the pistol, once 
when it was pointed at Elizabeth and once 
when it was pointed at me. I don’t know 
yet why he didn’t do it. I reckon neither 
did he. 

“I ought to. By God, I ought to,” I heard 
him muttering to himself. 

Maybe it was something he saw in Eliza- 
beth’s eyes. I wouldn’t know, for I couldn’t 
see her eyes. But he was looking at her, 
not me, when suddenly his left heel dug 
into his horse, and there was a dash of 
pebbles into our faces, and he was off like 
a black streak up the hill path behind the 
house. 

And the end of the roof fell into the fire. 


E STOOD for a moment, not daring to 
"believe he was gone, and then Eliza- 
beth stepped away from my side. When 
she spoke, she spoke without turning her 
head, her face still pointed up the path. 
“I’m going now, Jeff.” That was all. She 
started walking slowly away. 
_ “Where, Elizabeth? Where are you go- 
ing to? What’s back there but ten miles 
of laurels and clives? Hen won't wait.” 

“T ain’t following Hen,” Elizabeth said. 
“l’m just going before the soldiers come. 
They'll look after you. Tell them your 
father’s a captain in their army. They'll 
do something. I can’t let no one find me 
here. Not—” And she looked around at 
the smoke and the fire and then down at 
her own hands. “Not after all that’s hap- 
pened on account of me. The house ain’t 
much,” she said. “It was old and tumbling 
down anyhow. But everything’s gone. All 
that money burnt to nothing. Everything 
Joe had, on account of me.” And then for 
the first time she looked into my face hard 
and steady as if she was never going to 
see me any more. 

“You look like him,” she said, and again 
she turned away. 

“T reckon with you gone he wouldn’t 
have thought much about the money.” 

“Stop talking to me, Jeff,” she said. “I 
know. I ain’t worth nothing.” And she 
started off in a stumbling walk up the hill. 

I followed her. “You been worth some- 
thing to me, Elizabeth,” I said. “TI ain’t | 
forgot you took up for me. You’re worth | 
maybe more than you think. Even to Pap.” 
She shook her head and walked on. I 


reached out and caught her hand. We | 


came to the edge of the brush. Behind us 


‘YOUR HANOS ARE SO 
LOVELY, DEAR_THEY 
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Mrs. W. Gurney 
Locke (Inez Locke) 
shows her pretty 
hands to her husband. 
Thanks to Lux, they 
look as lovely as 
when she was mar- 
tied 3 years ago! 


AND JUST IMAGINE, 
INEZ HAS WASHED 
DISHES 3 YEARS. LUX 
LEAVES US AS LOVELY 
AS IF SHE HAD A MAID 





Beauty experts advise 
Lux for dishes: | 


“We advise women who prize lovely hands 
to use Lux for dishwashing,” beauty ex- 
perts say. “We can’t tell the difference 
between the hands of women who have 
maids and those who use Lux for dishes.” 

Soaps containing harmful alkali irritate 
the skin—dry out precious natural oils. 
Lux has no harmful alkali. It leaves hands 
soft, white, adorable! 


alittle goes so far—it’s thrifty 
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PYREX WARE 


HERE’S VIVID PROOF of what Pyrex Oven- 
ware 30% to 50% price reductions mean! 
This handsome 8 piece set (#145) includes 
a specially designed 114 qt. casserole with 
pie plate cover, and six new rimless custard 


cups to match. Gift packed. Priced a 
year ago at $1.45. Today, only .... 


OTHER SETS LOW AS 89¢ 


Nine-piece set No. 7. Six custard cups with wire 
rack, 8 oz. measuring cup, and 9}4” pie plate. 
Gift packed. One year ago, without rack, ft) 

$1.00. Today, with rack....----..-+++++- 8 ¢ 


Ten-piece set No. 515. One 914" loaf pan, 14 at- 
knob style casserole, 1014" utility dish, 942” pie 
plate, and six 4 oz. custard cups. Gift $9 15 
packed. A year ago, $2.95. Today ..--.-- 


Fifteen-piece No. 555 Pyrex set! ($6.64 value a 
year ago).1% qt. casserole with pie plate cover, 
914" loaf pan, 914" and 1014" pie plates, 10}4” 
utility dish, 1 qt. open baker, 6 cup teapot, 8 oz. 
measuring cup, six 6 oz. custard ¢475 
eups, Gift packed . 0.55002 00+ ccs eee sed 4 


CORNING GLASS WORKS, CORNING, N. Y. 


















3-PIECE FLAMEWARE SET 


rilling Pytex 
ramencake for 
top-of-stove cook 
ing! Set in gift 
box includes 1 
and 1}4 at. sauce” 
pans and 7in.skil- 
let with chrome 
handle. At same 
low price as last 


year. $2p 65 


only-- 
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PYREX. 


BRAND 


OVENWARE e FLAMEWARE 
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the sound of the drums was coming closer, 
and then I heard a rattle of horse gear 
’way up the road, and she was straining 
to break from me. 

“Listen,” I said. “Listen to me, Eliza- 
beth.” 

By then she was dragging me up into 
the brush. Because I wouldn’t let go my 
hold on her hand. And there was more 
strength in her than I ever knew was 
there. 

“Let me go,” she said. “Let me go.” 

“I can’t,” I told her. “I can’t, Elizabeth. 
My pappy said, look out for that money 
and look out for you. I tried to figure like 
he would have. Even if it was Hen Netha- 
sole, if you aimed to go with him and he 
wanted you that bad, I reckoned you had 
to go. But I reckoned you had to be sure, 
and so did I, and so would Pap.” 

She was still dragging at my hand, but 
she turned her face to listen. 

“T even reckoned my father wouldn’t 
have wanted you not to have the money, 
if it was for you. But I figured Hen was a 
Nethasole. I figured he wouldn’t take no 
woman or do anything except for money. 
I figured he was built that way and 
couldn’t change it, and I figured you was 
a fool and fashity and cooped up too long, 
and you had to find it out some way or 
other, no matter what it cost, and Pap 
would have said so, too. I hope I done 
right, Elizabeth,” I told her. 

“No use talking about right or wrong 
now,” she said. “Joe’s ruined. The money’s 
gone forever. The harm’s all done. What- 
ever i learned, I learned too late.” She tore 
at my hands. “Let me go, Jeff. Let me go, 
I tell you.” 

There was a rattle of sabers and the hol- 
low sound of hoofs on the shale up the 
road above our gate. Elizabeth tore her 
hand loose, and I caught hold of the hem 
of her dotted dress and let her drag me. 

“T figured a Nethasole ain’t easy to 
change his nature, Elizabeth,” I said. “And 
weren't no right way to show you but one, 
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and if 1 was wrong then, nothing wouldn't 
matter, either to Pappy nor me.” 

The horsemen halted at the gate, and 
I heard men calling, and then above all 
the calling I heard something else. It was 
one voice louder than all the rest. At the 
sound of it Elizabeth looked back. The red 
was gone from her lips. 

“Jeff,” the voice said. “Elizabeth.” 

Elizabeth jumped away from that. call 
like a spurred horse. She tore so hard 
away from me up the hill that the stuff 
of her skirt split in my hands, and she 
had taken one more step away when she 
heard the rip of the cloth and looked be- 
hind her, her hair flying, her eyes wild 
and desperate. And then she saw what I 
held in my hand, and she stumbled and 
fell, and turned and sat up and stared and 
stared at the green bills I had sewed into 
the stiff hem of her skirt. 

And then spurs clanked on the stones 
of our walk, and there was hardly five 
seconds left, and if we hadn’t been up 
there in the edge of the brush, I reckon 
I wouldn’t have made it, and I reckon 
three people’s lives would have been 
messed up forever, hers and Pappy’s and 
mine. 

I said, “Elizabeth, there’s Pap, and if 
you want us, stand up and go to him.” 

She threw me one hard look, and I nod- 
ded my head as much as to say, “Pappy 
or nobody, this is all between us two for- 
ever.” In a second her face went from pale 
to red, and then she was on her feet, and 
she was running toward him. I looked up 
once, and they were standing there like 
statues against the red flames of the house, 
my Pap in his blue uniform that was torn, 
rusty, and brown with dust, and Eliza- 
beth in her spotty dress, just holding to 
each other while the fire rose up behind 
them. ; 

It took me near half an hour to pick up 
all the green money she’d scattered when 
she ran. And neither of them seemed to 
care whether it was picked up or no. 


Interior Decorators Are 


Made—Not Born 
* 


There’s no reason on earth why you 
can’t decorate your own home—and 
have endless fun doing it—if you let 
a world-famous authority show you 
how to begin. You'll be glad to hear 
that Heten Koves, director of Good 
Housekeeping Studio, has just put an 
entire course in decorating into a 
single handsome volume entitled 


How to Be Your Own Decorator * 


To receive it send one dollar in check or money order with your 
name and address to Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 57th Street 
at Eighth Avenue, New York City. Or, if you prefer, write to the 
Bulletin Service for information about the ten chapters of the book 
which may be purchased separately at ten cents apiece. 


10 CHAPTERS 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


150 ILLUSTRATIONS 
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It was a blustery March day and I hated to When I saw Grace, | burst out: “My face and Well, we didn’t do much committee work that day! 
leave the house...the wind always did hands are simply frightful in this weather. How Everyone was too busy talking about those thrill- 
ruin my complexion. But I had promised in the world do you keep your skin so perfect?” ing Avon cosmetics. When Grace told us they are 
Grace to be on hand at her committee ‘That's easy,” said Grace, “I use Avon toiletries. brought right to your home by the Representative, 
meeting—and I just had to go... They have special preparations fot every skin!”... we got her address. Now all of us use Avon! .. 





Avon creams and lotions have certainly worked wonders for Exceptional values in exquisite cosmetics: To relieve dry, rough skin, and pro- 
me! My complexion actually seems to thrive on harsh winds tect against redness and chapping... Avon Lotus Cream—52¢. Avon Hand 
.and my skin is soft and smooth as it was five years ago. Cream—52¢. Avon Rose Cold Cream—52¢. Avon Witch Hazel Cream— 52¢. To 
(Don’t think I’m vain; Jim told me so himself!) bring out your feminine loveliness ... Avon velvet- textured Face Powder, in 2 
weights and 8 shades—78¢. Avon Lipstick or Rouge, in 4 harmonizing tones—52¢. 


Welcome the AVON Representative when she calls! 


A trained Representative brings Avon cosmetics and toiletries _ ered fresh. 52 years of skilled experience goes into their 
right to your home. In the comfort and privacy of your own making ... they equal the most expensive sold anywhere . . 
living room, she courteously and quickly helps you make your —_—-yet_our prices are amazingly reasonable. Avon beauty aids 
selection. She offers you expert advice on are tested and approved by Good Housekeeping, and carry 
beauty problems. our famous unconditional money-back guarantee of complete 
Avon cosmetics are never sold in stores. satisfaction. 


They come to you direct, and are deliv- Let the Representative show you the Avon Way to loveliness! 


If you are not receiving regular Avon service, mail a postcard to Avon Products, 30 Rockefeller Plaza 





New York City. Our Representative in your community will call—without obligation on your part. 





A Personalized Service that Comes to Your Home 
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Me a your. | Get Four Extra 
health when you I WAS f his 
ECTIVE way 


don’t get enough 
eat ss | a | New High-Vitamin Yeast 





Vitamins 
you very likely 


need more Vitamin A a x : . ° 
nee Cold-Fich- [aes offers a richer combination of 


ing” Vitamin. y 4 essential vitamins, plus the 
| remarkable “booster action” 
If you are NERVOUS, i of fresh yeast 


irritable and have ’ 

POOR DIGESTION; REAT NUMBERS of people in America 
more of the impor — G today are not getting enough vitamins 
tant’ Ner ve’’ Vitamin from their meals—many studies indicate. 

B is often needed. Slow digestion may also keep you—like so 
many others—from getting full good from the 
vitamins you eat. 

Fleischmann’s new High-Vitamin Yeast can 
Plenty of ‘‘Bone’’ sive help in both these ways. 

Vitamin D is needed + It is now richer than ever in Vitamins A, B, 
for the body’s proper ¢ —o" D and G. 

use of the calcium ; The yeast itself helps stimulate and quicken 
slow digestion. Thus it acts like a ‘‘booster’’ for 
the vitamins eaten—helps the body make fuller 
use of them. 

Get your extra vitamins this effective way— 
in Fleischmann’s High-Vitamin Yeast. Eat it 
regularly every day—one cake % hour before 
breakfast or lunch and one cake % hour before 
supper. It’s easy to buy. Just order from your 
grocer. And you'll like its economy—only a 
few cents a day. 


and phosphorus 

in your food—an 
essential for strong 
bones and hard 
teeth. 


TIRING EASILY, 

too EARLY AGING 
may be due to a 
shortage of the 
Vitality Vitamin G. 





i : ; ees Se eg ee et 
Sc, y : ees te eta heats 
Ini LEGMA ang 2 cakes a day give you.. 
Get enough vitamins every day. Now S = ee weet, ie VITAMIN A—6200 UNITS aN : 
—the new Fleischmann’s High- ” tae aa ae (INT.). 
VITAMIN D—8&O0O UNIT (INT.) 
VITAMIN G—100-120 UNITS (SH. BOUR.) 


All the average person needs (in addition to his 
meals) of A, B and D, and a rich supply of the vital-_ 


Vitamin Yeast offers richer amounts 
of the 4 Vitamins A, B, D and G— 
plus the ‘booster action’’ of the fresh 


yeast. By stimulating slow digestion, ity vitamin G. 
: ; : t Eat Fleischmann’s High- Vitamin Yeast plain, or 
it helps you make fuller use of the tive Tittia Walter or mul: 


vitamins eaten. 


Copyright, 1939, Standard Brands Incorporated 
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HERE is a dull way to use 

make-up and a smart way. The 

dull way is to powder your face 

and rouge your lips merely 

because other women do. The 

result is what you might ex- 
pect—nobody gives you a second 
glance. The smart way is to regard 
make-up as the palette to transform 
your face into a work of art. 

So much can be done with cos- 
metics that the woman who is stupid 
about them is at an enormous disad- 
vantage. By means of skillful make- 
up you can make something out of 
practically nothing. You can appear 
to have a much better skin than you 
actually possess. You can concentrate 
attention on your pretty eyes or 
mouth so that few will notice your 
less desirable features. If your face 
is not well proportioned, you can cre- 
ate an optical illusion to improve it. 
Most important of all, the clever use 
of color will liven a drab complexion, 
make your clothes more becoming, 
make you look younger and smarter. 

You begin with your powderbase. 
If you are really sophisticated about 
make-up, you 
types and know what each will do for 
you. You use your hand lotion when 
you want weather protection. You 
know that vanishing cream gives a 
lovely finish to the skin and makes 
powder cling. You keep powder lo- 





have tried several - 


BY RUTH MURRIN 


tion to pretty your neck and arms for 
formal evenings. You perhaps have 
experimented with the heavier bases 
so helpful when you want to cover 
your skin or create shadows that 


seem to change the proportions of * 


your face. There are several types— 
creams, cakes which you moisten be- 
fore applying, creamy sticks—all in 
complexion shades. 

The light foundations are perfect 
for sports and daytime use when you 
like to look natural. The heavier ones 
go a long way to give you the glamour 
your prettiest clothes and most excit- 
ing parties call for. You should be 
expert in the use of both types. 


That Lovely Bloom 

Now for your powder. You depend 
on it to suppress shine and to give 
your skin a lovely bloora. So it should 
never be dabbed on hastily; above 
all, never chosen hastily. There are 
three general types: the light, fluffy, 
transparent kind; the more adherent 
kind that clings and covers unusually 
well, and the type that is halfway be- 
tween these two. Find out which type 
is most becoming to you, then mar- 
shal your keenest color sense to pick 
the shade. Don’t, please, choose one 
too light. It will gray your skin, 
while a darker, rosier color will make 
your face look live and interesting. 

Your powder now is rosier, your 
lipstick deeper than you have worn 
for years. Henna-toned lips don’t 
harmonize with the fuchsia and hya- 
cinth fabrics so smart this year, so 


orange-red sticks have given way to. 


the tenderer violet-reds—cyclamen, 
plum, fuchsia, deep rose. The pure, 
clear reds are good, too; and if you 
must have a coppery tone on your lips 
to blend with some tawny costume, 
use the dark brownish redwood. 
These deep, rich colors in lipstick, 
rouge, and powder may sink your 
eyes unless they are very bright and 
fringed with dark, sweeping lashes. 
Mascara is first aid for lashes that are 
light and scanty, and a curler will give 
them a beguiling upward curve. Then 


a bit of soft shadow on the upper lids 
—blue, green, or violet—deeper along 
the lashes and shading into nothing, 
and the eyes are brilliant and colorful. 

Keep this cheerful motto in mind— 
“Any face can be interesting.” You 
may not be a Madeleine Carroll or 
Hedy Lamarr, but your face has its 
points. Study them. Learn how to 
bring out the good lines, the good fea- 
tures; sink the less charming ones. 
You can do a lot with a tinted pow- 
derbase. The principle you follow is 
this: use a light shade to bring out 
any section of your face you want 
emphasized, a darker shade for any 
you prefer to go unnoticed. So if 
your jaws are too heavy, you shadow 
them with the dark shade. If your 
chin is weak, you bring it out with a 
light base. If your nose is broad, you 
darken each side and draw a highlight 
down the center. Cheek rouge is help- 
ful when you are remodeling, too. 
Applied horizontally over the upper 
part of the cheeks, it will make a long 
face appear shorter; Applied ver- 
tically, it gives the illusion of length. 

Make some of these tricks your 
own. Take advantage of the variety, 
smartness, and gaiety the rich new 
cosmetic colors offer you. Everyone 
at some time tires of the old face and 
longs for a new one. When that hap- 
pens to you, there is no reason why 
you can’t have your wish. 


These two pictures show what art 


can do to dramatize a face. At t 


the left is a famous fashion 


model as she appears natural. Ay 


and unadorned. There is beauty 
here, but it is-a trifle wan. Above. 
—the same face transformed ie 
make-up—deep foundation, 
rouge, lipstick, eye shadow, and 


mascara—to triumphant beauty 


“ 





Photographs by Ruzzie Green 


115 











CENTER PART 
Some authorities say that hair parted 
in the center makes the face seem 
wider. Others say that it makes the face 
appear longer. Which is correct? 


When hair parted in the center is 
combed downward at the sides, it 
makes a long face seem wider. When 
it is brushed upward at the temples in 
the new fashion, it seems to lengthen 
the face. In either case, it always calls 
attention to the nose. If your nose 
slants to one side, is too large or un- 
shapely, you should never part your 
hair in the center. 


SKIN CLEARING 

I have good features and a nice fig- 
ure, and I would be content with my 
appearance if only I had a better com- 
plexion. My skin is dark and rough, 
and I sometimes have pimples and 
blackheads. A skin specialist told me to 
be careful about using soap, but at the 
same time he told me not to use creams 
and cosmetics. I am puzzled, because I 
do not see what there is left for me 
to do. Can you help me? 


Apparently you have been so cau- 
tious that you have not really cleaned 
your skin thoroughly. On a rough, 
irritable skin like yours you should 
use soap only once a day—choose a 
mild kind—and rinse it off perfectly. 
For other cleansings use cream. 
When you have taken off all you can 
with tissues, swab your face with 
cotton wrung out of diluted skin 
tonic. At night use cold cream except 
on areas which are broken out. These 
should be treated with a medicated 
preparation suggested by your doctor. 


DARK CIRCLES 
I have dark shadows under my eyes, 
not due to eyestrain or lack of sleep. 
Is there anything I can do about them? 


Most women simply use a fairly 
heavy powderbase to cover circles 
under their eyes, but there is a spe- 
cial skin-tinted eyestick which you 
can use instead. Or you might blend 
your cheek rouge well up under the 
eyes. On some people these shadows 
are quite attractive, so before you 
change your make-up, why don’t you 
try disguising the circle on one side 
and compare the effect with the other 
half of your face. Maybe you will 
decide that your natural appearance 
is better after all. 
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PRIZED POSSESSIONS 





A really pretty waterproof make- 
up cape of latex to save your dress 
from powder flecks or stray hairs 





A fine English brush with long, 


firm bristles that make your scalp 
tingle and your pretty hair shine 





Deep-toned powder and lipstick in 
formal red—not blue, not orange 
—to enliven your pale winter face 


YX 


GOOD-BYE, BANGS 
What do you do with bangs when you 
are tired of them? I have been wearing 
my hair like Claudette Colbert, but 
now I want to change. 


Simply brush them back many 
times a day until yout have trained 
them to lie flat. When you have your 
hair done, ask your hairdresser to ~ 
use plenty of lotion; and, if possible, 
select a style which will permit these 
short hairs to be set in a wave or in 
little upward curls. 


MAKE-UP FOR PHOTOGRAPHS 

Taking pictures is our hobby, and we 
have formed a camera club to discuss 
our problems and exchange criticism. 
We are studying portrait work now and 
need some expert advice about make- 
up. Is there a book on the subject which 
is not too expensive or technical for 
amateurs? 


“Photographic Make-up” by Wray 
Meltmar, Pitman Publishing Cor- 
poration, is readable and well illus- 
trated. We have experimented in the 
Beauty Clinic with some of the direc- 
tions given in it and have found them © 
sound and simple to follow. 


HAIR SNARLS 
My hair snarls badly after a sham- 
poo. Can you suggest a remedy which 
will not affect a permanent wave? 


There are several things you can 
do. The simplest is to brush the hair 
thoroughly while it is still wet. It is 
helpful, too, to apply a little bril- 
liantine on the wet locks. Then there 
is a hair cream which, rubbed into the 
ends of the hair when it is dry, cor- 
rects the snarling. 


CHAPPED FEET 


Having just ruined a pair of eve- 
ning stockings prompts me to ask 


‘what I can do about my feet. As soon 


as cold weather sets in they become 
calloused and chapped, and my stock- 
ing bills soar. Any suggestion? 


Just before you take your bedtime 
bath, apply cuticle remover on the 
calloused spots. Then when your feet 
have soaked awhile in warm, water, 
serub them with a stiff brush. Dry 
them, and massage with cold cream. 
In the morning, before putting on 
stockings, rub hand lotion on your 
feet to protect and smooth them. 
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I could scarcely wait to see Rex’s beloved Avondel. All 


ountess 


the villagers had turned out—and there was the Dowager 
on the terrace with her lovely skin looking just as incredibly 
fresh and young as it had at my Long Island wedding. As 
a full-fledged daughter, I dared a comment. “My dear,” 
she said, “for 65 years I have used only the finest soap 
made in the world—Yardley’s English Lavender Soap!” 





Those marvelous English skins! How I envied them until the 
Dowager sent off for the lightest, most exquisite creams, lotions 
and powder I’d ever used! “Why you little coal from Newcastle!” 
cried Rex’s cousin, Lady Cissie. “Fancy not knowing Yardley! 
I bought their things everywhere in the States last year!’?’ What 
a girl misses, going abroad to finishing school! 


YarRDLEY’s ENnc- 
LIsH COMPLEXION 
CreaM ...a light 
effective cream 


which can be used 


YarDtey’s Enc- 
LisH LAVENDER 
Soap—the luxury 
soap of the world, 
ideal for skin care. 


Not until hunting begdn did I discover the full perfection of 
Yardley’s preparations. They helped keep my skin like velvet in 
spite of weather. Yankee pride rebelled at letting my new British 
relatives take complete credit for the better life. “Yardley’s 
English Lavender, my dears, is as much a part of our American 
sports scene as our hunting pink,” I assured the great Meltonians. 


YaRDLEY’s Enc- 
LIsH COMPLEXION 
PoWDER isa 
pleasant new ex- 
perience for 


YARDLEY’S ENGLISH LAV- 
ENDER, since 1770 the 
world’s most lovable fra- 
& stance... $1.10 to $35. 
| Write for our book, “Beauty 


Large tablet, 35c. 
Box of three, $1 





BY APPOINTMENT TO HER MAJESTY QUEEN MARY 





for all normal skin 
care. Triple quan- 
tity, $2.50. Single 
BSE CSA eT oe 





women whose 
skins are dry. In 
7 lovely shades. 
Each box, $1.10 





Secrets from Bond Street.” 
Quite free. Address: 

Yardley & Co., Ltd., 620 
Fifth Ave., New York City. 
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SOFT TEXTURE ... wonderfully protective firmness 
. .. both are woven into this gentle, unusually absorb- 
ent Luxury Texture ScotTissue. Your child’s tender 
skin needs this greater security and comfort. Your guests 
will appreciate this proof of your thoughtfulness. 


Luxury Texture ScotTissue cleanses immaculately, 


with no irritation even to sensitive skin. Keep it 
always in your bathroom! Scott Paper Company, also 
. makers of Waldorf Tissue and Scott Towels. 


Copr., 1939, Scott Paper Co. 





Appointment With Tomorrow 


(Continued from page 21) 


She closed the door of her own office be- 
hind her, as if it were of tremendous im- 
portance to be utterly alone. She told her- 
self that that was ridiculous, that in fact 
it was ridiculous to have left Vivian so 
abruptly, or to have left him at all. 

In a few minutes she would go back. She 
would say, “I will marry you.” Because 
she liked him very much. Because he was 
her closest friend. Because there was no 
reason to give him a different answer. She 
loved no one else. She had never loved 
anyone else. 

She seated herself on the window seat, 
waiting for her breathing to be steadier. 
Once or twice latterly she had guessed 
this moment would come. She had known 
Vivian so long and so well it was natural 
that she would guess by little differences 
in his manner. She had wondered what 
she would answer. 

Because she did not love Vivian Yule 
either, in the sense of “being in love” with 
him. A little flicker of humor lifted the 
corner of her pretty 
mouth. Then, suddenly, 
she was conscious of an 
unreasonable aching — 
for someone she’d never 
found, never would find 
now, for the person one 
always believed was 
somewhere in the world 
who would be the other 
half of one’s self. That 
—that was silly. 

She stood up and 
went to tell Vivian that 
she would marry him. 


CHAPTER II 


NTHONY NASH 
and Rosamond 
Douglas were waiting 
in the Algonquin lobby for Bevan Roades 
to join them. They were all then going 
to tea with Vivian Yule, whom Anthony 
looked forward to meeting. He had always 
admired his photography, and besides 
they had many mutual acquaintances. 

Meanwhile he summoned such patience 
as he could to endure Rosamond’s per- 
formance, given for the benefit of such 
of her acquaintances as were also waiting 
for someone or other, or possibly just for 
time to pass. 

She wanted Rosamond Douglas and 
Tony Nash to be seen deep in animated 
and intimate-seeming conversation in a 
corner of the lobby not as inconspicuous 
as the corner he would have chosen. So 
that her acquaintances would say: “They 
looked absorbed enough. Darling, do you 
suppose there is anything in it?” 

His main objection to theatrical people 
was that they began alternate sentences 
with “darling.” 

‘Darling,’ said Rosamond now, “you 
must be out of your mind. Please don’t 
tell anyone, else you might not get good 
parts.” 

That was in answer to the fact he would 
not have told her if he had not been so 
impatient, that he meant to retire from the 
screen at the end of his present contract. 
He had not gone into detail about his rea- 
sons, which were complicated. This play— 
then two more pictures—then freedom for 
some sort of private life he had not planned 
in detail. 

Rosamond said into the little silence, “If 
I ever get anywhere near where you are, 
Ill never give it up.” 

He wondered whether she would feel 
the same way when, as he thought she 
would, she arrived. Their situations were 
of course different, in that he had become 


WHITE RAIN 
By Edgar Daniel Kramer 


THE white rain failing 
On bud and leaf 

Is healing solace 

For anguished grief. 


THOUGH I am bleeding 
Beneath the rod, 

The white rain strengthens 
My faith in God. 


a picture star more or less by accident. 
When he had graduated from college in 
1929, he had meant in the vague phrase 
then usual to “go into business” after a 
summer holiday. The only business that 
offered that autumn was a part in a play, 
which he obtained because of some slight 
fame in his college dramatic-club produc- 
tions. Thereafter one thing had led to an- 
other, adding up to eight years in Holly- 
wood eventually. 

He had come East to play the lead in 
the American production of “Four Years.” 
His company had bought the picture 
rights, and thought it desirable for him to 
star in the play as well as the picture. 

“You're very silent, Tony.” 

He roused himself, suddenly ashamed 
of his irritation. If he had thought that 
other young actresses would envy Rosa- 
mond the attentions of these minutes, and 
also the leading woman’s part in- “Four 
Years” opposite him, it was for no reason 
of personal conceit. Only eight Hollywood 
years had made a real- 
ist of him. 

He couldn’t well help 
knowing that people 
like himself were en- 
vied for their incomes 
plus their luck. His in- 
come was something 
over a hundred thou- 
sand dollars a _ year, 
after taxes and agent’s 
commissions were de- 
ducted. His luck so far 
had been one box-office 
success after another. 

He began to talk hur- 
riedly to Rosamond 
about how good she 
was bound to be in her 
part, because he had 
not meant to be rude 
and because he liked her well enough. At 
least he liked her ambition, her vividness, 
and one or two of her poses. 

From her red hair—that was a charming 
shade but certainly not the shade with 
which nature had endowed her or anyone 
—to the round tips of her shining green 
shoes, there was nothing natural about 
Rosamond but* her ambition, her deter- 
mination. Her gray-blue eyes between the 
long lashes that he had been told had to 
be put on one by one, in an involved pro- 
cess requiring a couple of hours, were 
sharp as steel. 

Her vividness, which had a quality of 
unreality in a hotel lobby, was extremely 
effective across the footlights. Her thin 
pointed face then presented the illusion 
of beauty, the curves of her bright-painted 
mouth softened. When photographed, too, 
Rosamond looked at once younger and 
more vital than she was. He had seen her 
in two or three small picture roles, had 
played in the same picture once. He spoke 
of her part in that now, at some length 
because it pleased her. 

She said, when he paused: “There’s no 
life that counts outside the theatre! The 
theatre, including pictures. No life so in- 
teresting, so exciting, so important! Once 
you've been part of it, you couldn’t ever 
do without it. Tony, you'll never get on 
without your fan letters and your name 
in lights and on posters. Why, you might 
as well be dead! I expect you're just bored 
because rehearsals haven’t started. We'll 
keep this silly notion of yours a secret, 
won't we, darling?” 

His main objection to his career was 
this: he was paid enormous sums of money 
for work which he usually found interest- 
ing and sometimes even found stimulating. 
But—some part of his soul was included 
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every woman needs .. . 
Helena Rubinstein’s 


Pasteurized Face Cream 


PASTEURIZED FACE CREAM is so re- 
markable that it is as famous as 
Mme. Rubinstein’s name. It cleans 
immaculately, sweeping away im- 
purities and grey weariness. It 
animates the complexion to a last- 
ing radiance. It guards against dry 
skin. It softens, counteracts fatigue 
marks, chapped skin. It leaves the 
texture exquisitely clear and velvety. 
You will see a decided improvement 
after two weeks’ faithful use. 


Pasteurized Face Cream in two 
blends: for dry or for normal-or- 
shiny skins. 1.00 up. 


IF YOUR SKIN IS VERY DRY and 
inclined to lines, also use Mme. 
Rubinstein’s Youthifying Tissue 
Cream every night. Its balsamic oils 
and fresh herbal essences are equally 
effective for the young skin, in 
euarding against lines and crow’s- 


feet. 1.00. 


TOWN AND COUNTRY MAKE-UP FILM 
is Mme. Rubinstein’s foundation for 
a glamorous, long-lasting make-up. 
It is a delicate protective film to use 
on your skin under make-up, in- 
doors and out, to give your com- 
plexion a new beauty, a luminous 
transparency. 1.50. 


These three Helena Rubinstein prepara- 
tions together are a complete day-and- 
night beauty treatment. Special sizes of 
each have been packed in the famous 
“Three-Step Beauty Treatment” for 2.00. 
Or, you may buy them individually. 
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in the purchase price; not stated in the 
contract, but definitely implied. He had a 
public. His public made him worth the 
money he was paid. He owed his public a 
never-fixed amount. 

He was no longer Anthony Nash. He 


JSUST A MATTER OF 
yy was a character, off the are os well as 
GOOD TASTE, Mr DLAR fo otite innate GE Mis studio's noble 


department, various roles in which people 
had liked him, his own taste in matters 
no more important than the choosing of 
his neckties. 

He said in his thoughts, “The -danger 
in a special, a rather flamboyant success, 
lies in taking oneself too seriously,” and 
saw Bevan walking toward them. 


7IVIAN asked, “Are you happy, too, 
Paula?” 

She found his obvious happiness very 
moving. Somehow, she had not realized 
that he would make her feel that her con- 
sent to marry him was the most wonderful 
luck he had had in his life. 

“Of course, very happy.” The words 
sounded to her too matter-of-fact. But 
they were the best she could manage. 

“Let’s be married immediately after 
Christmas.” 

“No, Vivian, let’s wait, three months or 
so.” She did seem to be able to explain 
that honestly. “You are my closest friend 
—also my employer. I’m used to both those 
things. It will take me a little while to 
grow used to the idea that you'll go on 
being my friend and employer, and will 
be my husband, too.” 

He laughed. “But, my dear, I shan’t go 
on being your employer. You didn’t sup- 
pose I was marrying my office manager 
to make sure no one hired her away from 
me, did you?” 

She simply could not help sounding dis- 
mayed. “But I like working here.” 

He didn’t seem to take that seriously. 
“I hope you'll like the kind of work they 
call ‘making a home.’ ” 

The days of seven years went racing 
through her mind. Never any more to 
hurry to the office because there were fif- 
teen things to be done and only time for 
ten. Never to choose the models that were 
by just a little more beautiful and fresh- 
faced than a hundred others. Never to 
ee , ; entertain politely, while they waited for 
You can imagine the stir at our meeting 3 Sip—sip hooray! I was in there cheering. their private sittings, Supreme Court Jus- 
this afternoon when a right personable Eight out of ten of us picked so z tices, or opera singers, or debutantes or 


1 Gaze on me, Auntie. Your little 
kinswoman has just become a 
voter and an epicure in one easy, 
painless operation! You should have 
been there. It all happened at the 
club only a little while ago... 


























young man appeared to conduct a soup test. Far and away the keenest, rf all- | authors. 
“Taste—and ¢e//,” said he. “Which of these round tastiest chicken sou € ever eaten. “What were you thinking, Paula?” 
chicken noodle soups do you like best?” Guess what, Auntie? p A—was Heinz! “That life will be strange, when all this 
ends ... Id better telephone for tea to 
be sent down. Our guests will be arriving.” 
4 Not startling—just a matgefof good taste, my dear. She reached for the desk telephone and 
We've been servin inz Soups for years. Heinz called Vivian’s apartment number. He 
Chicken Noodle Muine Turtle— Cream of Mush- lived in the penthouse above his offices 
room—twentyeWo Heinz Soups—they’re all on my list. and had tea on Saturday, and luncheon 


very often when he was hurried, brought 


: ; d by his h : 
out of 10 women chose Heinz Chicken Noodle Soup | 4° pire i the furcitare te the peuteene 


In recent blind taste tests conducted in leading cities women chose when the firm moved to this building, had 
Soup A— Heinz—because of its rich chicken flavor and the tender | chosen all the things for Vivian’s daugh- 
goodness of Heinz own home-tasting egg noodles. This soup (and ter’s room, but it seemed suddenly par- 
all Heinz twenty-two) are cooked the old-fashioned small-batch ticularly strange to consider that she 
way with delicate seasonings brewed in the broth. Good taste | would be entertaining in Vivian’s apart- 
acclaims—the best of taste demands—Heinz Home-style Soups. ment instead of his office most of the time 
hereafter. 

When she had ordered tea, she asked, 
“Will Emily mind if you marry me?” 

He said, “I think Emily will be de- 
lighted.” < 

Paula decided not to comment on the 
fact that his tone did not match the words. 

They heard, “Vivian, Paula” called from 
the reception room in Bevan Roades’ voice, 
and went outside. There were Bevan, the 
Tony Nash, and a young woman who had 
the look of meaning to be the someone or 
other eventually. Miss Douglas? Or just 
possibly Mrs. Tony Nash? Her hand on 
the picture star’s arm looked more pos- 
sessive than his manner seemed to justify. 
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Paula, presiding over teacups, asking the 
usual: “Cream? Lemon? One lump or 
two?” was in reality thinking of their 
guests. 

Bevan Roades was an old friend of 
Vivian’s, therefore an old acquaintance of 
hers. Once or twice she had dined with 
him. There had never been a shadow of 
sentimental attachment between them. If 
she had been asked to describe him in a 
paragraph, she would have said: 

“Englishman who fell in love with 
America years ago, and has kept nothing 
British about him but his accent and his 
tailor. He is probably forty-five, estimat- 
ing by the thinness of his hair and his 
general comfortable plumpness otherwise. 
He has for the theatre the enthusiasm of 
a very young man and the astute judg- 
ment of a very old one.” 

Rosamond Douglas was less individual. 
As Vivian’s office manager, Paula had seen 
a good many Rosamond Douglases walking 
about the reception room, scrutinizing the 
photographs that lined its walls with an 
expression almost too easily read as “How 
soon will I be important enough to be 
among these?” 


cE WAS harder to estimate Anthony 
Nash. He was extraordinarily hand- 
some. So were a good many men picture 
stars and actors. He shared with the rest 
of them the height, the athlete’s broad- 
shouldered, slim-waisted figure. He hap- 
pened to be golden blond, very blue- 
eyed, and to have the sort of fair skin that 
tanned evenly. But what was special and 
remarkable about him was the restless in- 
telligence in his face, and the humor. He 
looked as if he could laugh at a jest at 
his own expense. 

Vivian smiled at her from across the 
room, a smile warm and intimate, as if 
he were saying, “I like you so much.” She 
must learn, if she were to be hostess for 
his guests more formally than on these 
Saturday afternoon office teas, to be less 
silent, to contribute to the conversation. 
It was just lazy of her to prefer to listen 
to the others. 

Anthony Nash brought his cup to be 
replenished, and sat on the couch beside 
Paula. She asked him whether he looked 
forward to a season in the East. 

He said, “Very much.” 

Then Bevan began to tell them all how 
good the play was going to be. At that 
moment Paula heard a faint familiar sound 
as if the door from the elevator hall to 
the corridor of Vivian Yule’s offices had 
opened. But no one was likely to call at 
the offices at six on Saturday; she decided 
she was mistaken, and was again giving 
her attention to Bevan when a tall woman 
appeared in the doorway, smiling at the 
five people in the room as if entirely sure 
of her welcome. 

Paula thought various things in rapid 
succession: That the woman’s clothes were 
expensive but rather extraordinary; that 
for all her erectness she was very old, that 
there was something startling—very near- 
ly frightening—in the unexpectedness of 
her appearance, but nothing at all fright- 
ening in her thin rather distinguished face. 
Her skin was much lined, and parchment- 
like in texture, but her dark eyes were 
wonderfully alive and young. 

She wore a long black fox cape care- 
lessly over her shoulders. Many jewels in 
old settings shone at her throat, on her 
wrists, on her hands. She was hatless. Her 
white hair was dressed in a pompadour. 
Paula decided that the explanation of the 
clothes was simple; the woman was on her 
way to dinner somewhere. 

The explanation of her appearance was 
probably just as easy; she had stopped to 
call for a son or grandson who had offices 
in the building, and had left the elevator 
at the wrong floor. She stood up to give 





BUT YOU DON'T 
KNOW WHY, JACK! 
ON THE LEVEL, PAL-- 
YOU'VE JUST GOTTA 
SEE YOUR DENTIST 
ABOUT YOUR BREATH! 


| YOU THE 
| HIGH SIGN, 
WALT! | 


COLGATE'S COMBATS BAD BREATH 
we» MAKES TEETH SPARKLE! 


“Colgate’s special pene- 

“~~ trating foam gets into the 

hidden crevices between 

- your teeth. It helps your 

toothbrush clean out decaying food 

particles and stop the stagnant saliva 

odors that cause much bad breath. 

Besides, Colgate’s soft, safe polishing 

agent cleans enamel—makes teeth 

sparkle. Always use Colgate’s—regu- 

larly and frequently. No other denti- 
frice is exactly like it.” 


BEHIND 
HIS SPARKLING 
SMILE! 


LISTEN, FELLOW, WAIT FOR ME AFTER 
THIS DANCE, WILL YOU? | WANT TO 
TELL YOU SOMETHING 


TESTS SHOW THAT MUCH BAD BREATH 
COMES FROM DECAYING FOOD 
PARTICLES AND STAGNANT SALIVA 
AROUND TEETH THAT AREN'T 
CLEANED PROPERLY. | RECOMMEND 
COLGATE DENTAL CREAM. ITS SPECIAL | | 
PENETRATING FOAM REMOVES ; 
THESE ODOR-BREEDING DEPOSITS 


WELL, AS / L/VE AND 
BREATHE---\F IT ISN'T 
THAT DAILY DOUBLE, | 
» JACK AND JUDY, AGAIN! |. 


LARGE De 
cant 2 Be 


OVER Twice 
aS MUCH 


pt YOUE car ‘ 
¥ 
REAT 


cE A pay 





oe 
TV 


PACKED 3 
































@ For sliced pineapple of marvelous 
flavor .. . flawless, the pick of the 
crop... be sure to ask for Libby’s 
when you buy. 

Libby’s has been famous for years 
as the kind with selected slices only. 
It is grown in Hawaii, on Libby’s 
own plantations; cut and packed 
just when it’s full field-ripe. 

Desserts and salads of Libby’s 
selected slices jend a sparkle to the 
dullest meals. Stock up now! 

Other delicious forms of pineapple 
Libby packs in Hawaii: Crushed, 
Tidbits, Juice, Long Slices, Golden 


iui gh ame ai 
F Ww 
Lk HA Chunks, Ask your dealer for them. 


WapbT: 


jected 

ibby’s Foods are carefully sé 

th wx pata 1 Yt ey 

fine quality and delic’ ee 
LE-READY they save y 

around. TAB Seether 


22 VEGETABLES ° 20 FRUITS 
33 MEATS ° 8 JUICES 
PICKLES ° OLIVES ¢ CONDIMENTS 
(16 kinds) aon 
RED ALASKA SAL 
9 HOMOGENIZED BABY FOODS 


we EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





her what directions she might ask. Prob- 
ably not more than a few seconds had 
passed while they all waited silently, but 
the silence made the interval seem longer. 
The woman would decide they were pre- 
posterously rude. 

he saw Bevan stand, and Vivian. She 
heard Bevan speak in an utterly disbe- 
lieving voice: “Madame Haverlock! But 
it’s been years!” 

The woman laughed a tinkle of laughter. 
“Enough years almost for me to become 
legendary, Bevan. But it’s boring to be- 
come a legend before one’s time. Mr. Yule 
I know. Present the other people, will you, 
and give me some tea. You, Bevan, should 
have stayed thinner!” 

She handed her cape to Bevan, her 
gloves and purse to Vivian, acknowl- 
edged introductions by nodding her white 
head, seated herself in a velvet armchair, 
accepted a cup of tea. 


pave thought that against the utterly 
modern décor of Vivian’s reception room 
she had never seen a more incongruous 
figure than Madame Haverlock in wine- 
colored velvet; and yet, inconsistently, the 
tall spare figure had such dignity as to 
seem to belong wherever she chose. 

She was, in fact, legendary. Paula could 
remember certain details of the legend 
from a newspaper feature story she had 
read. At least a half century before she 
who was born to a most conservative New 
York society had startled it by announcing 
that it was dull, and that she proposed to 
abandon it for the stage. She had done so, 
successfully. It was said of her that she 
was not only a great beauty, but poten- 
tially a great actress. Potentially only, 
since her rebellion was brief. 

She fell in love with and married David 
Haverlock, who was another extraordi- 
nary figure of the ’80’s. Apparently he had 
found the control of an Eastern banking 
fortune dull, because he had added to it 
a much greater Western mining fortune. 

At the time of his death, she was still 
young. But she never remarried. She oc- 
cupied herself instead with the manage- 
ment of her tremendous wealth, an occu- 
pation much more remarkable for a wom- 
an of her era than later. She brought up 
two children. She became known for many 
philanthropies. And—she grew old. 

It was said she had known many sor- 
rows, the deaths of both her children and 
a favorite granddaughter, and therefore 
had retired altogether from the world, 
living year in year out in a fantastic 
Victorian house overlooking the Hudson 
River valley. Supposedly, she and her only 
surviving heir, a grandson in his late thir- 
ties, had quarreled. 

Paula had met him once when he came 
to be photographed. He was a harmless 
sort of playboy who took a semi-serious 
interest in the theatre, to the extent of 
providing the money for the production 
of plays that he considered artistic. He 
had backed one or two of Bevan’s plays. 
He was reported to be interested in “Four 
Years’; that, of course, must be the reason 
for this visit. 

Madame Haverlock was saying to Viv- 
ian: “You photographed me when I was 
seventy, nine years ago. You couldn’t be 
expected to remember me.” 

“But I did—not quite so quickly as 
Bevan.” 

“I haven’t changed particularly, I sup- 
pose. One doesn’t at my age. One does all 
the changing that’s ever going to matter 
years before.” She sounded extraordinar- 
ily cheerful about it. Her sharp glance 
rested abruptly on Rosamond Douglas’ 
green shoes. “Are you an actress?” she 
asked. 

“Yes, Madame Haverlock.” 

“All the same you shouldn’t dress like 
one.” The comment was so utterly im- 


personal that it was curiously inoffensive. 
Rosamond fumbled for an answer, but 
Madame Haverlock had diverted her at- 
tention to Anthony Nash. “You're the pic- 
ture star. I have pictures sent up to my 
house.” 

He asked, as if he really wanted to know, 
“Do you like mine at all?” 

She answered as directly: “Yes. You 
aren’t a great actor, but you are extremely 
competent. That’s more praise than it’s 
recognized to be, nowadays”; and went on 
to question Paula. “What do you do?” 

“Tm Mr. Yule’s office manager.” 

“Businesswoman! You don’t look it. But 
they say the best ones don’t any more. In 
my day one was supposed to wear a shirt- 
waist with a three-inch-high collar and a 
fright of a hat, to create an impression of 
efficiency.” 

At once her mood changed. She said, 
“Well, Mr. Yule, I had better announce 


* * * 


THIS WAS A MIRACLE— 
AND IT CAME TO BE 
IN ELM HARBOR 
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CONINGSBY DAWSON 
Has written an exquisite short 
story which the Editors of 
GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 
have chosen to lead 


THE APRIL NUMBER 


It is the story of a miracle that 
came to pass in a fishing village. 
It makes tender, kindly reading. 
It will make you feel good, we 
think, as it made us feel good. Mir- 
acle stories aren’t written, often, 
and less often are published. This 
is a real one. We’re glad to have 
it—glad to bring it to you 


* * * 


the reason for my call.” But she did not. 
Instead, she fell silent, and when she spoke 
again, addressed Bevan. “How long is it 
since my grandson brought you to see 
me?” 

“Six years, I think.” 

“An interest in the theatre is the only 
thing he inherits from me—an interest 
much diluted.” She spoke drily, with no 
cadence of regret. 

“He is part owner of my next produc- 
tion.” 

“Yes. That’s why—”’ she paused and be- 
gan again. “I saw Charles this afternoon. 
He told me he had lunched with you, and 
you were coming here. I had thought you 
would be in rehearsal, and that I might 
go meet the cast.” 

Bevan told her that Miss Douglas and 
Mr. Nash were playing the leading roles, 
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economy and full enjoy- 
ment, buy guality tea. 








The trip that once 


only the very rich 


could take 


How for as little as $970 you may 


sail around the world—in luxury 
* 


Very likely you have talked time and again 
about atrip around the world. And if you have, 
and if like most people you’ve always 
thought that such a trip took many months 
and cost a good small fortune, consider now 
how you may sail completely around the globe 
in no more than 104 days—and for little if any 
more than just staying at home would cost. 

Such is the offer of the new American 
President Lines. A 26,000 mile cruise, with 
visits to 21 ports in 14 different countries, for 
$970 First Class! 


Round the World President Liners sail on 
regular, frequent schedule throughout the year. 
And you may begin your cruise exactly when 
you choose, from either coast. 

Leaving New York, these famous, friendly 
ships make first for Havana and the Panama 
Canal’s old foreign cities; then sail on to Cali- 
fornia’s Los Angeles and San Francisco— 
and this year, the world’s most beautiful 
world’s fair. 

Beyond the Golden Gate, along the Sun- 
shine Route, Honolulu is their first gay port 
of call. Then Japan’s Yokohama and Kobe, 
China’s Hong Kong, and Manila in the palm- 
fringed Philippines. 


S. you may go—from one exciting country 
to another, to the world’s most thrilling ports. 
To Singapore and Penang. Ceylon’s Colombo. 
India’s Bombay. To Port Said, Suez and Alex- 
andria, in Egypt. To Naples and Genoa in 
Italy, and France’s Marseilles. 





And finally, home across the south Atlantic 
to a New New York—with the second of this 
year’s incredible world’s fairs. 


See your Travel Agent now, or write us for 
all details. Find out how, if 104 days are more 
than you wish to take, you may circle the earth 
in only 85 days by crossing America by train— 
boarding your President Liner at San Francisco, 
disembarking at New York. 

Or how, if you choose, you may stop over 
in any or all of the 14countries on your route, 
visit ashore or make sidetrips; then continue 
on the next or another of these almost identi- 
cal ships. 


Every President Liner has ample sunny decks 
and an outdoor swimming pool. Each has 
every stateroom outside. And each serves the 
same fine American food. 

But find out a// about these celebrated ships 
and their unduplicated go-as-you-please trips; 
Round the World, or from New York to California 
or Hawaii, or to the Orient and back. 

There is a Travel Agent near you. Or write 
us at 604 Fifth Avenue, New York; 110 South 
Dearborn Street, Chicago; 514 West Sixth 
Street, Los Angeles; or 311 California Street, 
San Francisco. Offices also in other principal cities. 


AMERICAN 
PRESIDENT LINES 


ROUND WORLD SERVICES 


124 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


that rehearsals would begin on Monday, 
and that the cast would be extremely hon- 
ored if she came to see them. 

Her answer seemed inattentive. 
just as well this way.” 

Vivian broke the pause that followed. 
“T had hoped you came to say I might 
photograph you.’ 

“No, I need no more pictures,” Madame 
Haverlock said. “The only reason I was 
photographed at seventy was to avoid the 
catastrophe I have seen befall so many of 
my contemporaries.” She went on to ex- 
plain: “When the newspapers present a 
last inaccurate history of a woman who 
was a famous beauty or supposed to be, 
it’s always accompanied by a picture made 
when the famous beauty decided to stop 
being photographed. The trouble is she 
stopped ten years later than would have 
been wise, and the picture shows a lady 
at the plumpest stage of middle age. I de- 
cided I'd been old a long time, and I wanted. 
a picture of me, old, to accompany the 
final account of me.” That young laughter . 
tinkled again. “I must say, arriving at 
three score and ten disturbed me for a 
season. The last thing in my life that ever 
will, probably. Now my doctor announces 
I'll live to be a hundred, and I shouldn’t 
wonder if I do.” 

Again, Tony Nash asked a direct ques- 
tion, as if he were speaking to a con- 
temporary whose preference he wanted 
to know. “Do you want to live to be a 
hundred?” 

“Yes. I like watching things happen.” 

“Passively?” He was teasing her in a 
good-humored fashion. 

“Not passively, if I can help it.” 

She folded her hands, with their many 
old rings that shone not very brightly, 
and spoke to Vivian, but still not of her 
reason for coming. “I remember you had. 
a daughter. You showed me pictures of 
her. She was a pretty child.” 

“She’s a very pretty girl now, almost 
grown-up. She is sixteen.” 

“Her mother ran off with an Englishman 
a long time ago, didn’t she?” 

Vivian said stiffly, “Her mother married 
an Englishman after our divorce.” How he 
hated to be reminded of that old story! 

Paula thought, “He loved Amelie as he 
will never love me.” 

Madame Haverlock asked Vivian where 
‘S daughter went to school, and he told 

er. : 


Slits 


HEN she said: “I have been a long time 

coming to the point. It’s such a small 
point after all. But when one’s my age, 
small things seem very important.” There 
was not the least conviction in her tone. 
“You see, today’s my seventy-ninth birth- 
day. I wanted to celebrate. So I hired a 
boat, not much of a boat but very well 
heated, and came down to New York. I 
thought I’d ask Charles to invite some 
people for a birthday dinner on the boat. 
Even if he and I don’t get on well, he is 
my nearest relative. However, his day was 
full of engagements.” 

She paused and.said in a different voice: 
“I don’t know very many people any more. 
It’s—it’s surprising, sometimes. However, 
Charles suggested I come to see you, 
Bevan. He suggested that perhaps you 
would come and any of your friends who 
happened to be here. Because he knew I 
would be interested in your play, and—” 

She didn’t finish that. Instead, “Just a 
half-hour birthday party for an old 
woman,” she said pleadingly. “A slice of 
birthday cake, perhaps a glass of cham- 
pagne. That wouldn’t make any of you 
too late for your dinner engagements, 
would it?” 

“Of course it wouldn't,” 
Vivian said together. 

Rosamond said, “We'd all just love to 
come.” 


Bevan and 


AS LITTLE AS $40.12*A MONTH 
BUYS THIS AUTHENTIC DUTCH 


COLONIAL— Believe it or not, you 
can build this delightful Guildway 
Home, designed by Randolph 
Evans, nationally known archi- 
tect, for as little as $40.12* per 
month. 25 years to pay. One of 14 
attractive house designs included 


in “The Home Idea Book.” 
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*The price is an ap- 
proximation only and 
will vary according to 
local conditions. It is 
for the house only(not 
land) and _ includes 
payments on _ princi- 
pal, interest, FHA in- 
surance, fire insur- 
ance and estimated 
taxes. It is assumed 
that the cost of the 
land is equivalent to 
the FHA required 


down payment. 
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14 New Guildway Houses 
designed to meet family needs 
and monthly budgets 


ODAY, there is no reason why anyone 
with a modest income cannot build and 
own a new house. 


It is true that, until recently, the pros- 
pective home builder soon found himself 
exposed to problems about which he knew 
very little, with no place to go for good, 
sound advice—no easy way to determine 
relative values or what price house he could 
afford on his income—no one to whom to 
turn for quality workmanship. Financing 
was frequently hard to obtain—a substan- 
tial down payment was usually required 
and a costly second mortgage customary. 


Now Easy to Build—Buy Like a Car 


In a great measure, these troublesome prob- 
lems have been solved. Now you can go to 
a local headquarters where you will find a 
complete “one-stop” service in home build- 
ing and remodeling. To provide this new, 
much-needed service, the leading architects, 
lending organizations, suppliers, real-estate 
men and contractors in communities all over 
the country have banded together under the 
name of The Housing Guild. Headquarters 
are at your local Johns-Manville Dealer. 


New Local “One-Stop” Service 


Here you can select from many Guildway 
Houses, designed by famous national and local 
architects, the home best suited to your family 
and purse. You can also obtain complete plans, 
specifications and building costs, and actually buy 


FOR LOW-COST MODERN 
BATHROOMS, J-M Asbes- 
tos Wainscoting. Large 
sheets—easy to apply on 
new or old jobs. Available 
in many beautiful colors and 
three styles—tile design, un- 
scored panels and marble- 
ized. Inexpensive, easy to 
clean, waterproof. 
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GUILDWAY HOUSE NO. 2 
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By Crawford Heath 


that house in a single transaction with financing 
arranged on a convenient monthly basis. 


A New Approach to Building 


Only you know what type house suits you best. 
But have you the latest facts on new low-cost 
financing—planning—modern kitchens, bath- 
rooms, basement playrooms, attic rooms? Do you 
know that correct insulation pays for itself in fuel 
savings—costs less when building? That certain 
materials minimize the risk of plaster cracking— 
save repairs—make homes safer from fire? All 
these subjects and many others are covered in 
“The Home Idea Book”—the most helpful ap- 
proach to home building or remodeling. 


You Need “The Home Idea Book” 


More than: 300,000 home owners have found 
“The Home Idea Book” a practical, usable guide 
to building and remodeling. Includes facts on 
modern financing—dozens of stimulating ideas— 
money-saving suggestions— 14 houses and floor 
plans by foremost architects. If you’re planning 
to build or remodel, this book is the ideal starting 
place. Why not send for your copy, today? 










ALL THE FAMILY will enjoy a 
basement playroom finished in 
Johns-Manville Insulating 
Board Panels with the new 
“Glazecoat” surface. Many 
decorative patterns easily ap- } 
plied in old or new cellars. 


O build, 


1O0¢ BRINGS YOU THIS VALUABLE BOOK 


—60 pages, fully illustrated, many pictures Name 
in color. Facts on financing, color treatments, 

modern materials. Discusses almost every rs 
phase of home building and remodeling. Com- Street 
plete details on Guildway Method for build- 

ing and buying. Also, 14 new house designs Gict 


and floor plans with each copy. 


March 1 


O new Jocal Guildway Plan, 
sulating Board for extra rooms, 
Roof, 0 Asbestos Siding Shingles. 
Johns-Manville, Ltd., 
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Home Insulation, 0 
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Laird Drive, Toronto, Ontario.) 


m=-=--- MAIL COUPON TODAY -~~-~--~~1 
JOHNS-MANVILLE, Dept.GH-3,22 E. 4oth St., N.Y.C. 


Enclosed find 10 cents in coin to cover handling and 
postage for my copy of “The Home Idea 
14 attractive house and floor plans. 
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S SHEFFORD 


SNAPPY TUNA RING 


Cook 2 cups noodles in boiling salted water; drain; 
rinse. Fill buttered 114 quart ring mold with layers 
of noodles, Shefford Snappy Cheese and tuna fish. 
Add 4 beaten eggs mixed with 114 cups milk, 1 tsp. 
salt, 1 tsp. Worcestershire Sauce. Place mold in pan 
of hot water. Bake 50 minutes at 350° F. Unmold on 
warm platter. Fill center with buttered peas. Melt 
1 Shefford Snappy Cheese to smooth sauce in double 
boiler. Pour over top of tuna ring. Serve at once. 
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_ SNAPPY CHEESE OMELET 
Add 3 tbsp. flour, 1 tsp. salt. 


Melt 2 tbsp. butter. 
Stir. Add 34 cup milk gradually. Stir until thick. 
Add one Shefford Snappy Cheese. Stir until melted. | 
Cool slightly. Add beaten yolks 4 eggs. Fold in 
stiffly beaten whites. Bake in moderate oven (350° 
F.) 35 min. or until firm. Melt one Shefford Snappy 
Cheese to smooth sauce in double boiler. Turn ome- 


let out onhot platter. Surround with cooked but- 
tered vegetables. Pour melted cheese over omelet. 





If You Like Good Cheese 


..- Insist on Shefford 


You'll find Snappy Cheese delightful for sand- 
wiches, with crackers or pie! Perfect for cooking, 
too, because itmelts smoothly, : 

digestibly—adds zest and fla- 
vor. Try Snappy today! It’s 
one of 19 tempting Shefford 











varieties. 


FREE: 


100 tasty cheese ree- 
ipes in attractive 
new booklet. Write 
Box 239, Shefford 
Cheese Co., Inc., 


\ Shettord c Green Bay, Wis. 
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Paula noticed that Anthony Nash had 
said nothing. His face looked puzzled, 
and interested, and a little amused. His ex- 
pression was a comfort to her, for her own 
stubborn feeling that Madame Haverlock 
was not telling the whole truth. The shift 
in her manner and voice from a crisp 
matter-of-factness to pathos had been 
too abrupt. Besides, her grandson Charles 
would bring pressure on all his wide New 
York acquaintance to attend any birth- 
day party his grandmother chose to give. 
It was all utterly illogical. 

Madame Haverlock stood up and said: 
“Tet’s hurry, my dears. I’m so pleased to 
be going to have a birthday party after 
all, but I don’t want to grow too tired to 
enjoy it. The boat’s docked only a few 
blocks away, and I have a car downstairs.” 

As if he had read her thoughts, Tony 
turned to Paula as he stood up, and spoke 
very softly, “Whatever it is will probably 
be interesting.” 

She nodded. 

They were all silent going down in the 
elevator, except that Madame Haverlock 
reiterated her gratitude for “indulging the 
whim of an old woman.” 


ites was room for them all in Ma- 
dame Haverlock’s car. She sat with 
Rosamond and Paula; the three men were 
crowded on the folding seat. 

“Tt isn’t far,” Madame Haverlock said. 
“You won’t be too uncomfortable.” 

The dock was empty except for the 
usual guard at the gangplank of what 
was evidently Madame Haverlock’s boat, 
which bulked rather large in the fog and 
darkness beyond. However, Madame Hav- 
erlock was rich enough to hire a trans- 
Atlantic liner for a birthday party if she 
chose. 

They all seemed to feel a reaction of 
gaiety now that the adventure was well 
begun. They went up the gangplank 
laughing. Madame Haverlock preceded 
them and led the way to a little salon, 
where there was the most tremendous 
birthday cake Paula had ever seen, with 
champagne in silver coolers surrounding 
it. 

She said: “Do sit down and be comfort- 
able. I'll just go see if there’s a message 
from Charles to say when he’s arriving. 
Then I’ll come back, and we'll light the 
candles. Eighty candles! One’s to grow on, 
of course. I shall need help lighting them.” 
The tinkle of her laughter receded. 

A steward at the door said most po- 
litely: “The draft here’s bothersome. It’s 
tes much colder outside. I’ll just close 
this.” 

When the door was shut, Rosamond 
said, “Isn’t this a beautiful yacht, Tony 
darling?” 

He grinned. “I noticed. One would be 
very lucky to rent it for a trip down the 
Hudson.” 

The salon was paneled, walls and ceil- 
ing, with a silvery-colored modern wood. 
Though it had neither portholes nor win- 
dows, its air was fresh and just pleasantly 
warmed. 

Tony said, “Air conditioned, of course.” 

Bevan spoke as one answering a criti- 
cism. “She has a lifelong reputation for 
benevolence. Besides, she’s really very 
brilliant.” 

Vivian laughed easily. “That’s a non- 
sequitur, Bevan. Never mind. What’s more 
important is the way that steward closed 
the door.” His glance at Paula was anxious 
as he crossed to the door and tried the 
handle. The door did not open. 

There was a throbbing sound that was 
loud at first and then lessened. 

Rosamond said, ‘“What—was—that?” and 
the third word of the question was an 
octave higher than the first. 

“The engines starting,” Tony explained. 
“Madame Haverlock has evidently de- 
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cided to hold her birthday party at home. 
I hope you people had no important en- 
gagements for this evening. Don’t get 
hysterical, Rosamond. There’ll be time for 
that later.” 

“But,” Bevan protested, “I did have an 
important engagement.” 

“That,” said Tony, “is just unfortunate.” 

Paula had waited until she was sure 
she could keep her voice in one key. “I 
could have predicteu this—no, not this, 
but something like it, since that extraor- 
dinary woman first hesitated about ex- 
plaining her reason for calling. But, Viv- 
ian, I’m not frightened. There’s nothing 
frightening about her.” 

“T’'m frightened,” Rosamond said firmly. 

The hum of the engines changed, and 
the room seemed to give a little jerk and 
steady again. 

“Ship’s moving, 
cheerfully. 

“Won’t anyone scream forhelp?” Rosa- 
mond sounded indignant. 

“No one would hear you,” Vivian told 
er. 

Bevan put his head in his hands, then 
lifted it to say with utter seriousness, 
“Why should that old woman want to 
kidnap us?” 


” Tony announced 


CHAPTER III 


ip THE course of five minutes Tony and 
Vivian took charge. 

First Vivian said to Bevan: “I would not 
use the word kidnap even jestingly. What- 
ever is happening to us is extraordinary, 
but not likely to be disagreeable or even 
uncomfortable. We are in the hands of a 
very remarkable old woman, who has 
been known for forty years principally for 
her many charities.” 

He paused, and Tony as if by signal went 
on: “I agree with Yule that it’s important 
to avoid being melodramatic as much as 
possible. You, Bevan, and you, Rosamond, 
were born to live and die by the theatre. 
Well, then, play this as light comedy. Miss 
Humphreys would, naturally.” He smiled 
at Paula. 

Rosamond said, ‘‘Well, as far as I’m con- 
cerned, Madame Haverlock may be sev- 
enty-nine and rich and distinguished, but 
I’m going to tell her exactly what I think 
of her the minute she comes back.” 

“You're going to do nothing of the sort,” 
Tony said. He glanced at Vivian and then 
went on. “Whatever Madame Haverlock 
has planned, she’s planned skillfully. This 
is not a boat rented for Hudson River 
cruising; this is an ocean-going yacht, if 
I ever heard big Diesel engines start. In 
short, whatever she’s planned, she’s going 
to do whether we like it or not. Therefore 
it’s wise to seem to like it as long as pos- 
sible, else the situation might become 
really disagreeable.” 

Rosamond announced, 
hungry.” 

“There’s champagne and birthday cake.” 
Vivian went over to the cake. “Under the 
circumstances, I don’t think we’re obliged 


“Besides, I’m 


.to wait for our hostess.” He picked up a 


knife. Then he flung his dark head back 
and laughed and laughed. “It is just a 
stage set. The cake’s crepe paper and 
cardboard.” 

Tony took a bottle out of its cooler. 
“And the champagne bottles are just dum- 
mies.” 

“But the ship is really moving, isn’t it? 
Or is the motion just an off-stage effect?” 
Bevan wanted to know. 

Tony was serious. “I’ve done a good bit 
of cruising off California these last years. 
I should judge we’re moving rather rap- 
idly. You’re very quiet, Miss Humphreys.” 

Paula said what she felt. “I haven’t a 
thing to say—just the complete feeling of 
being in an audience, waiting for the cur- 
tain to go up on the next scene.” 





ga lea glaneowr AC s+ 


BUT HOW WILL YOU EAT 2?” 














































3. What did we do? We 
saw our Magic Chef dealer 
and bought a swell range. 
The glamour girl is back 
now—and do we step out! 


2. “Is zat so?” he said. 
“Look.” And he flashes an 
ad of a swell stream-lined 
Magic Chef. “This’ll give 


you time for yourself.” 


J. Was I mad! Tom said I 
looked dead, slaving hours 
over that reeking old stove! 
“Cook or glamour girl,” I 
screamed, “take your pick!” 





4. IT’S AS EASY AS THIS—To stay glam- 
ourous, yet add zip and sparkle to your 
cooking, get a new Magic Chef. 
Magic Chef gas ranges are dazzlingly 
modern ...streamlined, with more oven 
insulation, and automatically-lighting 
burners guaranteed for life! 
Only Magic Chef offers the marvelous 
swing-out broiler that ends stooping... 
lets you see what you’re broiling. Then 
there’s the Magic Chef high-speed oven 
with its exclusive Red Wheel automatic 
heat regulator. 
Don’t slave over a stuffy old range! 
Eyen if you live beyond the gas mains, 
Magic Chef and Pyrofax Gas Service are 
available East of the Rockies. Have your 
dealer show you the “Hit of 1939” to- 
day! American Stove Co., Dept. L, 33 
Chouteau Avenue, St. Louis, Missouri. 
a 
“CP seal on a gas range assures cooking per- 
formance,” says Miss Ruth Soule of the Brook- 
lyn Union Gas Company. 
“The Seal means that it has 
met 22 rigid requirements for 
greater time savings, fuel sav- 
ings, and food savings. Gas is 
your quick, clean, econom- 
ical servant, and 
the new CP ranges 
help you to get the 
most out of it.” 





See Magic Chef Exhibit, Gas Industries Bldg., New York World’s Fair 


SAVE WITH A 


c Chef 


bee 


Broiler swings out on door 
away from flame. See what 
you broil! No stooping. An 
exclusive Magic Chef feature. 


Set Red Wheel to any oven Burners light automatically. 


heat. Preheats fast. Assures 
exact temperatures for fast or 
slow baking. No guesswork. 


No matches. Super-heat, or 
simmer at your finger-tips 
with Magic Chef Hi-Lo Valve. 


WITH THE LIFETIME BURNER GUARANTEE 


THE GAS RANGE 
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What a convenience it is to” 
have these firm sections of 


fine Florida grapefruit always 
handy for jiffy service! 

A few zips with the can 
opener—and there you are, 
ready to give salads, fruit cups 
and desserts the tangy flavor 
that makes Florida grapefruit 
so favored. — : 


Other Florida dainties that 
now come canned in a variety © 


of popular brands include 
grapefruit juice, and orange 
juice—as well as a delicious 
blend of both juices. Your gro- 
cer has them for you. 





FLORIDA CITRUS COMMISSION 
LAKELAND, FLORIDA 


Look for the word ““FLORIDA” on the can 
if you want the best 
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“There’s something about this I don’t 
like,” said Bevan. ‘““What’s your opinion, 
Nash?” 

As he spoke, a metal ashtray slid off a 
coffee table. Tony picked it up and an- 
swered a tone in Vivian’s question: “No, 
it doesn’t feel like river water to me, 
either. We’re pitching too much.” 


VAN came then and sat down beside 
Paula. Bevan and Rosamond sat silent 
in chairs near each other. Tony continued 
to walk up and down. 

Vivian spoke to her softly. “It will be 
all right.” Yes, he was a darling, cool, self- 
controlled, steady. So obviously he was 
concerned only for her. He would adjust 
himself quite matter-of-factly to the situ- 
ation as it developed. He would handle it 
as well as he could. 

Tony was as calm as Vivian, and in any 
crisis would be as dependable, Paula was 
sure. But he differed from Vivian in that 
he was actually enjoying himself. Or was 
that gaiety pretense? He came and stood 
in front of her and Vivian as if she had 
summoned him. His blue eyes were danc- 
ing. His much-photographed smile was 
suddenly very young. 

He said: “I hadn’t realized how bored 
I’ve been with doing what was expected 
of me for years and years, and knowing 
what I was going to be doing next week 
and the week and the month after. Per- 
haps, Yule, we aren’t going to do any of 
the things we’ve planned for tonight or 
tomorrow or next week. Should you mind? 
Should you mind, Miss Humphreys?” 

Vivian hesitated. “I don’t know. I’ve 
lived by schedule almost fifteen years.” 

Bevan sat up and shouted: “I start re- 
hearsals the first thing Monday morning. 
So do you, Tony.” 

Rosamond said: “The very best part I’ve 
ever had! Surely, Bevan, this woman won’t 
hold up anything as important as re- 
hearsals.” 


Paula tried to remember the schedule ‘ 


of appointments for Monday. Would she 
mind if she were not there to supervise 
them? She could not tell. She was abruptly 
very tired. This, the day she had become 
engaged to Vivian, was turning out to be 
more memorable than could have been 
anticipated. 

The latch of the door clicked. They all 
turned. A steward and stewardess, both 
old, both as British in appearance as the 
Union Jack, stood just outside. The stew- 
ardess said, “If the ladies will come with 
me, I will show them their cabin.” 

Tony said, laughing, “Even the minor 
parts are superbly cast.” 

Rosamond was hesitating, but Paula 
stood up. “Come along, Miss Douglas.” 
She said over her shoulder to the men, 
“We'll meet at dinner, I suppose.” 

The stewardess led them only a little 
way down the corridor. The cabin they 
entered was comfortable, even luxurious, 
with two beds, a fairly ornate dressing 
table, a filled bookshelf. 

“Dinner is in fifteen minutes. Madame 
Haverlock says not to dress. Will you 
please ring if you want anything?” The 
stewardess closed the door abruptly be- 
hind her. 

Then Rosamond surprised Paula. She 
was seized with laughter. “In what would 
we dress?” 

Paula was inspecting the dressing table, 
the drawers of the bureau, the bath. “All 
sorts of cosmetics and some night things. 
Nothing else.” 

“Since we’re roommates, I may as well 
start calling you by your first name, 
Paula.” Rosamond was sounding more 
cheerful by the moment. “Let’s hurry up 
and go back to the men. I’m less scared 
when we're all together. Yet, in a funny 
way, there doesn’t seem much to be scared 
about.” 


f 


“Wait here a minute, Rosamond. There 
was a door a little farther down the corri- 
dor that looked as if it led to the deck. 
I’m going out to see.” 

Rosamond waited at the door, looking 
anxious. Paula met no one, nor did she 
make sure that the door led to the deck. 
It was locked. 

Paula went back into the cabin and drew 
the curtains away from the portholes. The 
ports were locked and were covered with 
tarpaulin on the outside. 

“Anyway,” said Rosamond, “if this had 
to happen, I’m glad we have Tony Nash 
along. He’s supposed to be a fine yachts- 
man.” 

They found their own way back to the 
salon. There was, in fact, no choice of 
ways. Though there were other doors, 
they were all locked. 

The stewardess was finishing setting a 
table. The birthday cake and champagne 
bottles had been taken away. There was 
a door open now at the other end of the 
salon, through which in two or three min- 
utes the men appeared. 

Tony said as one issuing a bulletin: “We 
have extremely comfortable quarters. All 
doors to the deck are locked, and the ports 
are covered. How is it at your end?” 

“Just exactly the same,” Paula told him. 

The steward appeared with a tray of 
cocktails, and an announcement. “Madame 
Haverlock regrets that she will not be able 
to join you at dinner, but she will come 
to see you afterward.” 

“Well,” said Bevan, “here’s to bon voy- 
age for us all.” He sipped his cocktail hast- 
ily. “Now I know that I’m not dreaming. 
In dreams, you can’t taste anything.” 


Dea was excellent. They were all 
quite gay until it was nearly ended. 
Then perhaps it was the increasing un- 
steadiness of the ship, or the sound of the 
wind rising, but tension grew; they began 
inconsequential sentences and stopped 
them halfway, as if it were too much 
trouble to finish them. 

The steward cleared the table and folded 
it. Then he came back with coffee. 

Vivian tried very tentatively, “How 
many knots does this ship travel?” 

In a completely polite voice the steward 
answered, “Shall I bring Scotch and soda, 
sir? 

Bevan said, “Yes, by all means.” 

When he brought the tray of highballs, 
the steward asked. “Will there be any-_ 
thing else?” 

Tony shook his head. After he was gone, 
Tony followed him toward the end of the 
ship where the girls’ cabin was. He came 
back shrugging. 

“The galley’s obviously just beyond. 
But that door’s locked now. The corri- 
dor’s open just to the cabin the girls share 
at that end, and just to our two cabins at 
the other. It’s a very efficient arrange- 
ment. Are any of you interested in know- 
ing we’ve undoubtedly reached open sea?” 

“Fortunately,” said Rosamond, “I am 
never seasick.” 

“Not off California in a summer sea, my 
dear. Let’s hope you can say the same 
thing after trying the North Atlantic in 
a November gale.” 

Paula wondered why Tony’s voice 
sounded graver. Vivian, too, was just 
maintaining cheerfulness by effort. They 
must have exchanged some conversation. 

She didn’t have time to consider possi- 
ble reasons. Madame Haverlock stood in 
the doorway. She was wearing black vel- 
vet now, looked more impressive even 
than in the afternoon, and very pleased 
with herself. Her voice was just the cas- 
ual voice of a polite hostess to guests. 

“Are you all quite comfortable? I’m 
afraid it’s going to be a rather blowy 
night.” 

(To be continued) 







“Bon Ami! it gets rid of dirt and 
grease so quickly ... and still 
is so harmless to my hands!”* 





**Bon Ami! it doesn’t 
scratch or dull the 
sink... yet a little 
does a lot of work!” 








“Bon Ami!...why it’s kept my 
kitchen sink smooth and bright 
as new for more than ten years!”’ 
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**Bon Ami! Lalways come back to it. [t’s 


2 ee ee eae hi saves time... lightens work ... protects porcelain 


everything such a grand polish! 
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The POLAR. 
SPHERE .. so per- 
fect, so trouble-free, 
it is sealed away for- 
ever. On a thrifty 
trickleofelectricity, 
it could keep five 
refrigerators cold 
—“deliver’’as much 
cold as over half a 
ton of ice per week! 


SEE THESE OTHER 
SILVER JUBILEE 
HOME 
APPLIANCES 


Celebrating the 25th Anniversary of the 
JI 4 Oldest Maker of Electrical Refrigerators 939 


Your Children Are 
Taller, Stronger... 


See 


ODAY YOU'LL SEE the proudest achieve- 
oo of the company that first introduced 
electric refrigeration to the home. 

With America rapidly outgrowing its pres- 
ent refrigerators, Kelvinator realizes that 
even better cold-making . . . with still lower 
costs... is needed for your new way of living. 

So... the Silver Jubilee Kelvinator! En- 
tirely new .. . entirely different . . . beautiful 
beyond description! 

You'll see a new principle of cold-making 
... cold “conditioned” four ways . . . to call 
forth a new, juicy flavor from meats—to 
crisp back the garden taste and savor of 
vegetables, keeping them nature-fresh for 
days. Even the new “‘fast-frozen” foods are 
kept frozen until used. 

You'll see many new con- 
veniences . . . a vegetable bin 
. - - shadowless twin dome- 
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speed units. 
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New Wonders tn Cold Making and Money- 
Saving tn the Silver Jubilee bait 
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Because tn 1 UL, a 


Crazy invention made Le! 


More than just “ice” came out of the 
first crude home eleciric refrigerator, 
made by Kelvinator 25 years ago. 

For recent research at colleges shows 
the evolution of a new race... broader 
of shoulder, two inches filler hand stu- 
dents of 25 years ago. If food is the 
reason, as science says ... it is electric 
refrigeration that has made vitamin- 
rich, nourishing fresh food, daily fare. 





lights . . . finger-tip cube releases . . . doubie 
glass-topped crispers—to name only a few. 

And all these marvels of new-day refriger- 
ation are yours at a lower cost! Because of — 
Kelvinator’s new Polarsphere. 

Compared with refrigerators of a few years 
ago, it costs you 50% less to run. . . freezes 
in one-third the time . . . offers you 40% 
more refrigeration. 

It is actually so far in advance that you'll 
want to “catch up with the parade”, even 
though it means replacing your present re- 
frigerator. 

To see Kelvinator is to want it; you own it 
for a few cents a day! KELYINATOR, Division 
of Nash-Kelvinator Corp., Detroit, Mich. 
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i ‘HAVE orange juice, boiled 
eggs, toast, and tea, and it 
takes me just ten minutes 
flat.” This from a commuter 

a in answer to my question to 

our guests at luncheon one 
day—‘‘What do you usually have for 
breakfast?” 

Time doesn’t march on at break- 
fast. It flies away. The children have 
to get to school on time, and the rest 
of the family to work. The commuter 
just can’t miss the 8:15, and late 
risers are tempted to bolt their food 
and gulp their coffee or indulge in a 
very sketchy breakfast. Quick break- 
fasts, like quick luncheons, should be 
light to avoid the habit of eating too 
fast and too much, but substantial 
enough to equip us for meeting the 

emands of the morning’s work. 

It is sheer foolishness to hurry 
through any meal. We pay dearly for 
it sooner or later; yet breakfast is 
usually eaten with an eye on the 


clock. It is only on Sunday that we 
feel gloriously free to linger sociably 
over our morning meal, although I 
often detect among seasoned com- 
muters a wistful longing for a lei- 





Stewed prunes in a covered dish right 
from the refrigerator grace the tray as 
centerpiece. Each one may help himself 





The coffee maker with steaming coffee beside Mother, the toaster at the other 
side with bread and butter, and the tray with orange juice as centerpiece 


surely weekday breakfast. I always 
allow plenty of time for breakfast. 
It is then that life begins. 

Hurried family breakfasts are try- 
ing to Mother, but they are a chal- 
lenge to her executive ability. A little 
management will work wonders. The 
missing button on Mary’s coat can be 
sewed on the night before, that rip 
mended, materials for the lunchbox 
left ready in the refrigerator, and the 
table set. It’s leaving things until the 
last minute that causes that mad 
scramble in the morning. 

The breakfast tables we have pic- 
tured here have been planned to help 
you mothers unscramble the scram- 
ble. We do not hesitate to advise 
shortcuts in serving breakfast which, 
while they in no way sacrifice gra- 
ciousness, save you from bobbing up 


and down to serve the next course 
or look after late-comers. Time spent 
in waiting on the family and in hav- 
ing them wait for you to serve them 
can be saved by allowing them to 
help themselves. It will give them 
more time to enjoy their breakfast— 
yes, even to season it with a little 
good talk. It will help digestion and 
send them off to work ready to cap- 
ture the top of the morning. 

For serving the fruit at breakfast 
we have used a small tray as a cen- 
terpiece. One of the family, perhaps 
the young daughter or son, would 
surely be glad to take the responsi- 
bility of arranging on such a tray 
each morning whatever fruit you 
have planned to serve. Do not hesi- 
tate to serve stewed prunes or other 
cooked fruits from the covered dish 
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That mad scramble at breakfast is a challenge to you, 


but a little management will work wonders. Try a self- 


service breakfast. It is leisurely and adds a cheery note 


in which they have been stored in the 
refrigerator. This saves the time it 
takes you to put them into another 
dish or into the individual dishes for 
serving, as the family can serve them- 
selves from the tray. The one who 
arranges this fruit tray could also be 
custodian of the jam or marmalade 
jar and salt cellar, both of which have 
a place on our tray. 

While some never tire of the same 
breakfast menu every day in the 
week, most people like variety. 

There is a wide choice in fruits. We 
can now get fruits that have been 
canned with very little sugar, making 
a light syrup—most acceptable for 
breakfast. Then there are the canned 
fruit juices—pineapple, grapefruit, 
prune juice, fruit nectars, tomato 
juice, etc. In cooking today’s delicious 
dried fruits—prunes, apricots, etc.— 
follow closely the directions on the 
package. And even though it saves 
time in the morning to get part of the 
breakfast ready the night before, do 
not squeeze the orange juice until the 
morning. By standing overnight, even 
in the refrigerator, its flavor and the 
vitamin-C content are somewhat im- 
paired. I would not advise preparing 
grapefruit the night before, either. 


Bananas are an excellent break- 
fast fruit, and they give a delec- 
table touch to the cereal. So do 
dates and raisins. 

On the breakfast tables we have 
pictured, we have kept the butter, 
or margarine, in the dish in which 
it is stored in the refrigerator— 
another saving in service and in 
dishwashing. 

Take a leaf from the delightfully 
informal English method of serv- 
ing breakfast, where hot dishes 
from which the family serve them- 
selves are placed on the sideboard 
or a small side table. The attrac- 
tively designed double boilers of to- 
day are not out of place on your side 
table at breakfast. The double boiler, 
with the hot cereal, may be placed on 
this table on a tray, with a heatproof 
mat under it and the individual cereal 
dishes beside it. The family can then 
help themselves. When using a ready- 
to-serve cereal, save time by placing 
it at each plate before breakfast. Try 
heating it in the oven now and then— 
it increases its deliciousness. 

With the toaster near your place 
you can dispense toast from the bread 
tray. If hot buttered toast is preferred, 
it is easy to butter it as it comes from 





The ready-to-serve cereal is ready at each plate. There is fine variety in 
breakfast cereals. All kinds of them, some ready to serve, others ready to be 
cooked, have for years been an important part of our American breakfasts 
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The family help themselves to hot cereal 
from the double boiler on the side table 


. 


the toaster. Then no bread and butter 
plates are needed—another saving in 
dishwashing. When you have hot bis- 
cuits, popovers, muffins, or cornbread 
on the breakfast menu, it saves time 
to grease the pans the night before; 
also measure and blend the dry in- 
gredients in the mixing bowl, cover, 
and put in the refrigerator ready to 
add the beaten egg and milk in the 
morning. (What a help it is to have 
plenty of room in the refrigerator!) 
You have a fascinating choice in muf- 
fins—raisin, date, blueberry, made 
with white or whole-wheat flour or 
cornmeal or one of the packaged pre- 
pared biscuit mixes. 

We have long contended that food 
cooked to a turn and served hot can 
be enjoyed in all its perfection only 
if it is served at table in the dish in 
which it has been cooked. That is one 
reason why casserole eookery is so 
popular. i 

Improvements in the design of the 
pots and pans of today invite this 
easy method of serving. There are 
even skillets that would not look out 
of place on your side table or even 
on your breakfast table. Scrambled 
eggs, bacon and eggs, frizzled ham, 
omelet, sausages with pan-fried ap- 
ples or slices of tomatoes, sautéed 
liver or fish, corned-beef hash, etc., 
will keep beautifully hot in the skillet 
in which they have been cooked. If 
you wish to save time, put a heat- 


proof mat under the skillet on the 


side table and let the family serve 
themselves. With the batter at hand 
they can cook griddle cakes “to or- 
der” on the table grill, and waffles in 
the electric waffle maker, especially 
on Sunday morning. 

The place mats in the picture in 
color on page 132 were cut from a 
waterproof fabric sold by the yard. 
They save laundering, as they are 
merely wiped off with a damp cloth. 
The cream pitcher is a sturdy cov- 
ered jug that may be stored in the 
refrigerator (Continued on page 201) 





URN around in a kitchen, and 
you reach for a knife. There is 
always something to be cut 
or sliced, pared or minced. 
Knives are such valuable 
tools; yet how many kitchens 
have a really good selection of well- 
cared-for knives? Since we make ex- 
acting tests on kitchen cutlery, our 
Seal of Approval is a dependable 
guide in choosing knives that will 
do the job well and give good wear. 





Your Knife Needs. Since cutlery 
plays such an important part in the 
kitchen work, it will pay you to take 
time to consider just what you do 
need for the jobs in your kitchen. 

Starting off with the most frequent 
tasks, we come first to the paring 
knives. It’s best to have two, one at 
the sink and one at the worktable. 
Then there’s always one where you 
need it or for any helper you may 
have. A utility knife, slightly larger 
and stronger than the paring knives, 
has many uses. And there’s no sub- 
stitute for a grapefruit knife to 
loosen the sections of grapefruit and 
oranges. 

There are paring knives with dif- 
ferent-shaped blades to choose from. 
Pick up each one and do a little imag- 


Many a fussy job calls for a small spat- 
ula, which works quickly and neatly 


inary peeling and paring to get 
the feel of the knife and the 
comfort of the handle. There 
will be one that seems easiest 
to use and best fits your hand. 


Carving and Slicing. You need 
a good carving knife, that sub- 
stantial, sturdy tool with its 
stiff blade and curved point 
that takes care of both raw and 
hot meats and gets in and under 
the joints of fowl. And you just 
can’t get along without a good 
slicer, which is a bit longer and 
narrower than the carver, with 
a slightly flexible blade. Thin, 
even slices of cold meat, fruit- 
cakes, and pound cakes fall 
away neatly from its efficient blade. 

A good bread knife won’t lie idle 
even though you may buy some 
breads sliced. Then there is bread to 
be cut very thin for sandwiches, and 
you will have to slice your homemade 
breads yourself. Any bread knife ap- 
proved by the Institute will cut clean. 


Spatulas. Everyone has tools that 
she feels are indispensable, and we 
at the Institute feel that way about 
spatulas, those flexible tools of so 
many uses. Each of our kitchens has 


A broad, flexible spatula turns foods 
cooking in skillets and on griddles 


( 
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AND A SHARP ONE / 


ADVISES HELEN E. RIDLEY OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 





You need a knife sharpener. We have 
approved several we know work well 


three sizes. The small, narrow one 
slips even the tiniest cupcakes out of 
the pans and spreads the icing on 
them; and loosens, without breaking, 
the edges of jellies or individual cus- 
tards or puddings in turning them 
out. The medium-sized spatula, a lit- 
tle longer than a dinner knife, is used 
to remove larger cakes, meat loaves, 
etc., from their pans and for such pur- 
poses as scraping up doughs that 
stick to the board or table. The shorter 
spatula that is as broad as a pancake 
turner is (Continued on page 170) 


Have a good slicing knife, because, 
slicing can make or mar so many foods 








command a plentiful supply of wa- 

ter—to know that at the turn of 
the tap clear, sparkling water will 
gush forth, good to the taste and suit- 
able for every requirement of clean- 
liness. “As right as rain,” as the old 
saying goes. It is not until we have 
had to use water which has some un- 
desirable quality that we begin to 
give the matter any real thought. 
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Wess a blessing it is to have at one’s 


thur J..Donniez and Helen W. Kendall, ee 


‘the Institute Staff, discuss water conditioning 


x 


Just this problem confronted me 
when for the first time I used 
water which came from a well; 
and in my efforts to get at the 
bottom of the trouble, I had many 
discussions with Mr. Donniez, 
who has had years of experience 
with water-conditioning prob- 
lems such as mine. 


Hardness, the most frequent 
complaint. In answer to my ques- 
tion as to the cause of the sticky 
scum which collects on the dish- 
pan, the dishwashing machine, 
the bathtub, ete., Mr. Donniez 
explained that it was caused by 
minerals which the water had 
dissolved as it came in contact 
with them in its passage through 

the ground. These minerals are com- 
monly known as lime and magnesium. 


Laundering with hard water. When 
soap is added to hard water, it com- 
bines with the minerals and is de- 
stroyed. Enough soap must be added 
to satisfy all the hardness before a 
lather can be formed. The soap used 
up in this way is wasted and forms 
a sticky curd that adheres to clothes 


* 





Photo by Sheckell from Black Star 


washed in the water, causing them, 
when dry, to be harsh to the touch. 
When this occurs, the fibers tend to 
break sooner than when soft and pli- 
able, and the life of the clothes is 
shortened. The curd also causes the 
clothes to turn gray and sometimes 
to acquire an odor. 


Dishwashing with hard water. Have 
you ever had the experience of wash- 
ing dishes with hard water? If so, you 
are all too familiar, as I am, with the 
sticky scum which collects on the side ~ 
of the dishpan or on the inside of the 
dishwashing machine; and you know 
how difficult this is to remove. If 
dishes and glassware are rinsed with 
hard water and left to dry by them- 
selves, the water that clings to them 
evaporates and leaves behind a de- 
posit which sticks firmly to the dishes 
and glassware and gives them a dull, 
unattractive appearance. 


Bathing with hard water. If you 
bathe with hard water, the sticky 
curd takes away from the pleasure of 
the bath and the feeling of exquisite 
cleanliness that follows a bath in soft 
water. The scum that forms also 


é 
leaves around the bathtub a sticky 
ring that is not easily removed. Sham- 
pooing the hair. with soap and hard 
water is just as troublesome, as it 
leaves the hair sticky and dull-look- 
ing instead of clean, soft, and lustrous. 


Cooking with hard water. Hard water 
also affects the flavor and texture of 
foods like peas and beans; and if such 
water is used for making tea and cof- 
fee, some of the flavor of these bev- 
erages will be lost. 


When hard water is heated. Perhaps 
one of the best known examples of 
what happens when hard water is 
heated is the deposit of scale which 
clings tenaciously to the bottom and 
sides of a teakettle. This scale pre- 
sents difficulties in the hot-water 
supply system. It is a poor conductor 
of heat, causes the water heater to 
burn out, and also clogs the hot- 
water piping. 


Rain water isn’t always right. When 
the water supply is extremely hard, 
rain water is often caught and stored 
in a large cistern. It is true that rain 
water, as it comes from the clouds, is 


relatively soft and free from minerals, 
but in most cases stored rain water 
acquires an appreciable amount of 
hardness from the walls of the cistern. 

Furthermore, rain water flowing 
over a roof washes the dirt from it, 
and in spite of measures to correct 
this, the cistern is apt to be a dirt trap. 


The solution of the hard-water prob- 
lem. All these difficulties, as Mr. 
Donniez explained to me, can be 
eliminated by softening the water in 
a zeolite water softener. It will com- 
pletely remove all the lime and mag- 
nesium salts and convert the water 


into one that has no hardness. I was: 


interested in hearing Mr. Donniez de- 
scribe one of these softeners. It con- 
sists of a tank which contains the 
zeolite mineral. This tank is connected 
to the house piping; after flowing 
through the zeolite the water leaves 
the tank and then flows to the faucets 
from which it is to be used. Naturally, 
I was interested in knowing just how 
long the zeolite mineral could be de- 
pended on to soften the water, and 
was told that it would last indefi- 
nitely; but every week or two, after 
a certain amount of water has been 





softened, it must be reconditioned by 
flushing with a solution of pure table 
salt. This reconditioning of a hand- 
operated softener is easily done by 
almost any member of the family. In 
the automatic type of softener the 
reconditioning is accomplished by an 
electric motor which is started by a 
hand switch or by a time clock or a 
water meter. The only attention re- 
quired for the automatic softener is 
to load the brine tank with salt at 
infrequent intervals. The small draw- 
ing at the left on page 136 shows an 
automatic softener withits brine tank. 


Corrosive waters are troublesome, too. 
Mr. Donniez explained another char- 
acteristic of water—one not far be- 
hind hardness in annoyance to the 
housekeeper. This is corrosiveness 
which rapidly attacks iron or brass 
piping and sometimes even copper 
piping. Usually corrosive water is 
very soft but contains a large amount 
of carbonic acid. For such a condi- 
tion, there is a filter filled with a ma- 
terial such as calcium carbonate that 
neutralizes the carbonic acid in the 
water. To keep the filter in good 
condition (Continued on page 155) 
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WITHOUT A 


LETDOWN 


PLANNED BY JULIA HOOVER AND ADELINE MANSFIELD 
OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 


RE you another one of those 

housekeepers who are ap- 

I proaching the end of winter 

without a new idea to “spring” 

on their families? Requests 

from our readers for recipes 

using fish, eggs, cheese, and vege- 

tables seem to indicate that their own 

familiar Lenten recipes become mo- 
notonous. 


So for this reason we put our heads 


together here at the Institute, and 
unanimously decided that it was up 
to us to give you some new recipes, 
together with suitable menus. 

We'll wager that you'll find our 
meatless recipes so good that they 
won’t be put away into files to be used 
only during Lenten season. They are 
ones that will be epicurean treats 
twelve months out of the year. 

But before we give you these, sup- 
pose we pause a moment to tell you 
about some of the fish—fresh, quick- 
frozen, and canned—that should find 
their place at your luncheon and sup- 
per tables. 


Here Are Good Fish Buys. Our mar- 
ket man tells us that fresh bass, blue- 
fish, cod, flounder, haddock, halibut, 
Spanish mackerel, perch, pike, sal- 
mon, shad and shad roe, smelts, sole, 
oysters, lobster, crab, and clams will 
be good fish buys for many of you at 
this time of the year. 

The packaged quick-frozen varie- 
ties with which you will want to gét 
acquainted are: fillets of red perch, 
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halibut, cod, sole, haddock, and mack- 
erel; steaks of salmon, halibut, and 
swordfish; scallops, oysters, lobster 
meat, crabmeat, and shrimp. This 
special packaging of quick-frozen fish 
is becoming available in more com- 
munities throughout the country, and 
enables the housekeeper to buy fresh 
fish at all seasons of the year at rea- 
sonable prices. The manufacturer 
gives you the directions for cooking 
right on the package; all you have to 
do is follow his leads. These quick- 
frozen fish are just as nutritious as 
the fresh—in fact, they are fresh! 

Canned fish include clams, oysters, 
crab, tuna, sardines, salmon, and 
other varieties with which you should 
become familiar. 


Bring Out the Deep-Fat Fryer. If you 
are like us at the Institute, you'll 
enjoy fish cooked in many different 
ways. We always bring out the deep- 
fat fryer because so many attractive 
fish dishes are fried in deep fat, like 
Curried Codfish Balls, page 161, for 
instance. If you must buy anew utensil 
for deep frying, get one whose roomy 
depth minimizes the possible spilling 
over of the fat when the food is cook- 
ing. Of course, for easy checking of 
fat temperatures and obtaining con- 
sistently uniform results, nothing can 
take the place of a fat thermometer. 

Our Lenten buffet supper table 
pictured opposite is lovely enough 
to serve royalty, but we intended it 
for a family get-together. We dis- 


pensed with expensive flowers. In- 
stead we used a crisp green cabbage 
trimmed with rosy plump radishes— 
a centerpiece of pleasing originality 
and one that might well be eaten the 
next day. 


A Good Range Pays Dividends. Our 
supper table dramatizes the cheese 
soufflé. We can’t possibly say enough 
to convey our admiration for this 
special recipe. Here is where your ap- 
proved range with its heat-controlled 
oven pays such visible dividends. You 
just know that this dish will never 
fail you, no matter how many dis- 
couraging stories your friends have 
told you about soufflé failures. Once 
the soufflé is put into the oven and 
timed, the range does the rest. The 
soufflé will greet you light and fluffy 
and perfectly browned, the same 
glorious dish for your table as the 
picture shows it was for ours. And it 
won’t fall before you serve it. 

What could carry the spring and 
Lenten theme along. better than a 
shrimp, pea, and tossed green salad 
which has been marinated in piquant 
French dressing? Crisp bread sticks, 
if available, or crisp crackers are the 
perfect accompaniment. We chose the 
always popular chocolate cake for the 
dessert. 


The Refrigerator, Your Ready 
Helper. And don’t forget that ever 
dependable side partner of yours, 
your refrigerator, stands ready in 
cool, silent efficiency waiting for you 
to take advantage of it. Salad greens 
for the heartier fish and vegetable 
salads that are such a large part of 
the Lenten story will always be crisp 
and cold; desserts and molded dishes 
will chill quickly and thoroughly. 
Perishable leftovers, put away in cov- 
ered containers, are kept so perfectly 
that they don’t have that “yesterday” 
taste when appearing in today’s suc- 
culent casserole. 

And now let us pass on to you some 
of our Lenten recipes and menus, 
heralds of spring, from our kitchens 
to yours. : 


Cheese Soufflé 


(TESTED BY GOop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


6 tbsp. butter or 1% tsp. salt 
margarine Dash cayenne 
6 tbsp. flour % Ib. Old English 
214 ec. hot bottled milk cheese 
or 1 ¢. plus 2 tbsp. 9 eggs, separated 
evaporated milk and 
1 ¢. plus 2 
water, heated 


Melt butter in the top of a double 
boiler, add flour, and blend. Add hot 
milk, salt, and cayenne. Cook until 
smooth and thickened, stirring con- 
stantly. Turn off heat and add the 
cheese, which has been sliced into 
small pieces. Stir until cheese is 
melted and the mixture is smooth. 
Add beaten yolks of eggs, while stir- 
ring, and mix well. Cool the mixture. 
Fold in the stiffly beaten egg whites. 
Bake in a greased 3-qt. casserole in 
a slow oven of 300° F. for 1% hrs. 
Serve at once. Serves 8 to 10. To serve 
6 make two-thirds this recipe, and 
use a 2-qt. (Continued on page 160) 
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To keep socks well fitting, dry them on forms like these 


= @ F, EVERY time your husband’s 
washables return from the 
laundry, you must ply a busy 
needle darning socks, fastening 
a buttons on shirts and shorts, 
the reason may be a lack of 
good buying knowledge on the part 
of yourself or your husband. 

All garments need minor repairs 
occasionally, but frequent stopovers 
in the mending basket on the way 
from laundry to bureau drawer are 
seldom necessary if you will follow 
the many dependable guides which 
make it a fairly simple matter to. buy 
men’s wear of sturdy qualities. 


We Investigate. We speak from the 
firm ground of our own laboratory 
investigations. Since women buy 
about 85 percent of their husbands’ 
shirts, socks, underwear, and pa- 
jamas, we have for years been check- 
ing up in our own laboratories on the 
wearing qualities of men’s washables. 

Shirts that shrink out of fit, but- 
tons that pull off, socks that soon 
have holes, and colors that fade are 
things you no longer need tolerate. 
That’s our conclusion, after studying 
men’s apparel in our textile labora- 
tory, and in checking wearing quali- 
ties and performance in actual use 
by the wearing squad formed of men 
members of our Institute staff. 


Labels That Inform. Careful laun- 
dering and buying correct sizes help 
garments to wear better, too. But be- 
fore we go into that, we want to tell 
you about labels and other guides to 
satisfactory wearing qualities. These 
labels identify such qualities as fast 
colors and shrinkage. For example, 
there is the Color Tested label which 
is awarded by an impartial testing 
laboratory to fabrics which have 
been found fast to washing, light, and 
perspiration. Then there is the label, 
“Sanforized-shrunk,” which is your 
assurance that shrinkage will not ex- 
ceed the almost invisible amount of 
I percent. 

There is also Goop HouSEKEEPING’S 
own guide to quality—‘‘Guaranteed 
as Advertised in Goop HousEKEEP- 
ING.” It is your assurance that both in 
our own laboratory and in practical 
use we have checked the quality of 
the garments on which this label is 
found, and have found that the mer- 
chandise will give satisfactory wear. 


Insist On These Labels. If you do not 
find such labels, ask for them; let 
your store know that you want them, 
that you consider them invaluable 
guides to good wearing qualities. If 
you persist in making known your 
interest, your stores in order to serve 
you better will see that the merchan- 
dise they stock carries these labels. 

A manufacturer’s or distributor’s 
name on merchandise is important. 
When a manufacturer or distributor 
of established reputation places his 
name on a garment, it is his pledge 
of responsibility. Many of the lead- 
ing garment makers and distributors 
use, in addition to their own trade- 





mark, the certifying marks mentioned 
above as a further assurance of 
quality. 


The Shirts You Buy. From our talks 
with men and women we have con- 
cluded that shrinkage is the cause 
of the greatest dissatisfaction with 
shirts. Shrinkage of the collar in par- 
ticular causes trouble. This shrinkage 
is usually gradual: the collar gets a 
little tighter with each washing. Re- 
cently we checked the shrinkage of a 
number of shirts, some labeled “pre- 
shrunk,” some “Sanforized-shrunk,” 
and some with no claim at all. 

We found that those labeled “pre- 
shrunk” shrink in length anywhere 
from not at all to 5 percent, and the 
same variation shows up in width. 
Those shirts labeled “Sanforized- 
shrunk” were found to have almost 
no shrinkage; in fact, our largest fig- 
ure was 0.7 percent, an amount that 
would never be felt in the fit of the 
shirt. 

The Federal Trade Commission has 
recently ruled that claims cannot be 
made for shrinkage on cotton unless 
there is a statement giving the amount 
of residual shrinkage remaining in 
the fabric. This ruling applies to both 
cotton yard goods and garments. 


HOW OFTEN IS IT THE STOPOVER FOR 
YOUR HUSBAND'S WASHABLES? s°- 


ASK CATHERINE B. ARMSTRONG AND ELIZABETH C. RAMSAY 
OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 


Shirt Fabrics. We also examine the 
cloth from which the shirt is made by 
taking its thread count (see page 131) 
and breaking strength. A well-made 
shirt is usually made of good fabric. 
Our experience shows that manufac- 
turers rarely, if ever, put careful 
workmanship into poor fabrics. 


Good Construction. We examine the 
construction of shirts, for we have 
found that this is an important point, 
and one in which the general quality 
of the shirt is mirrored. We check the 
shirt against the standard of mini- 
mum measurements recommended 
by the National Bureau of Standards. 

If you wish to check the collar 
measurement against the marked size, 
measure from the center of the but- 
tonhole around to the point where the 
button is sewed on. Be suspicious of 


collars that measure more than 4 
inch more than marked size. They 
will probably either fit poorly or 
shrink excessively. 

The stitching should be fine, the 
seams well finished with no loose 
threads or raw edges, and the collar 
should be well cut and symmetrical. 

In our investigations we wash each 
shirt twenty-five times by the regu- 
lar home laundry method to see how 
the shirt as a whole stands up. 


Collars That Are Not Starched. We 
wonder if you know of the specially 
processed collars which need no 
starching, and which do not wilt from 
perspiration. These collars are en- 
thusiastically received by men who 
like a stiffened collar. You will find, 
if you do your washing at home, that 
these collars are indeed a boon. 


; as 
a 
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Washing Shirts At Home. Turn up 
the collar of shirts before putting 
them in the hamper or laundry bag, 
to prevent rubbing along the fold line. 
If you wash them yourself, here is the 
method we recommend: 

First, the soiled rim or edge of col- 
lars and cuffs should be brushed with 
thick lather. A good suds with all 
soap dissolved should be made in 
water heated to about 125° F. The 
shirts should be washed for 5 or 10 
minutes and rinsed in clear water of 
the same temperature, then in clear 
cool water. If the shirts are rinsed by 
hand, they should be put through 
three rinse waters. 

If you do not have a washing ma- 
chine, you will find a hand plunger 
useful. We have tested and approved 
plungers of this kind. 

Specially processed collars that 
need no starching should be ironed 
while quite damp. The movement of 
the iron should be from the points to- 
ward the back of the collar. When 
putting them through the wringer, do 
not crush them, but open them out 
flat and pass them through neatly. 


Shorts With Grippers. The burden 
of the mending basket was lightened 
when a (Continued on page 173) 
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-One a*Penny, Two a Penny, Hot Cross 
Buns. I need not remind you, I’m 
sure, that hot cross buns will be a 
“baker’s special” right through the 
coming Lenten weeks. Feast your 
family often on their fruity delicious- 
ness, for the season will be over al- 
most before you know it. 

And if you would try a hand at 
baking them yourself, here’s a recipe 
that will make you famous! Combine 
1c. of scalded milk, % c. fat, 4% ec. 
sugar, and 4% tsp. salt, and cool to 
lukewarm (85° F.). Mix 1 tsp. sugar 
with 1 compressed-yeast cake that 
has been softened in 2 tbsp. luke- 
warm water, and add. Add 1 beaten 
egg, 14 c. seedless raisins, 1 tsp. cin- 
namon, 4 tsp. allspice, and as much 
sifted all-purpose flour as can be 
stirred into the dough—3% to 4 c¢. 
Place in a greased bowl, cover, and 
let rise in a warm place (75° to 85° 
F.) until double in bulk. Knead, shape 
into 2” balls, and arrange in greased 
pan, 9” x 9” x 14%”. Brush each bun 
with egg white; cover and let rise un- 
til double in bulk. Snip a deep cross 
in the top of each with scissors. Bake 
in a hot oven of 425° F. for 25 min., 
cool, and fill the cross on top of each 
with white icing. Makes 2 doz. buns. 


Decaffeinated Coffees Are Delicious. If 
you are one of those people who are 
sensitive to the caffeine in coffee, why 
not try one of the decaffeinated cof- 
fees now on the market? These are 
fine blends of genuine coffee from 
which practically all the caffeine has 
been removed before roasting. You 
use them like regular coffee—they 
taste like coffee, they are coffee! 
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When You Prepare Vegetables Ahead. 
You often ask us whether vegetables 
suffer any significant loss in nutritive 
value if prepared early in the day or 
the night before ready for cooking. 

The nutritive loss that can occur is 
through destruction of vitamins A and 
C; or if allowed to stand in water, 
from extraction of nutritive materials 
such as minerals and water-soluble 
vitamins. 

The destruction of vitamins A and 
C is slight, provided the materials are 
kept cold. If you will keep the pre- 
pared vegetables in your refrigera- 
tor until they are ready to cook, the 
A and C loss will not be significant. 
But, of course, if the vegetables are 
covered with water, there will be 
some loss of minerals and water- 
soluble vitamins, as we have pointed 
out. You may be willing to sacrifice 
these for the sake of convenience. 


Bananas In Lemon Pie. Many of you 
have told us that you could have 
eaten right off the page that luscious 
Lemon Meringue Pie appearing in 
color in the Institute pages of Sep- 
tember Goop HousEKEEPING! 

If you would serve a delightful 
variation of this, use two ripe bananas 
—remembering to select those that 
have a golden yellow skin well 
flecked with brown spots. Cut the 
bananas in thin crosswise slices, then 
arrange in alternate layers with the 
lemon-pie filling in the baked pie 
shell. Top with the meringue, bake 
as directed, then cool and serve. 
You and your family will give thanks 
that bananas and lemons are such 
good friends. 





Creamy Fudge In No Time. If you 
would take all the work and beating 
out of fudge making, and still have 
a smooth creamy batch every time, I 
urge you to try one of the packaged 
fudge mixes. All you do is heat the 
mix with water—one manufacturer 
suggests adding a little butter, too. 
When the fudge is glossy—a matter 
of such a short time—you pour it into 
the pan, and it’s soon ready to cut. 

And fudge is only one of several 
things you can make from this mix. 
It turns out a luscious icing, and such 
a good hot fudge sauce, too. 


Toasted English Muffins—Uhm-m! J 
wish you might have heard the oh’s 
and ah’s from Institute guests the 
other day, when we served them 
toasted English muffins at luncheon. 

Naturally we were delighted, be- 
cause no hot bread could be much 
easier to serve. We buy our muffins— 
they come either 4 or 6 to the pack- 
age at the grocer’s or by the dozen 
at the baker’s. Then we split them, 
spread each half with butter or mar- 
garine, and toast them in a preheated 
broiler to a golden brown crunchi- 
ness. The second they come out, they 
are ready to whisk in to the guests. 

Of course you can toast the English 
muffins in your toaster, too, in which 
case butter them after they come out. 
And when next you’re having Sun- 
day morning breakfast or afternoon 
tea, serve these as a special treat. You 
can cut them in halves after toasting, 
if you like—the kitchen shears do this 
beautifully. You can sprinkle them 
lightly with cheese or with cinnamon 
and sugar before toasting. 
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THE FINEST ALUMINUM 





MIRRO Percolette at the attractively 
_ low price of 59¢—(69¢, south and west). 
In addition, you can make real say- 
__ ings on all the utensils sketched at the 
_ left. Take advantage of these prices to 
_ add several new pieces of the finest 

aluminum eK 

your dealer cannot supply you, 
rder the Percolette by mail. Send 
9¢, plus 16¢ to cover postage and 













ing. 

















“ vices yo 
to find frequent u 
_ It is made of ha 


Aluminum Goods Mfg. Co., Manitowoc, Wis. 
Please send me the new MIRRO Percolette. I 
enclose 59¢, plus 16¢ to cover postage and pack- 


ing (total 75¢, anywhere in U.S.A.). 
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At is ard, highly polished — 
_—= MIRRO quality aluminum, with attrac- i 
tive Bakelite handle, and has the handy | Name 
fe 
| 
i 
1 
| 








self-measuring feature. 

: MIRRO GOOD HOUSEKEEPING SALE 

ee ake . Now, during the MIRRO Good 
oo oe Housekeeping Sale, you can buy the 
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You know how your family and guests 
enjoy coffee. And yet, chances are, you 
have heard people deny themselves the 
pleasure of a cup many times. Is all this 
talk you hear about coffee right or wrong? 
Here’s a chance to test your score. Put 
a check mark in the “true” or “false” 
squares below—then compare your an- 
swers with those at the end of each 
statement of the facts. 

TO DOCTORS AND SCIENTISTS: References to the 


medical authorities for the following statements will be 
supplied on request. 


COFFEE HELPS YOU LOSE WEIGHT.* 
True? [| False? (] 


Coffee without milk or cream adds 
practically no calories to the diet. In 
addition, it mildly assists metabolism. 
When you are trying to cut down on 
the food you eat, and want to be sure what you 
eat is consumed in the body, coffee is therefore a 
definite help. Statement in the headline above* is True. 


YOU CAN DRINK COFFEE AT DINNER 
AND SLEEP.* True? OD False? O 


Almost immediately after a cup of coffee, you 
feel refreshed, stimulated. That is why coffee 
picks you up when you're tired. But in 97 
out of 100 cases, this welcome lift disappears 
in two hours. Unless your dinner time and bed 
time come close together, you can enjoy coffee 
and also a good night’s sleep. 

Statement in the headline above’ is True. 


COFFEE TASTES BETTER IF YOU LET IT 
STAND.* True? [|] False? [1] 


Many people make the mistake of serving ‘‘warmed 
over’’ coffee. When coffee is 
freshly made in clean utensils 
just before serving it tastes 
better, and is better for you. 


Statement in the headline 
above”* is False. 


To make good coffee use - 
enough—a heaping table- 
spoonful for each cup! 


Published by the Pan American coffee producers, for the benefit of 
the American public, the largest consumers of coffee in the world. 
BRAZIL « COLOMBIA + CUBA + EL SALVADOR - NICARAGUA - VENEZUELA 



















Copyright 1939, Pan American Coffee Bureau, New York City, 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





The Way to Choose a House 


(Continued from page 95) 
Wing chairs and tables in master bed- 
room, and hall furniture, Fine Arts Fur- 
niture Co.; Upholstered furniture in study, 
S. Karpen & Bros.; Tables and desk in 
study, Imperial Furniture Company; Nur- 
sery furniture, Conant-Ball Company; 
Radio, Mersman Bros. Corporation 
Rugs: Homespun rug in living room and 
Swedish Burl rug in dining room, Firth 
Carpet Company; Fervak rug in guest 
bedroom, Bigelow Weavers; Amhaco 
Broadfelt in master bedroom, Clinton 
Carpet Company; Study rug, Klearflax 
Linen Looms, Inc.; Braided rug in nur- 
sery, and bathroom rugs, Topton Rug 
Company; Hall rug, Aird & Watson 
Glass Curtains: Fashion Tailored Ninon 
curtains in living room, dining room, and 
study, organdie curtains in kitchen, nur- 
sery, and bathrooms, dotted-Swiss cur- 
tains in master bedroom and hall, R. Loeb 
& Company, Inc.; Kenneth curtains, match- 
ing spreads, and dressing-table skirt in 
guest bedroom, Bartmann & Bixer, Ine. 


pes Bedspreads: White faille for 
living-room curtains, Witcombe, Mc- 
Geachin & Co., Inc.; Living-room chintz, 
Stroheim & Romann; Chintz for dining- 
room curtains, Williamsburg chintz for 
study curtains and sofa, and chintz used 
for upholstery on wing chair in nursery, 
Cyrus Clark Co., Inc.; Dining-room 
upholstery, curtain chintz in master bed- 
room, and quilted chintz in guest bedroom, 
Waverly Fabrics; Blue upholstery on 
study chairs and mauve upholstery on 
chairs in master bedroom, Charles Bloom, 
Inc.; Lace bedspreads in master bedroom, 
Quaker Lace Company; Candlewick 
spread in nursery, Cabin Crafts; Trim- 
mings: Consolidated Trimming Corpo- 
ration and E. L. Mansure Co. 

Bedding: Supreme Innerspring mattress 
and box spring in master bedroom, Oster- 
moor & Co.; Beautyrest mattresses and 
springs in guest bedroom, and link-bot- 
tom spring and crib mattress in nursery, 
Simmons Company; Slumberon, Luxease 
and Royalease pillows, Burton-Dixon 
Corporation; Blankets, St. Mary’s Woolen 
Manufacturing Co.; Famous Blankets, 
Kenwood Mills; Sheets and pillowcases, 
Wamsutta Mills and Pequot Mills 
Silver, China, and Glassware: Old Eng- 
lish Melon Silver tea and coffee service, | 
Grosvenor candlesticks, and St. Regis 
bowl, Oneida, Ltd.; Briarcliff pottery din- 
ner service, Onondaga Pottery Co.; Crys- 
tal tableware, fruit bowl, Fostoria Glass 
Company 

Clocks: Werren Telechron Company; 
Silver dressing-table sets: International 
Silver Company, Sterling Division; Pic- 
tures: Niepold’s of Washington, Venable 
Galleries, Vienna Art Publishing Com- 
pany, Associated American Artists; 
Lamps: Niepold’s of Washington, Paul 
Henson, Herman Kashins, E. Wanda 
Baker, Railley Corporation, Edward P. 
Paul & Co.; Fireplace fittings, Jewel 
Equipment Corp.; Accessories: Fostoria 
Glass Company, A. H. Heisey & Co., Nie- 
pold’s of Washington, Mary Ryan, Clem 
& Nixon Hall, Zeni Shek, Guion Crafts- 
men, Inc., “Old Bleach” Linens, Mittel- 
dorfer Straus, Scully & Scully; Calart 
artificial flowers, California Artificial 
Flower Co. 

Bathroom and Closets: Illusion shower 
curtains, I. B. Kleinert Rubber Com- 
pany; Towels, Cannon Mills, Inc.; Mar- 
tex towels, Wellington Sears Company, 
Fieldcrest towels, Marshall Field & Co.; 
Linen towels, “Old. Bleach” Linens; 
Sheets and pillowcases in linen closet, 
Fruit of the Loom Mills, Inc., Pequot 
Mills, Cannon Mills, Inc., and Utica & 
Mohawk Cotton Mills, Ine. 


. This Time of Our Life | RECOMMEND 


(Continued from page 33) 


any more. And then, surprisingly, like a W u 
weary swimmer in shallow water at last, FOR 
she turned to Dave. Gladly, with a sigh of 


relief. 


They had always been happy, as hus- 
bands and wives go. They quarreled, of 
course. And blamed each other. And crit- 


icized. But they had never been secretive 
or faithless or disloyal. There were no 


Foe ae oan between them. And AS A*SPREAD FOR BREAD’AND 
Dave couldn’t believe his eyes when he FOR ALL COOKING AND BAKING 


looked at his child. She was compensation 
for a lifetime of not having had, ever, quite 
enough of anything. He called her Babe. 
And kidded her. And pretended he didn’t 
notice what a beauty she was. And laid 
down the law to her. 

Not that he had to worry about Frieda, 
really. She was obedient and gentle and 
decent. Only Dave wasn’t taking any 
chances. He knew how things were, now- | im 
adays. The temptations. Motion pictures |% 
that got young people all excited. Easy- 
going girls making it hard for the nice 


| ALWAYS USE GOOD LUCK. IT IS 
ones in competition. Make-up. Extreme SOLD SO FRESH THAT IT NEEDS NO 
clothes. Beaches. Coed schools. And no ; meee 
real signposts pointing a single way, just , ARTIFICIAL PRESERVATIVES, AND IT 


a jumble of obstructions that said “De- * * 
tour.” CONTAINS VITAMINS A’ AND D, TOO! 


PRIEDA had been so quiet all day, 
mooning around up in her room. That 
was why Minnie was worried. And she'd |: 
gone off without saying where. And after 
she’d* gone, when Minnie looked in the 
room to see what clothes were missing, the 
room was stuffy as an oven. All closed up 
and the blinds drawn. Maybe the child 
wasn’t feeling well. : & 

Dave leaned to the problems of the] — 
Kingfish. He wished Minnie didn’t want to 
play cards over at the Connors’ tonight. 
He’d miss the evening news program. And 
it ought to be pretty bloody—war, revolu- 
tion, accidents—an exciting week, alto- 
gether. 


AY. till listeni to that radio?” |# 1 ranteed Fr 
Moni, demanded, She game out at e|| | THIS et the Superior Flavor of GooD LUCK 
edroom wearing her hat. ; z 
pect os ly endorsed by food Taste GOOD Luck and you'll marvel at 
ely en 


“Just a minute,” said Dave’s forehead. |: acd 
sans ae 
rts recognize that how good it 1s. Then note 
expe 


He never switched a program off until he Bee ai : 
heard the commercial through. It seemed Goop LUCK 1s d smoothly it spreads, even at refriger- 
: hich is guar- ands Goop Luck 
ae ce in ae ator temperatures. Because 
ays su : 


only fair. a authorities. These 
“I want to use the phone,” said Minnie. | this quality marg =. ciated tbe 
e ; icious ‘spread is the only margarine 8 am its flavor. 
nit ee and freshness youcan always rely 
led for c : 


“Phone.” anteed fresh, is alw 
500 U.S. P- units 
ly and imparts 1tS_— *Goop Luck ha 























































eshness is an Outstanding 


With the tip of his finger Dave plunged for bread’ is unexce 


ee < t less than 7, 
the sitting room into an unaccustomed, ree 


“All right. Go ahead.” They know too, that 
tains vitamin D. 


s 1 * ‘ er Ib., and con 
deafening silence. baking. It creams cast" tions. Sa 
“Tm calling Pat Duke’s family,” Minnie i delicious flavor to their food crea en CHICAGO 
said. She dialed the number. “Frieda’s |@ JOHN F. JELKE COMP 


crazy about that boy. She may be with 
Lee eee y ‘ glee MAKERS OF ae DRESSING PRODUCTS 

The Dukes lived across town, under the uruscnecoing) WHIPPED, 3% PIE CRUST AND PUDDINGS 
mesa, in a “court.” They didn’t have a Sane AND READY-MIXED 
telephone, but there was a phone in the ' cesta vee mmr 
manager’s office. ee 

Somebody got Mrs. Duke. And while 
Dave washed and combed, Minnie found 
out that Frieda had gone with Pat. Where, 
Mrs. Duke didn’t know. 

“Well, if she comes to your place, you 
send her home,” Minnie said. “And tell her 
the key’s under the kitchen mat.” 

Minnie hung up slowly, a little ashamed 
of having spied on Frieda. Frieda didn’t 
belong with a boy like Pat Duke—just 
any boy. She was worthy of something 
special. Made for yachts and palaces and 
garden parties and . . . and... The 
vague thought trailed off, unfinished. 

“Ready, Dave?” she called. 

“Yep. 33> 


OD LUCK MAYONNAISE, 


They locked the house and walked to- 
ward the Connors’. A long queue stood 
before the picture theatre, waiting for the See RICH IN VITAMIN A- CONTAINS VITAMIN D © 
box office to open. Minnie looked in vain 
for Frieda and Pat Duke. But of course 


ALSO MAKERS OF 
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D Well, the 
children love it, 
Honey... Look at 
them making a 
snow man... 
ask My goodness , 
‘\®,( whats happened 





Tsk, tsk... stop crying! A little 
Snow won't ms % 
hurt ) 


me 


Mummy! 
They hit me 
~ witha 

snowball! 


e 14) 
Sige 





' There now... Feel 
better, Susie? 


Lots better— 
lUkethis _A 
Hinds, 
Mummy. lt 


* Copr., 1939, Lehn & Fink Products Corp., Bloomfield, N.J. 








Chapping * Dry skin 
Windburn * Chafing 
Cracked lips 
Hangnails ¢ Body-rub 
Chapped heels, legs 
After-shaying lotion 
Powder base 


EXTRA Sous 
BONUS 
BOTTLE 


A 2-bottle bargain! 
Hinds medium size and 
Bonus Bottle—both for 
price of medium size. 
Nearly 20% extra lotion! 
Money back on medium 
size, where you bought 
it, if Hinds Honey and 
Almond Cream doesn’t 
make chapped hands 
feel smoother. At toilet 
goods counters. 


BEAUTY ADVISOR, 


Rae NS LITTLE HANDS NEED 
EXTRA HELP FOR CHAPPING ” 


Susie is a sissy! 
Susie is a sissy! 


Ouch! You stop 
throwing snowballs 





Ey” use this Hinds lotion, 
yO Mary... Just the 
% x thing for children’s 
A tender skin. So soothin 


Why, Hinds makes my 
rough hands feel 
softer right away 


oy, . 
Hinds 1s so swell for 


household chapping, you know 
A it will do the children’s snow- 


chapped hands good too! 


ie 





Im going to use some peel 
9 


before we play bri 


CHAPPED HANDS 


EY one application of Hinds Honey and 
Almond Cream makes chapped hands 
feel smoother! It’s extra creamy. Coaxes back 
the softness that raw cold, steam heat, hard 
water, and dust take away. Gives your hands 
a soft, lovely look. Use regularly for smooth 
hands like “Honey’s”! 10¢, 25¢, 50¢, $1 sizes. 
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they wouldn't be there. Pat wouldn't have 
the price of a ticket. And Frieda never had 
more than a quarter a week to spend on 
fun. 

“J wish I knew where she was,” Minnie 
said. She took Dave’s arm. “I wonder why 
it is, today, we worry so about our chil- 
dren? When we were young, we weren't 
always running into danger. .. .” 

They fell silent, each thinking of their 
courtship and marriage. In those days, 
twenty-five years ago, California was a 
simple, wide place, sunnier than now, and 
sweeter to smell, and drowsier. The city— 
this city—was hardly a town. And Dave, 
who was ten years older than Minnie, 
could remember it, sprawling along both 
cides of a shallow barranca, between the 
dry, crinkled foothills and the gray, warm 
sea. 

No one hurried, in those days, and the 
people were honest, of course. Looking 
back on it, now, Dave thought, “There 
were problems, but not nearly so many.” 
And Minnie thought: “We played a lot, 
we made-believe, and yet we were more 
grown-up than these modern children. We 
had courage. I guess we liked life.” 

Her arm, through Dave’s, tightened. She 
recalled their first shy kiss. They were 
riding their ponies through the sycamore 
grove near the old church, and suddenly 
with one accord they drew rein and leaned 
sideways in their saddles and kissed. 

And then the wedding at her grand- 
father’s house in Goleta. The dancing and 
singing and all the presents and everyone 
wishing them a long and happy life. 

“Wasn’t it wonderful, Dave?” she said. 

Dave nodded. His memory had kept 
pace with hers. 


fle Connors’ porch light was on. Con- 
nor was Dave’s boss. A young fellow, 
up-and-coming, who had recently pur- 
chased the dairy. The Connor bungalow 
looked prosperous. A shiny new coupé 
dozed in the drive: Inside were parquet 
floors and those modern Venetian blinds 
and floor lamps and big, comfortable over- 
stuffed chairs. Minnie couldn’t help feel- 
ing a twinge of envy; her own four-room 
house was so shabbily furnished, so in 
need of repairs and paint and new cur- 
tains. But then, they had had to save, 
penny by penny, dollar by dollar. 

“Hello, you two!” Mrs. Connor greeted 
them at the door. “Sweet of you to come! 
Tom and I were longing for a good game 
of bridge. And you don’t know how hard 
it is to get a couple who can come out 
evenings. Everybody we know has babies. 
Our own are all tucked in and sound 
asleep... 

“By the way, I saw that beautiful daugh- 
ter of yours this afternoon. She’s abso- 
lutely the loveliest thing I’ve ever seen. I 
said to Tom, if our Priscilla grows up to 
be half as good-looking as Frieda—” 

“You saw her?” Minnie interrupted, 
conscious of a restriction in her throat, as 
if she had swallowed something lumpy. 
“Where—where was she?” 

“Where did 1? Oh, I know. It was on 
the breakwater. I took the children down 
to see the warship. She was sitting on one 
of those stone benches. She and that hand- 
some Duke boy. So cute there, sitting, 
looking at the water.” 

When the cards were dealt, Minnie had 
to make an effort to concentrate. Tom 
Connor took bridge,.as he took everything, 
seriously. And it might make a difference 
in Dave’s future if these chummy little 
evenings continued. Dave had to work an- 
other ten years. If Connor liked him— 

But it was funny about Frieda. Why 
should she be sitting out on the break- 
water with Pat Duke? Pat wasn’t work- 
ing, but why wasn’t he at least looking 
for work? What had happened to that job 
somebody was going to give him in a cam- 
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era shop? “Any boy,” Minnie thought, 
“can get work, if he wants it. Something—” 
It was unhealthy, dangerous, for young- 
sters like Pat Duke to sit around on break- 
waters. Why didn’t he get into one of the 
C.C.C. Camps? Just because he liked 
Frieda that was no excuse for— 

But Frieda was crazy about Pat, too. It 
had been going on for three years. Ever 
since he played on the Senior High foot- 
ball team. But Minnie didn’t take it seri- 
ously. Because Frieda was just bound 
some day—any day now—to meet some 
rich young man, the man of Minnie’s 
dreams. She didn’t want Frieda to settle 
down into an ordinary, everyday life, mar- 
ried to just anybody, and missing—well, 
missing romance. That was it—romance. 
Admiration, travel, orchids, excitement. 
Being somebody. “Mrs. So-and-So arrived 
today from Europe and is opening her 
lovely house for the summer season .. .” 

Tom Connor glanced sharply over a 
tight fistful of cards. “Listen. Are we 
playing bridge? Or is this a somnambu- 
lists’ marathon? Or what?” 

“Beg pardon,” Minnie said. “I’m wor- 
ried about Frieda. She wasn’t home when 
we left.” 

“Frieda’s all right,” Dave said. “You can 
trust Frieda. She’s a sensible kid.” 


UT was she? Is any girl sensible when 

it comes to love? When the phone or 
the doorbell rang, she always ran to an- 
swer with such a look on her face, such a 
lilting in her voice: “Yes? Who is it?” And 
if it wasn’t Pat Duke, all the eager joy 
went out of her, in a breath. “Oh. It’s you. 
Hello.” As if no one else mattered. 

Three years now. At first, Minnie hadn’t 
worried. There were so many boys in love 
with Frieda. Stringy young calves with 
roadsters, always honking and whistling 
at the curb. 

Pat was different. He came on foot. Neat, 
in his old cords and the sweater with 
“S.B. ’36” on the back. His dark hair curl- 
ing in spite of him. His eyes blue and 
steady. That hurt, sensitive look about his 
mouth: one of the new race of youths with 
nowhere to go. ; 

Out of high school into idleness. Noth- 
ing to spend. Nothing to plan on. 

“See here,” Tom Connor cried. He threw 
down his cards. “I say we quit,” 

Minnie met Dave’s warning eyes. Funny. 
But there were times when Dave’s Saving 
Plan got into his eyes, shutting everything 
else out. Minnie knew what he was think- 
ing now: of losing this job at the dairy 
ten years too soon. 

Mrs. Connor jumped into the sudden 
silence. “Well, let’s have some beer! You 
fix it, Tom. And get a dishful of pretzel 
sticks.” 

But the evening was ruined. Dave’s ef- 
forts to cover up and to interest Tom Con- 
nor in a snappy little business talk failed. 
Minnie tried to listen to Mrs. Connor’s 
monologue, but her heart wasn’t in it; she 
felt dull, heavy with a strange, formless 
depression. 

What did she really know about her 
child? When she herself was Frieda’s age, 
she was already married to Dave. And for 
at least five years before that she had 
thought about love and marriage. Girls 
do. Even at fifteen. Even sooner. Maybe 
Frieda wanted to marry this boy. Maybe 
they were deeply, desperately in love. It’s 
hard for grownups to remember the wild 
sweetness, the peril, the beauty, the long- 
ing. 

Minnie’s hand, grasping the cold glass- 
ful of beer, shook a little. She thought: 
“T’'ve been a coward about Frieda. I haven’t 
wanted to see. But now I do. At least I 
think I do. I hope it’s not too late. But 
it’s never too late.” 

She put the glass down suddenly, and 
got to her feet. “I—I’ve got to go home, 











Uv oseh nthe td 


“Give Ann good cod liver oil regularly,”’ was the doctor’ 
sound advice. That was. when she was only six week 


, f, / Fuilding old. She’s been getting it ever since...every day in fact 


genvial JUshstanee.... 


Besides giving your baby Vitamin D to help 
build sound bones and teeth, Squibb’s Cod 
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Dave,” she said. Something ‘somber and 
frightening was in her mind. She couldn’t 
put it out. 

“Sure,” Dave said almost eagerly. He 


if, VA FO, Al YAY OD KL UNG. / got up with alacrity, and she suspected 
b S, e that he was thinking, “If we hurry, maybe 
LY I can still catch the news program.” 

‘!’'m worried about Frieda,’ Minnie 
explained. 

“Of course, dear! I know how it is. We'll 
play some other night. Just give me a ring. 
Any time.” 

“Good-night,’” Tom Connor said. He 
looked sullen and bored, indifferent, with 
an edge of resentment. . 

Minnie dragged at Dave’s arm. She al- 
most pulled him along the dark street. Her 
heart was whirring. Her legs felt wobbly. 
Pat and Frieda. Sitting on the jetty, just 
sitting, looking at the water. 

“It was my fault, Dave. Somehow, I got 
crazy, thinking about Frieda—a sort of 
premonition. I don’t know why, but I 
couldn’t play cards—when maybe some- 
thing’s wrong.” 

“What could be wrong?” Dave said. 
“You're tired, that’s all. Nervous.” 

It was a wordless fear that possessed 
Minnie, not because there weren’t words, 
but because they were ugly words. You 
couldn’t say them, even with your mind’s 
tongue, about your own loved ones. Off 
the deep end. Suicide pact. Turn on the 
gas. Forget. The somber shadows dogged 
Minnie, whipping her homeward. That 
dark, stuffy room. So unlike Frieda. Win- 
dows tightly closed. Blinds drawn. And in 
the baseboard the stubby little brass valve 
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FOR DRY, LIFELESS SKIN- been there, she would have thrust it open, 
¥ her heart in her mouth, dreading truth, 
but dreading ignorance more. ~ 


HE MIND raced on ahead. In her imag- 
ination they were already home: The 
door swung open under Dave's careless 
touch. A thin, invisible vapor escaped into 
the night air. 
“What's that?” Dave said, puzzled, “That 
smell? Someone’s left the gas on.” 
AND BECAUSE PALMOLIVE IS MADE WELL, IF YOU OWE YOUR LOVELY He went in, snapping on the electricity. 
ONLY WITH OLIVE AND PALM OILS, COMPLEXION TO PALMOLIVE, THAT'S The living room glowed with a dead, yel- 
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his aging eyes. 

Still with his hat on, snatching up the 
envelope. “God... .” 

The door to Frieda’s room locked. Or 
nailed. He threw his weight against it. 
Kicked in the panel. An acid smell poured 
out. On his knees, sobbing, Dave reached 
through the shattered wood, and up to the 
key. Staggered in, hand to forehead. Then 
his words. 

“Both of them, Minnie. Both of them.” 

Frieda and Pat Duke, clasped together, 
as if asleep. Frieda’s face turned against 
Pat’s. Both so young and white and still. 

Her scream. “Quick! open the win- 
dow... .” 
> : “It’s no os it’s no use,” aoe 

A o ept saying. “You can’t treat your boss 

SKIN SOFT, Aa : like one of the fellows. And darned if I 
SMOOTH , YOUNG ! ‘La s think Tom wants me to, either. Every time 
\ a we go over there for a social evening of 

—) g bridge I feel that guy trying to intimidate 

‘ a a me into not bidding my hand. And don’t 
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tell me I imagine it, either, because it’s 
plain as your nose.” 

They turned off into the side street. 
Most of the houses were derk. The fog was 
like a muffler, silencing everything—thick, 
soft, heavy. 

With a strange, numb dread Minnie 
climbed the steps of their house. 

“Funny Frieda didn’t leave the light for 
us,” Dave said. He fumbled his key into 
the lock. “She must be in by now.” 

Minnie put out her hand, clutching 
Dave’s coat sleeve. “Dave!” she whispered. 
“If they’re only safe just this once—” it 
was as though by her resolution, her oath, 
she could change a fact—‘“we’ll make 
things easier for them, won’t we? Won't 
we, Dave?” 

She expected him to shake her hand off 
his sleeve with a little gesture of impa- 
tience and stride into the house. But he 
stopped, silent. And when he spoke, he 
said, 

“All right, Minnie.” 

Then he opened the door, and they 
went in. 

The children were half-asleep in front 
of the fire, Frieda in the big armchair, Pat 
sitting on the floor with his head against 
her knees. They looked up slowly, regret- 
aay, when Dave switched on the hall 
light. 


ui Nate children were there, real, warm, 
alive. 

Pat stood up, and Minnie, instead of 
ringing curfew with a crisp “Bedtime, 
Frieda,” said: “Sit down, Pat. The way 
you were.” And her voice trembled. 

Then Dave said: “How did you come 
out with that guy over at the camera shop, 
Pat? Did he make a job for you?” 

The youngsters hesitated, wary of the 
curiosity of parents, of adults. 

Then Pat said :“No, it was just a gag. 
He wanted me to put money in the busi- 
ness.” 

“But he’s going to let Pat do some de- 
veloping for him, for experience,” Frieda 
said. “I’ve made my room into a dark 
room. You don’t mind, do you Mom? We 
felt as if we’d just die if we couldn’t start 
doing something toward the future.” 

“Daddy and I have been thinking about 
that,” Minnie said. ; 

She wondered if she could trust Dave. 
Surely he wouldn’t let her down, not that 
that mattered. But children you can’t let 
down. Life pushes up and on; from the 
roots sustenance. It has to be that way. 
But for Dave this would be such a test. 

“Darling,” said Minnie. “You tell them.” 

Dave cleared his throat. “We've been 
looking ahead toward this day, kids,” he 
said. “We’ve put by a little now and then, 
when we wouldn’t miss it. Pat, if you like 
the proposition that photography guy 
made you to buy into his business, I sug- 
gest you do it. And I wouldn’t be surprised 
if there was enough left for a small house 
and lot. But you wouldn’t want to spend 
all your cash. You’d want to save some. 
And if you had some kids, well . . . that’s 
what we did. It’s all right, isn’t it, Mom?” 





I WOULD HOLD YOU 
By Christie Lund 


IF I had it to do again, 

I would hold you in spite of my pain; 
I would hold you in spite of my pride 
(Though it be a bitter thing to hide). 

I would hold you with a relentless greed— 
I would heal my heart’s need. 
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—NEW WAY TO KEEP HANDS LOVELY 
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"Welcome Advice—I had 
been wondering how to keep my 
hands soft and smooth this 
winter, and a friend suggested 
Danya. I'm delighted with such 
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“Leaves No Greasy Feeling— 
I have my hands in water a lot. 
They get rough and red. But 
Danya rubs in quickly—makes 
them soft and smooth.” 

Mrs. A, H, Petrus 
Kansas City, Mo. 
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- CONTAINS 


“SKIN-VITAMIN”* 


Se Os needn’t ruin your hands. 
Danya,n type preparation, supplies in- —— 
gredients to improve hand skin. And it contains DANYA 

Vitamin A, the “‘skin-vitamin”’ necessary to skin a , 

health. One trial sells you—it’s not sticky! PONDS _ 

Heavier, creamier, not messy or spilly. And not REA LOUOe 1 
drying! Test it today —we will send you enough 
Danya for 20 different applications! Just 
send your name and address with 6¢ to 
cover packing and postage to Pond’s, Dept. 
1-DC, Clinton, Connecticut. 


> 


* Statements concerning the effects of the ‘‘skin-vitamin”’ applied to the skin are based upon 
medical literature and tests on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method. 


Copyright, 1939, Pond’s Extract Company 
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EAR MOTHERS OF THE HEALTH 

AND HAPPINESS CLUB: 

If you watch an infant de- 

velop, you can tell when he 

begins to hear. He will be 

startled by a noise; later he 

will turn toward the direction from 

which a sound comes; and soon he 

will distinguish between familiar and 
strange voices. 

A child who does not hear well will 
not vocalize early or easily, because 
he will not. reproduce what he can- 
not hear; he is deprived of much 
of the conversation which goes on 
around him. If he has not acquired 
a vocabulary by three years of age, 
he should have an ear examination 
and hearing tests. This also applies 
to any child who constantly asks to 
have words or sentences repeated or 
who cannot locate the direction of a 
sound. 

Parents can make simple observa- 
tions to determine whether a child 
who fails to respond at once when 
they call is inattentive or whether he 
cannot hear. A child with normal 
hearing should hear and understand 
a whisper at twenty feet in a large 
quiet room. Here is a test you can 
try. Use words and phrases which the 
child knows. Have him repeat them 
after you, or whisper suggestions 
such as “clap your hands,” “come to 
me,” or ask him to bring you some 
toy. Try talking in a moderate voice 
from another room and see if he 
hears. Make such tests when the 
child is not tired, and continue them 
for a short time only. 

If your child has an expressionless 
face, if he has a peculiar voice, or if 
he is not mentally alert, his hearing 
may be at fault. If you suspect that 
your child does not hear acutely, ask 
that he be examined by a doctor who 
is experienced in this field. Unless a 
loss of hearing is detected in the early 
150 
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stages, the condition may progress 
beyond the time when treatment will 
help. ; 

Pain is the most prominent symp- 
tom of ear disease. But an infant can- 
not point to the ear. The doctor will 
suspect ear trouble if a baby runs a 
high fever, tosses the head from side 
to side, or if he is restless and assumes 
unusual positions in an effort to be 
comfortable. It is possible for a doc- 
tor to see the eardrum of even the 
tiniest infant, and only thus can he 
determine whether the ear is in a 
healthy or diseased condition. You 
may suspect acute ear trouble when 
a child awakens screaming. He may 
put his hand to his head or he may 
be dull with fever, feel ill, but not 
be able to localize the pain. There 
may be pain on moving the jaw, or a 
swelling and tenderness on pressure 
back of the ear. 

Except in the few instances when 
an individual is born deaf, ear dis- 
ease is the most common cause for 
loss of hearing. This is usually asso- 
ciated with, or follows, congestion in 
the nose, a cold, sinus infection, or 
tonsillitis. It is a common complica- 
tion of scarlet fever, measles, and 
cerebro-spinal meningitis. It may 
also occur in diphtheria, whooping 
cough, mumps, influenza, bronchitis, 
or pneumonia. 


A light case of a disease is no guar- 
anty of freedom from an ear compli- 
cation. In one of our large cities 
1,200,000 school children between the 
ages of six and fifteen were given ear 
examinations and hearing tests. Of 
these, 105,623 supposedly normal 
children showed a loss of hearing. 
Thirty-five percent of these deafened 
children gave no previous history of 
ear trouble. Evidently the condition 
responsible for the deafness was 
either too slight to be remembered or 
it had been masked by the symptoms 
of another illness. The deafness of 
the remaining 65 percent could have 
been suspected because they gave a 
history of having had the illnesses in 
which ear troubles are a fairly com- 
mon complication. ; 

Often in the course of a sickness the 
ear may be diseased, but, because the 
child is so ill, this complication will 
not be suspected unless the doctor 
discovers it by examining the ears at 
each visit. Call the doctor at the first 
sign of ear trouble. Before he comes 
you may relieve pain by washing out 
the ear canal with warm water about 
100° F. Use a clean medicine dropper 
or rubber ear syringe. 

It is possible that an inflammation 
of the ear may necessitate an open- 
ing of the eardrum to allow for 
drainage. (Continued on page 171) 
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Think of picking out $300 worth of beautiful things for my ward- 


robe and nursery — all FREE. That’s a shopping spree, mother! 


Did you ever see anything so easy, 
mother! We know how perfect 
Vanta Garments are... you and 
I... they’ve kept millions of 
babies like me comfy, healthy, 
growing strong. Our doctor and 
thousands of others have recom- 
mended Vanta for generations. 


And all you have to do for a chance 
to win $300 is to write a last line 
for a limerick that says what we 
already know: Vanta Baby Gar- 
ments are best! 


And here’s a tip to all Aunts, 
Grandmothers, and even Uncles 
—why not enter this easy con- 
test? Maybe you can win an outfit 
for some little cherub like me — 
some youngster close to your heart 
that you want to see grow strong 
and big, the comfortable, healthful 
Vanta way. 


It’s easy! It’s fun! 


Go to the hifants’ and Children’s 
Department of your favorite store. 
There you will find an assortment 
of Vanta garments in sizes from 
birth to 12 years old. These are the 
garments you'd choose for your 
baby because of their modern sci- 
entific features— their exclusive 
designs, their safe hospital-steril- 
ized packaging. You'll find the 
famous Vanta Double-Breasted 


Vanta (Garments 


FOR INFANTS AND CHILDREN 


EARNSHAW KNITTING COMPANY, 


_ win 
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Vest that fastens with ties so that 
it’s easier to put on, has no pins 
or buttons to hurt baby’s tender skin, 
and is adjustable to fit baby’s rapid 
growth. You'll find also Vanta’s new 
hospital-sterilized Diapers and dozens 
of other Vanta indispensables. 


You'd choose Vanta Garments for 
your baby even if you didn’t have 
the chance to win one of the 112 valu- 
able prizes. Any modern mother 
would. Here’s a chance to double-up! 
Get Vanta quality, comfort, and 
scientific design plus a contest 
Entry Blank and maybe a won- 
derful $300 outfit for your tiny 
baby, your growing-up babies — 
or yourself! Get in the Vanta 
Contest. Come on! It’s easy. 


HOW TO ENTER 
THE VANTA CONTEST 


Get an Entry Blank in the Infants’ and 
Children’s Department of your favorite store 
selling Vanta Garments. Write the last easy 
line for the limerick on the Entry Blank and 
send it with your sales slip showing a pur- 
chase of $1 or more of Vanta merchandise y 


ton, Mase. Send asmang concrete JUST WRITE THE LAST LINE: 


ton, Mass. Send as many contest entries as 
My mother’s as sweet as can be, 





you like, but each entry must be accome 
panied by a sales slip, as above. Anyone may 
enter—mothers, aunts, grandmothers—or 
friends. Contest closes April 8, 1939. The 
contest is limited to the United States. In 
the case of ties, duplicate prizes will be 
awarded. 


Her head and her heart work for me, 


In Vantas I’m dressed 





For she knows they are best 
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IS A SUMMER DELICACY 


ies oes it—to want some 
special food for a very special oc- 
casion—and then find that food is out 
of season! 

You’re never disappointed this way 
in Old Golds. Here’s a cigarette deli- 
cacy that’s always in season. Always 
entirely fresh. 

Old Gold’s flavor is really something 
special—honey-smooth, 
“‘double-mellow”. And 
every Old Gold tastes 
“double-mellow”, be- 


Outer Cellophane 
Jacket Opens 
From the Bottom 
Sealing the Top 


cause every Old Gold 
reaches you at its very 
‘freshest. The special 








Sal 


FRESH LAKE TROUT—broiled or baked 


—is a connoisseur’s treat, especially 
enjoyed by men. Cook the fish whole, 
and garnish with lemon and water- 
cress. Lake trout can be had fresh 
only in season. But Double-Mellow 
Old Golds are fresh at any season. 


package takes care of that. Two wrap- 
pings of Cellophane keep in the fresh- 
ness and bar out dust, dampness and 
drying heat that often dull tobacco 
flavor and make cigarettes hard on 
your throat. 

Prize crop tobaccos are aged and 
blended to make Old Golds. P. Lorillard, 
the makers, were master tobacconists 
when George Washing- 
ton was a young man. 
All their pride and 
their experience go in- 
to every Old Gold. So 
Old Golds will do you 


proud with any guest. 


The Inner Jacket 
Opens At 

, the Top, Sealing 
the Bottom 
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The Lady and the Hat 


(Continued from page 31) 
Something to remember when I am an old 
man—the lady and the hat and spring! 
How can you refuse?” 

Judy looked again at the hat; it seemed 
to return her look, as though it knew that 
it had been made for her. “But how would 
I remember it?” 

“As the time that you burst loose. And 
you wouldn’t have only the adventure, 
you know—you’d have the hat!” 

That shrewd appraisal of her feminine 
practicality struck a laugh out of her. 
“You must be Satan,” she observed. “I’ve 
always heard that he went about in a very 
nice disguise.” 

“You're losing time,’ he warned her. 
“That shop is going to close before long. 
And then the chance will be gone.” 

“We couldn’t think it over till tomor- 
row?” Judy was wistful, weakening. 

“We could not. What are you afraid of, 
anyway?” 

“Money,” she admitted. “It’s a frighten- 
ing thing, money.” 

“That’s my affair.” He spoke severely. 
“If I am not afraid of it—!” 

“But it is such a bad bargain for you,” 
she argued. “I can’t see—” Then she had 
a mischievous inspiration. “Oh—perhaps 
you are the owner of the shop?” 

He was vastly amused. “Would that 
help?” 

“Why, of course. The advertisement. If 
the hat suited me so well, all my friends 
would come to you.” She read the gold 
name on the plate glass. “Are you Lili?” 

“If you want me to be.” But he was de- 
pressed. “No—that takes all the zip out 
of it. I want to appear to ) ou a wild, glad 
creature of impulse, not a gentleman mil- 
liner. I won’t be Lili.” 

She sighed. “It was a nice loophole. I 
could almost have crawled through it.” 

“Jump through it like a paper hoop,” 
Be commanded. “You know you want the 

at 

“Oh, yes—terribly.” 

“Nothing else matters, pretty lady, on 
eae day of spring. Come now—oh, 

ook! 


A LONG black-clad arm was reaching 
into the window like the tentacle of 
an octopus. It hovered; then, directed from 
within, it swooped down on the hat of hats 
and withdrew. A small yelp of pain burst 
from Judy. Dimly through draperies, they 
saw the hat turned about for appraisal, 
then delicately poised on a black head 
marcelled to the rigidity of a scrubbing 
buard. Eyes in spectacles studied the ef- 
fect, back and front. The suspense was 
terrible. 

“Oh, she can’t,” Judy breathed, “she 
mustn’t! It would be a crime!” 

“I could pot her if only I had a gun.” 
He looked more than ready to. 

The hat came off but was held in reserve 
while another was tried. 

“Now that is better for her,’ Judy ex- 
claimed. “If we both used will power—? 
Can’t you do hypnotism?” 

“If you hadn’t stopped to have scru- 
ples—!” he reproached her. 

“Mustn’t a lady have scruples?” 

“Not when she gets a break like this— 
there—look!” 

They watched in anguish while their 
hat was tried again at varying angles. Ac- 
tually it seemed bought and charged; the 
saleswoman had begun to write. Then per- 
haps the tide of protest streaming through 
the window reached the customer inside. 
She reconsidered, went back to the last 
hat, and finally, miserable with indecision, 
walked out. 

“Now!” said the young man, and Judy 
found herself in the shop, seated before 
the mirror. 


‘Zt may not be my size,” she faltered in 
a last grasp at scruples. 

It was her size. The hat sank into the 
ruddy-gold waves of her hair as it had 
been born to do. A tilt and a gentle set- 
tling, and there was perfection achieved. 
No need to hold up hand mirrors and 
study side views. Judy’s eyes, reflecting 
a complete lack of breath, met the smiling 
eyes of the young man in the mirror. 

“Right!” he said. 

He paid for it and delicately moved aside 
while Judy gave the address for the return 
of her other hat. They stepped out into 
the avenue and paused while he looked 
her over. ‘ 

“Worth it?” she asked, smiling. She was 
indeed a lion in that hat. 

“Tl say so!” 

“But how,” she went on, “how am I 
going to explain it to my husband?” 

Desolation fell on him. “You have—a 
husband?” 

“Oh, yes. Very big and strong.” She 
emphasized that. “And quite savage when 
he is angry. He may be along any minute 
now—I was on my way to meet him when 
I stopped to look in that window.” 

“And you like this husband?” 

“Adore him!” 

Their eyes came together, and suddenly 
they both were rocking with laughter. 

She thrust her hand under his arm. 
“Come on home, you great nut,” she com- 
manded. “We’ve wrecked the budget for 
six weeks with this foolishness.” 

He pressed the arm close. “Blast the 
budget!” he exulted. “Judy, I’ve got a 
raise!” 


This Way to the Highway 


(Continued from page 44) 
“Something ought to be done about those 
blots on the landscape!” It never occurs to 
you that you can do something. 

You probably don’t know that in New 
York State there’s The National Roadside 
Council founded by a woman, Mrs. Eliza- 
beth B. Lawton, to war against deface- 
ment of highways. Through the New York 
State Federation of Garden Clubs, Mrs. 
Lawton began her anti-billboard cam- 
paign 15 years ago. It has been uphill 
work. Although today the Council has 
the cooperation of other outstanding 
organizations, including the American 
Association of State Highway Officers, 
National Federation of Business and Pro- 
fessional Women’s Clubs, Garden Clubs 
of America, and innumerable others, it 
still is uphill work. 

However, once they get their teeth into 

a problem, women have a way of shaking 
it until the bones rattle. In Hawaii bill- 
board advertising was done away with by 
the threat of women’s clubs to boycott 
any billboard-advertised products. In 
New York State a woman started some- 
thing when she got up and shouted that 
roadside horrors must and should be 
eliminated. With the result that in North- 
ern New York and through Westchester 
County’s highways—even though some of 
these are not the last word in limited 
ways—roadside. restrictions obtain. In 
California shrewd legislation has been 
put through that limits signboards to 
business districts and defines in un- 
equivocal terms what a business district 
is. 
Thus we see the cooperation of the law 
with Nature, and the dependence of Na- 
ture on the plastic surgery of expert 
human engineering to lift disfiguring scars 
from her face. 

Like city slums, those on the roadside 
decrease the value of adjacent property. 
In cities slums are generally segregated. 
But roadside slums are quite likely to 
pockmark highways in the neighborhood 








Alas! Your party’s lopped—so what? 


It must be something you forgot! 
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and see them all come to life. There’s 
something about Royal Crown that makes 
friends of other people, friends for itself. 


LOOK, they’re dying on you. All nice 
people but nobody will break the ice. Ice! 
Eureka! Break out the Royal Crown cola 


An inspiration... Royal Crown... 


Now watch the party go to town! 
| | 
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quality bargain that hasn’t been equalled 
since they invented the nickel. Better yet — 
the 6-bottle Refreshment Kit is only 25¢. 


NOW they call you the best hostess in 
town. And are you a magician! You got 
two full glasses out of every bottle. That’s a 


It lifts you up—its flavor’s great— 
Four bottles are enough for eight! 
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of lovely homes whose owners never 


a dreamed of living in the slums. 
. by fq Take the other side of the shield. In 


the neighborhood of limited-way routes, 


V hd properties have increased tremendously 
10) AER BY] VEO INV, in value because of the very restrictions 
e such roads command. 
In his 1938 report Thomas H. MacDon- 
“And | mean that, Helen. Last | ald, chief of the Bureau of Public Roads, 
Tuesday Jim told me his mother | Stated that many of the most used roads 
etuesdi ck in the nation’s network must now be 
was coming for dinner and the | cJassed as inadequately improved. He ex- 
night! And me still nervous as__| plained their danger to traffic, and added 
a kitten about preparing com- | that the bureau was directed to investi- 
gate the feasibility of three East-West 
super-highways and three North-South 
super-highways. Why shouldn’t they be 
feasible? Why shouldn’t they take the 
place of roads as outmoded as the old 
cars that once traveled them and are no 
more? 

Our highways are the arteries of these 
United States through which courses a 
steady stream of life. The fight to keep on 
improving them should be nation-wide. 
Primarily it should be marshaled by 
women. Insuring safety to husband and 
children, to those she loves, is certainly 
a woman’s job. 

Women vote. Women are taxed. They 
contribute not only money but effort 
and ideas to all progressive propaganda. 
Women organize and put through drives 
of every kind for the betterment of hu- 
manity. They are a constructive force in 
a world prone today to yield too readily 
Mn ; to forces of destruction. 

1. Dinner couldn’t have been worse. Why disaster and death on the high- 
Chops like charcoal. And the jellied salad |yoad? Both can be—and are being— 


Jim’s mother gave me the recipe for was | beaten, as statistics prove. The very physi- 


: ology of the modern limited way, the 
so sweet, I had to announce three times perfabitiyeldiic Joh emarwase caraee 


that dessert was still ahead’ should be the form of all highways in the 


ee land. 


Authorities acknowledge the advan- 







pany meals” 
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2. “But Jim’s mother was a brick. She 


told me that when the recipe says ‘plain MRS. KNOX’s « tages of these new highways. Women 
elatine} use Knox 100% cs tae SALMON OR TU eee can turn theory into accomplishment. 
. ae Ree Use y 1 UNA FISH SALAD _| They should be in the thick of the agita- 
ee Gelatine. Not actory- avored gela- Revie tcacs Package—Seryes g tion for a national system of modern 
tine meante s. They’re 85% sugar, so salads eeping. reparaniimed by Good House super-highways. If the women of every 
i 2? tme: 10 mi : state will campaign throughout the land 

anes ee a pate Vs ean tay oe Knox Gelatine, marshal their sereniéth; wield their weap- 
£uP Salmon or ? tablespoons Olives, ons, descend on their legislators to de- 

cup celery A cup aoe : mand that taxes they pay be utilized to 

chopped *” dressing op *2/8d build roads they approve, then they will 


gree mayonnai 
finely Cheesy EZ teaspoon paprik eet eenacy a 
teaspoon salt ; vimuespoon mild s: ey always do! 





Soften gelatine ate if desireg There’s more to come! Keep up with Goop 
ae over boiling Ween Water. Place HOUSEKEEPING’S crusade for traffic safety. 
dreseiue dissolved, Cool ang stir unti] The next article in this challenging 
into {aves tonee or tuna fish a Salad series will appear in the April magazine 
















9) 
ater 8 been rin 
ch Sed 
x x 2 icon lettuce leaves and garnish: ' bed of 
a . . . . 
3. “Had a family dinner last night, and iaanaie it right, be sure 4 
. . . - : > 4 oO 
Jim says he married an angel. To think I tine. Factory porened gela~ IF I WOULD NOT 


can make tart salads like Knox ‘Salmon or 
Tuna Salad’ so quickly. That’s because I 
use the new Knox ‘Quickie’ recipes and 
unsweetened, unflavored Knox Gelatine? 
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BE WEAK 
By Elaine V. Emans 


I KNOW that I must buckle courage tightly 
Around my soul like armor to a body, 

If I would not be weak. It must glow brightly, 
And be steadfast. I would not have a shoddy 
Courage, or one fit but to carry me 

Into the semithickness of the fray, 
Leaving me timorous. Oh, I must be 
























EVERY BUSY HOUSEWIFE 3s poe ee | Weil clad in splendid couage all. the worl 
SHOULD HAVE THIS BRAND-NEW ]iiiipaags? Come out Khon Hew Ou leee 
, TIME-SAVING RECIPE BOOK recipe book of salads and desserts made in LIKE armor must it cover me, but not 
ga : ‘ ‘ eh 9 to 19 min. Getit first and tell your neighbors. Like armor may its radiance be shed, 
Z ot” KNOX GELATINE, BOX 53, JOHNSTOWN, N. Y. For often lovely strength can be forgot 
Ma IS Waa i chet od sees see Ie In a short weakness. So I must not dread 
> For one brief hour a bridge I have not crossed, 
4 RA ALOSS Seo esbs soca cacctek ices peceaseeee anes: Nor cry out once in terror, although lost. 
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Soft Water for Hard 


(Continued from page 137) 
requires occasionally what is called “back- 
washing.” This is easily done and is de- 
scribed in detail in the manufacturer’s 
directions. 


When water contains iron. Any woman 
who has had to use a water supply con- 
taining iron knows only too well what 
troubles it causes her. First of all this im- 
purity gives the water a bad taste, and 
when the water is exposed to the air, the 
iron becomes oxidized and precipitated. 
It then appears as a brown stain on clothes 
and on sink and bathroom fixtures. Here 
again the zeolite filter is effective in tak- 
ing out the troublesome iron and leaving 
the water clear and free from taste. In 
extreme cases the water may have to be 
aerated and filtered before it is given the 
zeolite treatment. But in any case the 
maker of the equipment can tell by ana- 
lyzing the water if this is necessary and 
just which zeolite is most suitable for use. 


When water tastes bad. Occasionally we 
hear of a water which has a marshy odor 
or bad taste that is caused by some organic 
contamination. These may be present for 
only part of the year or for all the time 
to a greater or lesser extent. These disa- 
greeable qualities in the water can be cor- 
rected by using a filter in which there is 
activated carbon. 


When the water is turbid. Many of the 
waters obtained from a surface source 
contain suspended matter or dirt that 
makes the water unattractive for drinking 
and not well suited for other domestic 
purposes. Such foreign matter in the wa- 
ter can be removed by using a sand filter 
which makes the water clear as crystal. 
The dirt that is removed collects on top of 
the sand, and occasionally the filter must 
be cleared by back-washing. 


Water-conditioning equipment. Thesize 
of the water-purifying equipment re- 
quired to meet your needs will depend on 
the amount of impurities in the water tc 
be treated and the number of gallons of 
water used per day in the home. The man- 
ufacturer’s representative will collect data 
that will enable him to estimate how much 
water is being used. To determine the 
composition of the water it is necessary 
to analyze a sample. 

Sometimes the water has a combination 
of the above undesirable qualities, and the 
analysis will show just what kind of treat- 
ment is required. The reliable manufac- 
turers of water-conditioning equipment 

maintain their own laboratories for mak- 
ing such analyses, and have already tested 
the water supplied to the principal cities 
and towns of the country. Then, too, there 
are different kinds of zeolites, and each 
has its own special characteristics. Some 
are better suited to certain waters than 
are the others. After analyzing a water, 
the manufacturer knows what zeolite 
should be used or whether some other 
treatment is required, and is in a position 
to guarantee that the equipment he offers 
will give satisfactory results. Be sure 
therefore that the water you use has been 
analyzed and that the manufacturer of the 
equipment you purchase is familiar with 
its composition. 


A real experience. Two months’ use of 
softened water in the bathroom has proved 
not only to me but to the youngest mem- 
ber of the family as well the delights of 
soft water as contrasted with a water 
which when tested was found to have only 
a moderate amount of hardness. It would 
be a real hardship to go back to the “ring 
around the tub.” 
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THAT'S ECONOMY 
WITHOUT SACRIFICING 
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money buys! 


Think of it!... More than a yard of 
these delicious, crisp, flaky crack- 
ers in the one pound Sunshine 
Krispy Cracker package! That’s 


it’s economy withoutsacrificing = 
quality!...But it’s far more! paca 


These dainty, all-pur- 
pose crackersare not just 
convenient'‘things’ that 
you can serve with soups, 
salads and cheese. They re 
food... nourishing, easily 
digested food your whole 
family will love! ... And 


OH BOY!...MORE 
THAN A YARD OF CRISP, 
FLAVORFUL CRACKERS 
IN THIS POUND 
PACKAGE ! 








they're so inexpensive, you 
might as well get the best! 
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= @T’S somehow warming to be 
reminded in these days of in- 
ternational strife and bitterness 
that the fray-eared, button- 
aameg eyed Teddy bear has not been 
at all affected, that he remains 
today, as on the day he first appeared, 
the favorite toy of children every- 
where, who love him even more 
dearly than they love Mickey Mouse. 

And it’s almost equally comforting 
to observe in these days of highly 
mechanized living that the adults, too, 
are forsaking streamlined, sophisti- 
cated forms of entertainment for the 
good old games (or descendants of 
them) that used to give such pleasure 
to their ancestors. 

It’s not so surprising that children 
stick to the Teddy bear and their 
immemorial childish games. For chil- 
dren are the strictest traditionalists 
in the world. But grownups—who’d 
ever have thought they’d go back to 
parlor games? Parlor games! Ten 
years ago everybody laughed at them. 
But that was ten years ago. Since 
then they have been rediscovered. 
Since then hard times have made it 
necessary for people to learn to amuse 
themselves. 

Maybe that’s a good thing. Maybe 
we were getting too used to buying 
our amusement ready-made. Maybe 
we needed to be reawakened to the 
fun of group activities, to the impor- 
tance of social, neighborly contacts. 
Maybe we needed a respite from too 
many books and radios and movies 
and plays—forms of entertainment 
in which we are spectators, not par- 
ticipants. 

Maybe! Anyway, games seem to be 
coming back, and they’re getting a 
rousing welcome. 

Historians knew that in Colonial 
days people played games right on up 
to the time they were married, and 
presumably had a good time doing it. 


as advertised—see page 6 


But nobody knew. what a good time 

they really had until one evening a 
few years ago when some enterpris- 
ing hostess, whose guests had prob- 
ably all been to the nearest double 
feature or possibly couldn’t afford it, 
pulled down an old book of parlor 
games from the shelf, dusted it off— 
and suddenly found herself giving the 
most delightful party that anyone had 
attended in years. 

The guests, no doubt, were so 
astonished and delighted to find that 
they could entertain themselves (and 
one another) with no expense and 
practically no effort that they, in turn, 
hunted up old half-forgotten favor- 
ites—and so the revival began. 

It’s a good revival. More people 
should know about it. And so, at the 
risk of telling some of you what you 
already know, the rest of this article 
will be devoted to describing a few 
of the more popular games that can 
be played by a group of people any 
evening, anywhere, without the ne- 
cessity for cards, dice, costumes, or 
any sort of implement except per- 
haps an occasional pencil! 

Let’s start with a good, exciting 
modern game that’s almost an old 
stand-by by this time: Murder. It’s 
best played at night in a house where 
there are no children to be awakened 
by the screams which are the nicest 
part of the game. 

Into a hat are put folded slips of 
paper, one for each participant, all 
blank except two—one marked M 
for the Murderer, the other marked 
D for the Detective. The slips are 
drawn, but only the Detective an- 
nounces his identity. The Murderer 
keeps silent; he may be any one of 
the others. The Detective stations 
himself at the light switch, where 
he must remain, and plunges the 
house into darkness. The others dis- 
perse to (Continued on page 182) 
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SCRAMBLED EGGS .. . Dip halved Pineapple 
slices in flour, brown in butter, serve with 
scrambled or baked eggs, with omelets. 


SEA FOOD SALAD... Add Pineapple Tidbits or 
cut slices. Or serve salad mixture between 
slices of Pineapple, sandwich fashion. 


xe ¢ sf ape 

NOODLE RING... Fill with a creamed mixture, 
garnish with hot Pineapple slices. Good, 
too, with macaroni or spaghetti dishes. 


CHEESE SOUFFLE... Garnish with %-cup hot 
Crushed Pineapple, or fold into mixture 
before baking, using the syrup as liquid. 


FRESH FISH... Serve hot Crushed Pineapple 
~as a fruit-sauce accompaniment with any 


kind of boiled, baked or broiled fish. 
RICE CROQUETTES . . . Serve with Pineapple 


slices sautéed in butter, with some grated 
lemon rind and Pineapple syrup added. 
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| DR. EDDY’S Question-Box 


Questions addressed to Good Housekeeping Bureau will be an- 
swered only when accompanied by a stamped envelope. Prescrip- 
tional advice cannot be given, nor can food or drug samples be 
analyzed. Address Dr. Walter H. Eddy, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y.C. 


Adequate in All Body Needs 


What is a balanced diet? 
Miss L. K. 


I do not wonder that you ask this ques- 
tion, for so many food products and mix- 


tures are described as “balanced” with- . 


out indication as to what is balanced in 
_ the mixtures. : 

In the science of nutrition we consider a 
diet balanced when it’ provides all the 
nutrients, vitamins,. and minerals that 
the body needs for energy, for growth 
and repair, and for the normal operation 
of the body organs. There are definite 
minimum requirements for each of these 
essentials, and the only way to deter- 
mine whether the diet is actually bal- 
anced is to analyze it for the kinds and 
amounts of these materials present. My 
article, “Counting Vitamins and Count- 
ing Costs,” in the February, 1939, Goop 
HOUSEKEEPING, will help you do this ana- 
lyzing as you plan your daily menus. 

/ 
Easier to Digest 


What effect on milk has the process of homo- 
genizing? Does it make it better than ordinary 


milk? 
Mrs. F. J. W. 


Homogenizing is accomplished by forc- 
ing milk through small apertures or in 
other ways breaking it up so that the fat 
globules and solids are very finely di- 
vided. It accomplishes the same thing that 
you do much less efficiently when you 
take a bottle of milk in which the cream 
has risen to the top and shake it to redis- 
tribute that cream throughout the milk. 

Because of the fine subdivision of the 
particles of the fat effected by homogeniz- 
ing, the digestive juices which handle 
them in your system are able to get at this 
material more rapidly and effectively; and 
there is no question but that milk so 
treated digests more quickly than milk 
with larger fat particles. Homogenizing is 
particularly valuable for milk that is to 
be used for drinking. It secures uniform 
distribution of the milk nutrients through- 
out the milk. 


Cooking Eggs Aids Digestion 
Are raw eggs better for the undernourished 
child than boiled eggs? 
Mrs. F. P. N. 


We formerly were taught that the raw 
egg was more digestible than the boiled 
variety. More recent studies, however, 
seem to indicate that our digestive juices 
can act more easily on egg that has been 
partly coagulated before it is swallowed. 
The hard-boiled egg is readily digested if 
it is sufficiently broken up by chewing or 
by mincing before it is swallowed. Ob- 
viously, if it is swallowed in large pieces, 
the digestive juices have a harder job to 
get at it, and take longer to accomplish 
the digestion. The ordinary soft-boiled 
egg, therefore, seems probably the most 
easily handled by the digestive system. 


Sugar and Cream Are Good Foods 


Is the combination of sugar and cream harm- 
ful, as used in coffee or on cereals? 
Mre4:. LO. 


The combination of cream and sugar 
does not produce a harmful effect unless 
it increases your calorie intake above your 
needs, in which case you will increase in 


weight. Nutritional authorities caution 
against excessive use of sugar on cereals 
for children as interfering with the de- 
velopment of an appetite for the cereal 
itself, but there is no physiological harm 
from the sugar and cream. 


Rest After Meals Is Logical 


Should you lie down or take a walk after 
eating a heavy meal? 
Miss E. C. 


The main job of the body after a meal 
is to digest the meal. For that purpose it 
must provide digestive juices, which are 
derived from the blood supply. In active 
exercise part of the blood supply is di- 
verted to the muscles. For that reason it 
is generally considered better to stay quiet 
for a time and allow the digestive organs 
to get the larger part of the body’s blood 


supply. 


Salt Changes the Water Balance 
Will too much salt hurt you? How much is 


too much? 
Mrs. 0. G. H. 


It is generally agreed that about one- 
half of an ounce a day of salt will meet 
all the body needs. In order to prevent 
body disturbance, the system draws on 
the water supply to keep the daily re- 
quirement of salt diluted to a definite per- 
centage. That is why excessive salt may 
actually produce obesity by filling the tis- 
sues with water. So long as the body can 
provide enough water for the dilution, 
there is no direct harm to the tissues. 


Use Plenty of Fruits and Vegetables 


What foods can I substitute for milk? 
Miss H. M. H. 


The basic reason for advising the use of 
a quart of milk a day is that in that quart 
of milk there is about 1/30 ounce of cal- 
cium, which is considered the optimum 
requirement of the human body per day. 

If, therefore, one cannot use milk, an- 
other source of calcium must be consid- 
ered; fruits and vegetables are particularly 
good sources of this material. 

Milk, of course, contains other impor- 
tant nutrients, but, again, most of these 
elements, with the exception of its protein, 
are also present in fruits and vegetables. 


No Calcium Loss 


Are the minerals of milk, especially calcium, 
destroyed when the milk is prepared with the 
bacillus bulgaricus of Metchnikoff ? 

Drse TOD. 


The principal effect of this bacterium 
is to convert the milk sugar to lactic acid. 
The bacteria do not affect the character 
of the minerals in the milk. 


Depends on the Iron Content 


Is the juice from uncooked spinach more 
beneficial to an anemic person than cooked 


spinach is? 
Miss A. J. W. 


In case of nutritional anemia the major 
deficiency is iron from which to build red 
blood color. I believe that it would be 
easier to extract the iron salts from cooked 
spinach than from raw spinach and that 
consequently you would probably have 
a higher content of iron in juice squeezed 
from the cooked than from the raw 
spinach. 
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BRILLO 
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No messy rags, powders, brushes. 

BRILLO works in half the time with 
half the effort. Every day BRILLO per- 
forms this miracle in millions of homes. 
BRILLO’s combination of soft metal- 
fibre Pads and special-formula Polish- 
ing Soap does it. No other aluminum 
cleanserislikeit.BRILLO cleans,scours 
and polishes in one simple operation. 


KEEPS ALUMINUM BRILLIANT 
». 2 EASY WAYS 


IMPROVED 
a GREEN 

* PACKAGE 
5 pads 


and Soap 
Separate 


Ns SLAVING over pots and pans. 





EITHER PACKAGE 1IQc¢ 


Sie } 


NEW RED 
PACKAGE 


5 soap- 
Filled 
Pads 


At Woolworth, Kresge, Kress, Newberry, Murphy and all | 
10c and 25c stores, and at leading department, hardware 
and grocery stores. BRILLO Mfg. Co., Inc., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


New utensil FREE should BRILLO fail to clean 
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| HATE tnar 


CLUB—THE WOMEN 
ARE SO SNOBBISH 






SNOBBISH? You’re mistaken, Mrs. E_— 
—let’s suppose undies could talk... 


OH DEAR, IF WE COULD 
ONLY TELL HER WHY 
THOSE WOMEN AT THE 
CLUB WERE SO COOL 








OF COURSE WE'RE 
THE REASON SHE 
FORGETS TO LUX 

US,SO WE OFFEND_} 
WE ALL HAVE 
UNDIE ODOR! | 











IF SHE'D ONLY USE 
LUX EACH DAY | IT 
TAKES ODOR AWAY 
_KEEPS US NEW- 
LOOKING LONGER 










Underthings absorb perspiration odor. Lux them 
after each wearing. This takes away odor—keeps 
colors new looking longer. Lux has no harmful 
alkali. Safe in water, safe in Lux. Buy the big box. 


little goes so far—it’s Thrifty 


"ERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





Lenten Meals 


(Continued from page 138) 
casserole and bake in a slow oven of 300° 
F. for 1 hr. Serve with a salad bowl of 
shrimp and mixed greens, bread sticks and 
crackers; have chocolate cake with coffee 
for dessert. 


Vegetable Borsch 


(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


4 medium pared un- ¥4 ce. chopped cabbage 
cooked beets 2 tbsp. fat or salad oil 
1 medium pared un- 2 ats. skimmed sea- 
cooked potato soned meat stock 
1 medium pared un- Salt 
cooked turnip Pepper 
1 medium pared un- 1 tbsp. vinegar 
cooked carrot ¥% pt. light sour 
¥4 c. minced onion cream 


Chop beets, potato, turnip, and carrot, 
using coarse blade of food chopper. Add 
onion and cabbage. Melt fat or oil in a 
large saucepan, add the vegetables, and 
simmer over low heat for a few min. Then 
add meat stock and cook about 20 min., 
or until vegetables are tender. Add salt 
and pepper to taste. Add vinegar and pour 
into serving dishes. Top each with a spoon- 
ful of sour cream. Serves 6 to 8. To serve 
3 or 4 make half this recipe. The soup 
stock can be made from neck or chuck of 
beef. Serve for luncheon with hard rolls 
or brown bread, fruit salad made with 
canned or fresh fruit, and milk. 


Luncheon Salad 
(TESTED BY GoopD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
1 ¢c. uncooked macaroni 1% c. chopped sweet 


2 ce. shredded cabbage pickles 
1 ce. cubed American 1 unpeeled large red 
cheese apple, diced 


Boiled salad dressing 


Cook macaroni in boiling salted water 
until tender. Drain and rinse in cold water. 
Chill. Meanwhile combine the cabbage, 
which has been crisped in cold water, with 
the cheese, pickles, and apple. Add the 
salad dressing and toss. Serves 6. To serve 
2 or 3 make half this recipe. Serve for 
luncheon with hot rolls, canned fresh 
prunes, cookies, and cocoa. 


‘New England Baked Boneless Shad 


(TESTED BY GoopD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 5-lb. shad 1 tbsp. chopped parsley 
1 qt. stale bread crumbs Speck pepper 
1 tsp. salt Ye. butter or 
1 tsp. sage margarine 
1 tbsp. chopped celery Yc. minced onion 
2 qts. milk 


Order shad split for stuffing. Remove 
head and fill body cavity with bread stuff- 
ing made as follows: Combine bread 
crumbs, salt, sage, celery, parsley, and 
pepper. Meanwhile melt butter in skillet, 
add onion, and simmer until tender; add 
seasoned crumbs and cook until lightly 
browned, stirring the crumbs constantly 
from the bottom. Sew up cavity and place 
in a large baking pan. Cover with milk 
and bake in a slow oven of 300° F. for 614 
hrs. The bones will be completely soft, and 
the entire fish most delicious. Serves 6 to 
8. For a real New England dinner serve 
with dandelion greens, buttered carrots, 
orange salad, and creamy rice pudding 
and coffee. 


Baked Tuna Fish Loaf 
(TESTED BY GOOD, HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
2%4 c. soft bread crumbs’ 6 tbsp. flour 


1 tbsp. minced onion 3 ce. bottled milk or 114%4 
26 e. minced celery ce. evaporated milk 
14 ec. pecan meats and 114 ec. water 
1 7-oz. can tuna fish, 114 tsp. salt 
flaked Speck pepper 
6 tbsp. butter or 1 canned pimiento, 
margarine chopped 


2 eggs, well beaten 


Blend together the first 4 ingredients. 
Line a baking dish 8” x 12” with half this 
crumb mixture. Cover with flaked tuna 


* fish. Top with remaining crumb mixture. 
Melt butter in top of double boiler, add 
flour, and blend. Add milk, salt, pepper; 
and pimiento, and cook over hot water 
until smooth and thickened. Remove from 
heat and add beaten eggs, while stirring. 
Pour over casserole mixture and bake in 
a moderate oven of 350° F. for 30 min., or 
until a clean knife inserted in the center 
comes out clean. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 
make half this recipe. Serve for dinner 
with buttered broccoli, beet and onion 
salad, bread and butter, baked bananas. 


Baked Mackerel, Institute Style 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


2% Ib. Spanish 1 tsp. salt 
mackerel 14 tsp. pepper 
2 ce. canned tomatoes % ec. light cream or 
34 ¢. thinly sliced peeled top milk 
onions Chopped parsley 


Order backbone and head of fish re- 
moved. The weight of the fish after 
removal of bones should be around 114 
Ibs. Lay skin side down in a baking pan 
approximately 8” x 12”. Cover with toma- 
toes, onions, salt, and pepper. Bake in a 
moderately hot oven of 375° F. for 45 min. 
Pour cream over fish and sprinkle with 
chopped parsley. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 
make half this recipe, using a 114-]b. 
mackerel. Serve for dinner with grape- 
fruit juice, buttered canned peas with 
cabbage, and strawberry shortcake. 


Cheese and Oyster Stew 


(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 cut peeled clove of 1 pt. raw oysters 
garlic 4c. bottled milk or 2 
1 slice onion c. evaporated milk and 
4 tbsp. butter or 2c. water 
margarine 1% tsp. salt 
1 ¢. grated store cheese 14 tsp. pepper 
1 tsp. Worcestershire- 


type sauce 


Rub the inside of the saucepan well with 
the garlic and onion, and remove them. 
Then melt the butter in this saucepan 
over low heat, add the cheese, and stir 
until soft. Add the Worcestershire-type 
sauce and the cleaned oysters, and heat 
until the edges of the oysters just begin 
to curl. Then add the milk, salt, and pep- 
per. Heat well and serve. Serves 6. To 
serve 2 or 3 make half this recipe. 

Serve for dinner with a vegetable salad, 
toasted rolls, cherry pie, and coffee. 


Curried Codfish Balls 


(TESTED By Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 c. flaked salt codfish Speck paprika 
2 ¢. diced pared un- Speck black pepper 
cooked potatoes Speck celery salt 
1 egg, slightly beaten 1 tsp. curry powder 
1 tbsp. melted butter or 
margarine 


Run cold water over codfish. Cook, cov- 
ered, with potatoes in boiling water until 
the potatoes are tender. Drain, add re- 
maining ingredients, and mash, beating 
until light and fluffy. Drop from the tip 
of a tablespoon into deep fat heated to 
390° F. or hot enough to brown an inch 
cube of day-old bread in 20 sec. Fry until 
golden brown. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 
make half this recipe. Serve for supper 
with buttered spinach, tossed tomato 
and celery salad bowl, gingerbread and 
whipped cream, and tea. 


Philadelphia Oysters 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
Oysters Packaged dried bread 


Mayonnaise crumbs 
1 egg, slightly beaten 


Dip oysters in mayonnaise. Then dip 
into bread crumbs, the egg, and then in 
the bread crumbs again. Fry for 2 min. 
or until golden brown in deep hot fat 
heated to 370° F.—or until a cube of day- 
old bread browns in 60 sec. Serve for din- 
ner with cream of tomato soup, mashed 
potatoes, plenty of buttered asparagus, 
and lemon pie. (Continued on page 162) 


Its sweet when he whispers: 
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Avoid “Winter Dryness” of hand skin, 


frequent cause of chapping and roughness 


OLD weather slows down the skin’s 

little moisture glands. So they give 
out less softening moisture. Then, cold 
and wind and use of water, all tend to 
dry the skin. Soon your hands get rougher 
and coarser. Unless—! Yes, Jergens 
Lotion helps make up that deficiency of 





Jergens 
Lotion 


TRY THE NEW Jergens All- 
Purpose FACE CREAM. “Extra 
Vitamin” — helps wonderfully 
against dry skin. 50¢, 25¢, 10¢ 


Ga 
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natural moisture. Supplies moisture dry 
hand skin needs. To treat rough, hard 
skin many doctors use 2 of the same 
ingredients vou have in Jergens Lotion. 
Never sticky! Regular use prevents 
chapping. Only 50¢, 25¢, 10¢, $1.00, at 
beauty counters everywhere. 


ARE YOUR HANDS for you or 
against you in love? Never be , 
resigned to roughened, harsh, 
dry skin! Supply moisture that 
helps soften and beautify your 
hands—with Jergens Lotion! 


GENEROUS SAM 


FREE! and BOON \fred S 


A 
Co., isl Perth, 


> ens -V* . 
; Andrew Jerg* Canada: 
The Ant 4, Obio- (In Can Jergens Le . 
Cnet f ft and white- 


| 
ans Lotion + 
jJerge ns I 


itahity, 
pump of, black crushed kid and 
patent Leather im 


Ltrnucting ships. CLasticized around ankle fhe porfect suit 
foshion and ft ; 
* Fonda is an authentic fashion indispensable to the spring wardrobe. ** You'll par- 
ticularly like the snug, comfortable fit of Penelope, so typically Vitality! Penelope also 


comes in white kid. #** This trend to more comfort is an old story with Vitality shoes! 


6. Oo nab 6. fe 


Complete range of sizes and widths 


Estelle, decidedly smart, may also be had in blue 
and in white. Writer for Artist’s Sketch Book of 
Vitality Styles and name of your nearest dealer. 


Address: ViTALiIry SHOE Company, Division 


of International Shoe Co., St. Louis, Missouri. 


VITALITY OPEN ROAD SHOES, FOR OUTDOOR AND CAMPUS WEAR, $5 
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Tabasco Eggs 
(TESTED BY GOoD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1c. bottled milk or % 6 eggs / 
c. evaporated milk 1% ec. grated American 
and &% ec. water cheese 
1c. heavy cream Y% e. soft bread crumbs 
34 tsp. salt 1 tbsp. butter or 
Dash cayenne margarine 
6 to 8 dashes tabasco 6 slices buttered toast 


Heat the milk and the cream in a skillet 
over low heat. Add the salt, cayenne, and 
tabasco. When the mixture reaches the 
scalding point, break the eggs carefully 
and quickly into the milk. Sprinkle the 
cheese and the bread crumbs, which have 
been browned in the butter, over the eggs. 
Keep dipping the sauce over the eggs un- 
til the crumbs and cheese are well blended, 
and the eggs are cooked as you like them. 
Remove the eggs carefully, and serve on 
the toast surrounded with the sauce. 
Serves 4 to 6. To serve 2 or 3 make half 
this recipe. Serve for luncheon with to- 
mato juice, canned pineapple and avocado 
salad, wafers, and coffee. 


Sardine Appetizer 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


slices bread 2 tbsp. melted butter or 
tbsp. Worcestershire- margarine 

type sauce 1 7-oz. can sardines 

2 tbsp. prepared 

mustard 


Ne 


Toast bread; cut in triangles. Combine 
Worcestershire-type sauce, mustard, and 
butter, and blend well. Lay 1 sardine on 
each toast triangle. Cover with sauce and 
place under a low broiler heat until thor- 
oughly heated. Makes 8 appetizers. Serve 
with a fork as a first-course appetizer. 


Baked Eggs with Cheese Sauce 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 tsp, prepared mustard 1% ec. well-seasoned 
1c. grated American medium white sauce 
cheese 6 eggs 


Add the mustard and cheese to the white 
sauce and stir until the cheese is melted. 
Cover the bottom of a 644” x 10” baking 
pan with half the sauce. Carefully break 
the eggs into sauce; cover with the re- 
maining sauce. Bake in a moderate oven 
of 325° F. for 20 to 25 min., depending upon 
how well done you like your eggs. Serves 
4 to 6. To serve 2 or 3 make half this 
recipe. Serve for Easter breakfast with 
strawberry and orange fruit cup, whole- 
wheat toast, and coffee. 


Lobster Marguery 
(TESTED BY Goop HoUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


¥ ec. butter or 2 tbsp. sherry flavoring 
margarine 2 tsp. lemon juice 
Y% ce. flour 2 tsp. Parmesan cheese 
3g ¢. bottled milk or Speck pepper 
44 ¢. evaporated milk Dash cayenne 
and 4% c. water 1 Ib. (3 ¢.) cooked fresh 
1% ec. light cream or canned lobster 
2 tsp. Worcestershire- 


meat 
type sauce 3 egg yolks, well beaten 


Melt butter in top of double boiler. Add 
flour and blend. Add milk and cream; cook 
until smooth and thick. Add remaining in- 
gredients except the eggs, and leave over 
low heat until ready to serve. Just before 
serving, pour over the well-beaten egg 
yolks; blend thoroughly. Reheat quickly 
and serve at once. Serves 6 to 8. To serve 
3 or 4 make half this recipe. Serve for a 
company dinner with buttered peas, but- 
tered string beans and mushrooms, rolls, 
and lemon ice. You may choose tomato 
juice as a first course. 


Fried Scallops 
(Testep BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


2 lbs. fresh scallops, 2 eggs, slightly beaten 
or 3 boxes quick- Packaged dried bread or 
frozen scallops cracker crumbs 

1 Ib. bacon 


In using frozen scallops, allow them to 
defrost according to the manufacturer’s 
directions. Roll the scallops in the beaten 
egg, then in bread crumbs. Place in a fry- 
ing basket and fry for 2 min. in deep hot 
fat heated to 375° F. or until a cube of 


day-old bread browns in 40 sec. Then 
drain on paper toweling. Sauté or broil 
bacon until crisp and drain on paper 
toweling. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 make 
half this recipe. Serve scallops garnished 
with bacon for dinner, with asparagus and 
hollandaise sauce, and date-nut muffins. 
For dessert serve broiled grapefruit, and 
coffee. : 


Vegetable Clam Aspic 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 c. bottled or fresh 1% e. cold water 
clam juice 1 tsp. Worcestershire- 

34 c. canned tomato type sauce 
juice 1 tbsp. lemon juice 

1 peeled garlic bud % ec. diced canned 

1 bay leaf or cooked carrots 

1 envelope plain un- Y% ec. canned or cooked 
flavored gelatin peas 


Combine first 4 ingredients in a sauce- 
pan and boil for 5 min.; then strain. Soak 
gelatin in water 5 min., then add hot clam- 
juice mixture and stir until the gelatin is 
dissolved. Add Worcestershire-type sauce 
and lemon juice, and place in refrigerator. 
When mixture begins to thicken, add veg- 
etables, and pour into 4 individual molds 
(or one large mold) that have been rinsed 
in cold water. Allow to set thoroughly. 
Serve on lettuce with mayonnaise. Serves 
4. Serve for luncheon with split rolls 
which have been buttered, sprinkled with 
grated cheese, and toasted under a me- 
dium broiler heat. Sponge cake squares 
topped with canned peach halves and 
whipped cream, together with a hot bev- 
erage, complete this easy meal. 


Salmon Sandwiches 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 1-lb can salmon 
(2 ¢.), flaked 
1 tbsp. finely minced 
onion 20 slices whole-wheat 
Yc. mayonnaise bread 
Butter or margarine 


1 tsp. Worcestershire- 
type sauce 
4 tsp. salt 


Combine salmon, onion, mayonnaise, 
Worcestershire-type sauce, and salt, and 
mix well. Spread 3 tbsp. of this mixture 
on each of 10 buttered slices of bread. Top 
with the 10 remaining slices of buttered 
bread. Makes 2 c. filling, and fills 10 full- 
sized sandwiches. Serve for lunch with 
cream of celery soup, fruit, and cookies. 


Creamed Scallions and Eggs on Toast 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


2 bunches scallions in % e. diced canned 
2” pieces (2 c.) pimiento 

4 tbsp. butter or Speck pepper 
margarine 1 tsp. salt 

4 tbsp. flour 4 shelled hard-cooked 

1c. bottled milk or eggs, quartered 


% ec. evaporated milk Buttered toast 

and 14 c. water ‘ 

Cook the scallions until tender. Drain, 
reserving 1 ec. of the water. Meanwhile 
melt the butter in a double boiler; remove 
from the heat, add the flour, and blend. 
Add the milk and the reserved water, 
place over hot water, and cook until thick, 
stirring constantly. Add the remaining in- 
gredients and the scallions; heat well and 
serve on toast. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 
make half this recipe. Serve for lunch with 
hearts-of-lettuce salad, French dressing, 
buttered brown-bread sandwiches, and 
canned raspberries. 


Cheese Strata 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


12 slices day-old bread 1 tbsp. minced onion 
Y% lb. American cheese 1% tsp. dry or prepared 
4 eggs mustard 
2% ec. bottled milk or 1 tsp. salt 

114 c. evaporated milk 1 tsp. pepper 

and 114 c. water 


Arrange 6 slices of the bread, from 
which the crusts have been removed, in 
the bottom of an 814” x 1214” x 2” baking 
pan. Cover the bread with the cheese in 
thin slices, then cover with the remain- 
ing bread with crusts removed. Beat eggs, 
add milk and remaining ingredients, and 
blend. Pour over the bread. Let stand 1 hr. 

(Continued on page 164) 
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You don’t need to worry about an 
“acid”’ skin — but you do need to get to 
work on it! 

Tf your skin is susceptible to blemishes 
— enlarged pores, blackheads, oily shine, 
scaly roughness; if it is losing its fresh 
tone, its fair smooth texture and supple 
firmness, give it the help of these remark- 
able Milk of Magnesia creams! 

You know how Milk of Magnesia helps 
an internal condition of excess gastric 
acidity. In the same way these new-type 
Milk of Magnesia creams act on the 
external excess fatty acid accumulations, 
helping to overcome unsightly faults and 
so to make your skin lovelier. 

PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia TEXTURE CREAM. 
In this delightful greaseless cream is 
beauty-giving action you’ve never known 
before in a face cream! Its difference is 
due to the Milk of Magnesia which acts 
on the excess fatty acid accumulations. 


CLEANSING CREAM — 
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The ideal foundation at last. You’ve never 
used a cream which makes such a perfect 
foundation as Phillips’ Texture Cream. 
There’s a real reason for it. The Milk of 
Magnesia prepares the skin — smooth- 
ing away roughness and freeing it from 
oiliness, so that powder and rouge go on 
evenly and cling closely for hours. 
PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia CLEANSING 
CREAM. This new kind of cleansing cream 
cleanses the skin with an effectiveness 
that will delight you! The Milk of Mag- 
nesia not only loosens and absorbs the 
surface dirt, but penetrates the pores 
and neutralizes the excess fatty acid 
accumulations, leaving your skin soft, 
smooth and thoroughly clean! ; 
Don’t be discouraged because your skin 
seems “acid.” Give it the help of these 
unique creams — the only creams which 
contain the beneficial acid-neutralizing 
ingredient, Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia, 


PHILLIPS’ 
MWe of Magnearia 
CREAMS 


2 SIZES++++30 CENTS AND 60 CENTS 
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JOHNSON’S WAX gives banisters, lamp- 
shades and table tops a wonderful, lustrous polish 

' admired by everyone. There are 100 household 
uses for this real wax beside its main use for 
floors, furniture and woodwork. 


If your floors are protected with 
a shield of Johnson’s Wax, they 
will stay beautiful always—free 
from scuff marks and wear. 


This charming, white mantel 
and the picture frame are pro- 
tected from dirt and smudges by 
a gleaming Johnson Wax pol- 
ish. Also, the handsome mar- 
ble and the andirons are wax 
protected for easy cleaning. 


(Below) These painted canisters 
are bright and shining! Sticky 
finger marks can’t cling to the 
sleek Johnson Wax polish. The 
oilcloth on the pantry shelf is 
also waxed, so dishes won't 
stick to it. It’s so easy to clean! 


of pure waxes only so a little rubbing is 
necessary to produce a wonderful long- 
lasting polish. But remem- 
ber, real wax gives greater 
protection and beauty—is 


more economical to use! 


'JOHNSON'S; 


Beers stores C. JOHNSON nest 1339 
| WAX | (paste or liquid) 


S.C. JOHNSON Geo «oR «SON, INC., RACINE, WISCONSIN 
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Bake in a moderate oven of 325° F. for 
about 50 min. or until puffed and browned. 
Serve at once. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 
make half this recipe. Serve for dinner 
with baked tomato halves, buttered spin- 
ach, bread, and baked bananas with lemon 
sauce. Bake bananas, tomatoes, and Cheese 
Strata together in same oven. 





























Savory Lima Beans 
(TestEep BY Goop HouSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
lb. dried lima beans 1 tbsp. flour 


ar 


(2% ec.) 1 tsp. dry mustard 
5 tsp. salt 2 tsp. granulated sugar 
2 ats. boiling, water 1% tsp. pepper 
1 ec. sliced peeled 1 No. 2 can (2% ec.) 
onions tomatoes 
2 tbsp. fat or salad oil 1% c. grated American 
cheese 


Soak the dried lima beans overnight (15 
hrs.) in water to cover; drain, cover with 
cold water, and cook with 3 tsp. of the 
salt in the boiling water until tender when 
tested with a fork. Cook the onions in the 
fat until tender; add the flour and blend. 
Add the remaining ingredients but the 
cheese, and simmer for 5 min. Add the 
drained lima beans, the remaining 2 tsp. 
salt, and the cheese, and cook 5 min. 
longer. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 make half 
this recipe. Serve for supper or lunch with 
toast, grated raw carrot and raisin salad, 
lime gelatin dessert to which canned sliced 
peaches have been added, and tea. 


Cream of Pea Soup 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 tbsp. minced onion Bottled milk or evapo- 
3 tbsp. butter or rated milk and water 


margarine 1 No. 2 can peas (21% c.) 
2 tbsp. flour % tsp. salt 
Pea liquor 1% tsp. pepper 


Cook the onion in the butter in a sauce- 
pan over low heat until tender. Add the 
flour and blend. Add the pea liquor which 
has been drained from the canned peas, 
and enough milk to make 4 c. of liquid in 
all. Continue cooking over low heat until 
smooth and slightly thickened. Partially 
mash the peas with a fork or potato 
masher, then add together with the salt 
and pepper to the milk mixture. Heat 
thoroughly. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 make 
half this recipe. Serve for lunch with egg 
sandwiches, ginger cookies, and apple- 
sauce. 


Vegetable and Cheese Casserole 
(TESTED BY GooD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


11% ce. scalded bottled 1 tbsp. chopped parsley 
milk or 3% ec. evapo- 114 tbsp. chopped onion 
rated milk and % ec. 1% ec. grated American 
water, scalded cheese 

1 ec. soft bread crumbs % tsp. salt 

4 ec. melted butter or 1% tsp. pepper 
margarine ‘Dash paprika 

2 canned pimientoes, 3 eggs 
chopped 1c. drained cooked or 

eanned vegetables 


Pour the scalded milk over the bread 
crumbs. Add butter, pimientoes, parsley, 
onion, grated cheese, and seasonings. Then 
add the well-beaten eggs. Put the vege- 
tables in a greased 114-qt. casserole, and 
pour the milk-and-cheese mixture over 
them. Set in a pan of warm water and 
bake about 75 min. in a moderate oven of 
325° F. or until the loaf is firm. Serves 6. 
To serve 2 make one-third this recipe, and 
bake in individual casseroles in a moder- 
ate oven of 325° F. until done—about 45 
to 50 min. Serve for dinner with a tossed 
salad of greens, cucumbers, scallions, to- 
mato sections, and flaked leftover fish, and 
toasted muffins.-fresh coconut cake, and 
coffee. 

Fish and Vegetable Casserole: Add 2 ce. 
of any cooked or canned fish, flaked, to 
Vegetable and Cheese Casserole. 


Broiled Kippered Herring 
(Testep BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
3 kippered herring 8 tbsp. melted butter, 
margarine, or oil 


Soak the herring in boiling water to 


* cover for 10 min.; drain. Arrange on a 
greased broiler rack, skin side down. 
Brush with the butter and broil for 2 min. 
in the broiler oven, which has been pre- 
heated for 10 min., broiling 1 min. on 
each side. Serves 6. To serve 2 make one- 
third this recipe. Serve for breakfast with 


orange juice, cornbread, and coffee. WITHIN YOUR BABY’S REACH! 
Whole-Wheat Griddle Cakes 


(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


—the bounty of Nature and the 
advantages of scientific prepara- 


y eee flour 1447o potted milic or 10{ ti fefood Cooked a loéed 

mee Pe pee Hie ha ce 

eben) granulated 8 tbsp. melted shorten- cookers. Double-strained. Packed : 3 oe 
sugar ing or salad oil ; in glistening glass jars! ae | 
Thoroughly combine the dry ingredi- They retain in high degree the post | 


ents. Combine the egg, milk, and short- natural food substances. Priced — 19 vanteriis: peas Bees 


ening, and add to the dry ingredients 5 s y 
gradually, stirring until smooth. Drop the for thrifty babies! Bee Poe come ce 


mixture from the tip of a spoon onto a i rots, Vegetable Soup, Blend- 


hot griddle which has been greased or not, | _ _ ; ed Cereal. 
according to manufacturer’s directions.| | 

Cook on one side, and when puffed and ms 

full of bubbles and cooked on the edges. 

turn and cook on the other side. Makes 11 


four-inch griddle cakes. Serve with syrup 
for breakfast, along with strawberries and A fe D es D 
cream and coffee. 


Scrambled Eggs with Bread Cubes 








(TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) ( Rs 172% 
1% ec. bread cubes ¥Y% tsp. salt : Non, Bureau ay Beech-Nut Packing Co. 
3 tbsp. butter or Sp-ck pepper <=  eupnetl S Canajoharie, New York 
margarine Y, e. bottled milk or se 
8 eggs 4 tbsp. evaporated 


milk and 4 tbsp. water 


Brown the bread cubes in the butter in 
a skillet. Beat the eggs, salt, pepper, and 
milk together, and turn into the skillet, 
constantly stirring and scraping from the 
bottom and sides of the skillet. Serves 6. 
To serve 2 or 3 make half this recive. Serve 
for breakfast with stewed prunes, melba 
toast, currant jelly, and cocoa. 


Salmon and Corn Stew 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


2 strips bacon, diced 1% ¢. canned whole- 
fine _ grain or cooked fresh 
1 peeled medium onion, corn 
sliced 2 ¢. flaked cooked or 
8 c. sliced pared canned salmon 
potatoes 2 ec. bottled milk or 1 ce. 
8 ¢. boiling water evaporated miJk and 
2 tsp. salt 1 c. water 





Sauté the bacon and the onion until the 
bacon is crisp. Add the potatoes and boil- 
ing water, and cook for 15 min. or until 
the potatoes are tender. Add the salt, corn, 
salmon, and milk, and heat thoroughly. 
Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 make half this 
recipe. Serve for lunch with baking-pow- 
der biscuits, honey, and a canned-pear 
salad. 


THE OLD QUESTION 
By Evantha Caldwell 


I'VE done the kitchen over 
To gratify my heart. 
I’ve made it very modern 
And colorful and smart. 





BLOCKED curtains show the neighbors 
The new sophistication 

And hint discreet adventure— 
Or its anticipation! 


OLD-FASHIONED, though, my kettle 
Still sings to teacups blue, 

Its quaint song mean:ng someone 
Is coming. Is it you? 





TO A LONG FRIENDSHIP 





TREASURE BOX 


complete with mirror-picture 


$100 


YOU to whom Old Spice Toiletries are new will 
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framing, is an added attraction —an Early American token to you 

...YOU who are already Old Spice devotees will be just as 

captivated, for the picturesque Treasure Box is an extraordinary 
value, generously stocked with your favorite Old Spice 


Toiletries ... Toilet Water—Talcum—Sachet—and Toilet Soap. 


*Trade Mark Applied for by SHULTON, INC., ROCKEFELLER CENTER, 630 FIFTH AVE.,N.Y. 
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Who Shall Say 
When We Shall Goto War? 


(Continued from page 25) 
fighting, and the dying, and the paying. 

But might it not be very dangerous to 
chance the delay involved in waiting for 
a referendum on the question of declar- 
ing war? 

The answer to that question gives what 
is surely the greatest advantage to be en- 
joyed through a war referendum. What 
is wrong with delay in determining to go 
to war? Delay ought to be considered the 
wisest course. Delay to permit better sur- 
vey of the causes inviting us to war. Delay 
to enable us to weigh, not only the chance 
of winning the war, but the chance of 
winning the causes for which we will al- 
legedly be spending our lives and re- 
sources. Delay which might let men find 
other ways of accomplishing desired ends 
without resort to the most wasteful and 
costly method. Delay that might by chance 
let hotheads cool. Delay that could be ex- 
pected to afford clearer vision as to 
whether the alleged causes in issue are 
the causes of more than a few—whose in- 
terests might be wholly selfish and in no 
wise related to the security and well being 
of those millions of citizens who must do 
the warring if war is finally the choice. 

The finest place for delay is in the busi- 
ness of starting into war. Could there have 
been more delay in 1917, combined with 
a requirement that the people be armed 
with the facts which seemed to call for 
war, we might well have been erecting 
magnificent monuments to “Delay” rather 
than to the dead who won no cause alleged 
responsible for our entry into Europe’s 
war. 

A Constitutional amendment to afford 
a war referendum would be the greatest 
victory for democracy since American in- 
dependence. 


* FLORENCE BREWER BOECKEL * 


“Rid of a King in name only”—that is 
what the framers of our Constitution said 
this country would be, if the war-making 
power were given to the President. Being 
determined to be thoroughly and com- 
pletely rid of kings, they broke all prece- 
dents and gave the war-making power to 
Congress. They then checked the war 
powers of Congress by saying that no 
money should be appropriated for the 
army for a longer term than two years, 
thus enabling the people to turn any mili- 
taristic group out of office at the next 
election. 

In spite of these precautions, there is 
today very little the people can do about 
a war except die in it and pay for it. Power 
over peace and war issues has slipped out 
of the hands of Congress and into the 
hands of the Chief Executive. Foreign af- 
fairs have become so complicated that any 
President, by policies which he can adopt 
without consulting Congress, can bring 
about a war situation. With the likelihood 
of an administration majority and with 
the control that in recent years the White 
House has wielded over Congress, there 
is small chance that a demand for a dec- 
laration of war will be refused. It is pos- 
sible, of course, that through propaganda 
a war vote could be obtained from the 
people themselves, but no administration 
could be as certain of dominating a ma- 
jority of the people as of obtaining the 
votes of a bare majority of Congress, 
which is all that is required to put the 
country in another World War. 

The great value of a referendum would 
be that, faced by the necessity of obtaining 
the consent of the people, any administra- 
tion would be bound to be more cautious 
about adopting policies or stirring up 


é 

enmities that might lead to a war crisis 
over an issue that the people would refuse 
to die for. The charge that diplomatic ef- 
forts would be interfered with by a refer- 
endum is unsound—unless threats of a 
war that our people might not be willing 
to fight are to be a part of our diplomacy. 
On the other hand, it is highly probable 
that other governments would be more 
than ever careful about committing any 
acts which would rouse the people of the 
United States to a point where they would 
go to war of their own free will and with 
the greater determination that free choice 
would mean. 

There is nothing alarmingly novel about 
the proposed amendment. The idea was 
introduced in Congress more than twenty 
years ago. It has been proposed in other 
countries. During the World War, Austra- 
lia twice held a referendum on conscrip- 
tion—and it was twice voted down. 

The peace movement is a part of the 
long struggle for democratic government, 
of the struggle of the people to gain con- 
trol of their own destinies. The time is now 
come when they must win control over 
war and peace or lose every right they 
have already won, for today a declaration 
of foreign war means a military dictator- 
ship at home. 

Peace organizations urging the passage 
of the war-referendum amendment sup- 
port it as a measure in line with the effort 
of the Constitution to protect our people 
against war and our form of government 
against a war-making power not demo- 
cratically controlled. 


* LOUIS L. LUDLOW * 


It is my contention, and the contention 
of others who think as I do, that the time 
has come when our Democracy should 
take over to itself the authority to decide 
by a referendum vote whether or not 
under any given set of circumstances our 
American boys shall be sent to distant 
parts of the globe to die in foreign wars. 
This capture of the war power by the 
people, to be exercised by the people, 
would be a strengthening rather than a 
weakening of our basic institutional de- 
mocracy which has made America out- 
standing in history as “a government of 
the people, by the people, and for the 
people.” 

Assumption of the war power by the 
people would not destroy or in any way 
impair the representative character of 
our Government. The argument so stren- 
uously urged by opponents of the war 
referendum that the transfer of the war- 
making power from Congress to the peo- 
ple would break down our representative 
form of government is utterly fallacious 
and ridiculous. It would simply mean that 
in respect to the greatest and most tragic 
of all issues the people comprising our 
great American Democracy have them- 
selves chosen to make the decision. 

We now have in this country a strange 
combination of democratic and autocratic 
control, with democracy stopping at the 
water’s edge. In its foreign relations our 
Government is not a democracy at all, 
but a pure autocracy. Our people can vote 
on the election of a constable or a dog- 
catcher or on the location of a pest house 
or waterworks, but on the great and tragic 
question of war, which rips up family ties, 
tears heartstrings asunder, and throws 
the lives of millions of our precious boys 
into the holocaust, the people are sin- 
gularly impotent, with no vote in the mat- 
ter at all. 

Surely this is an incongruous situation 
to exist in a democracy. If the principle of 
popular rule is to be vindicated in our 
national life, if it is to have any virility 
and effect whatsoever, it surely should 
apply in the great and tragic decisions, as 





Without aoistuce flowers fade... skin ages 


Your skin needs MOISTURE to look 
Smooth - Clear - Fresh 


Wi your skin looks smooth, 
clear and fresh it is rich in mois- 
ture. Let it become parched and dry, 
thenas a flower withers when deprived 
of dew and rain, the loveliest skin 
grows harsh—dull—looks older . . 
wrinkles come. 


Deep in your skin this vital beauty 
aid—moisture—is created. This pre- 
cious moisture helps to keep your 
complexion smooth, fresh and bloom- 
ing; but wind, sun, heat, and most im- 
portant of all, nerve-strain, tend to 





steal away this needed moisture. 
Day-by-day your skin dries a little 
more and more. At first you may 
not be aware of a change. Then you 
notice a tendency to flakiness. Your 
skin begins to look coarser, rougher 
—lines appear—suddenly you realize 
you are looking older. 


LUXURIA smooths while it cleanses 


You can hold that smooth, young, 
fresh look longer if you will bring 
needed moisture to your skin by 
cleansing and massaging with Luxuria 
every day. This pure cleansing and 
conditioning cream is rich in oils 
and it quickly charges parched skin 
with a beautifying moisture. Almost 
at once your skin becomes softer and 
smoother—flakiness melts—tired 
lines fade. Like the petals of a flower 
refreshed by rain, your skin seems 
to bloom—to glow with youthful 
freshness—you look years younger. 


LUXURIA $1.00, $2.25, $3.50 


HARRIET HUBBARD AYER Preparations, 
long famous for purity and quality, may be 
obtained at the better stores everywhere. 


NEW YORK « MONTREAL = PARIS + LONDON 
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This Summer, a 3-Day 
“Hotel Way” Tour of the 
Park for only... . $42.50 


@ Think of it—this low cost includes 
accommodations and meals at luxuri- 
ous hotels and motor transportation 
from and to the famous Cody and 
Gardiner gateways. (Slight extra 
charge through the new Red Lodge 
gateway.) The lodge-way tour costs 
even less— $40.50. 


The round trip rail fare, too, is 
amazingly low. And the Burlington 
offers an added treat—an 80-mile 
motor trip over the famous CodyRoad, 
through the Absaroka Mountains — 
at no additional cost. 


Choice of 3 Routes to the Park 


For shortest route and fastest time, 
tide the NORTH COAST LIMITED 
direct to Gardiner and Cody gateways. 
The ADVENTURELAND glides along 
the Black Hills through the dude ranch 
country of the Big Horn Mountains. 
Or, the DENVER ZEPHYR whisks you 
to cool Colorado overnight. Sight- 
see in and around mile-high Denver 
and arrive at the Cody gateway of 
Yellowstone the next noon. Go 
one route—return another. All three 
trains are completely air-conditioned. 
Your Burlington ticket readily can be 
extended to include Glacier National 
Park for only a few dollars more. 


Travel independently or join 
a Burlington Escorted Tour with 
everything arranged in advance, 
relieving you of every travel detail. 
Either way, Burlington gives you the 
greatest travel value. Mail coupon for 
illustrated booklet and information. 


GOING TO SAN FRANCISCO WORLD'S FAIR? 


Magic Yellowstone easily can be included in 
your trip in either direc- 
tion. Economically, too. 


fa, We 2 
ia Lephayrs 











Burlington Travel Bureau 
Room 1613, 547 W. Jackson Blvd. 
Chicago, III. 

Send me your free illustrated booklets, 
rates and information about Yellowstone 
Vacations. 

INEM GS Seo eg See Sen ares 


0) Check here for special information about 
All-expense Escorted Tours 
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well as in the minor and inconsequential 
things of life. 

Under the existing war mechanism, war 
is declared by a little coterie in Washing- 
ton which is singularly overlorded and 
impressed and more or less dominated by 
one other individual—that other indi- 
vidual being whoever may happen at 
any given time to be the President of the 
United States. Members of Congress usu- 
ally are elected on hundreds of different 
local issues having no reference whatever 
to war, so it can be seen that Congress 
has no standing war mandate from the 
people and never directly reflects popular 
will in international relations unless it 
just happens so. 

After the members of Congress are 
elected they are subject to a .thousand 
different kinds of influences and pres- 
sures that could not possibly be brought 
to bear on the nation as a whole to force a 
declaration of war. The Congress is com- 


.| posed of 531 members, but war today may 


actually be déclared by 267 individuals, 
comprising a bare majority of House and 
Senate, and every one of those individ- 
uals is immune from military service. In 
the present Congress, the 76th, only five 
members are women, which shows how 
pathetically impotent is the opportunity 
to give expression to whatever may 
woman’s viewpoint on any particular war 
proposal. At the present time the women 
of America are out of the war picture, ex- 
cept for the privilege vouchsafed them 
of doing an awful lot of the suffering when 
war comes. And why should women not 
have a vote on declarations of war? 
Women go down into the valley of the 
shadow of death to bring our boys into 
the world. Why should they not have 
something to say as to whether their flesh 
and blood shall be hurled into the hell 
of a foreign conflict? 


Ne should the war power be trans- 
ferred to the people? My answer is 
simply this: Because the antidote for war 
is democracy. Woodrow Wilson, scholar 
and thinker, spoke as with the voice of in- 
spiration when he said that he had known 
of governments making war on govern- 
ments, but never had he known of “peo- 
ples making war on peoples.” When the 
war power ceases to be centralized and 
becomes democratized, when those who 
have to do the dying and the suffering and 
to bear the unspeakable burdens and 
griefs of war comprise the jury that is to 
decide this question, we shall begin to see 
the end of wars. 

The proposed referendum on foreign 
wars would not interfere in any way with 
national defense. It would simply recon- 
struct the war mechanism so that in the 
case of a foreign war the trigger that 
starts hostilities will be pulled by the 
people of America and not by a little group 
subject to all the heat and pressures that 
opportunism can invent and special in- 
terests can bring to bear. Many advocates 
of the war referendum believe, as I do, 
that a combination of adequate national 
defense and a Constitutional referendum 
on foreign wars is the very best formula 
to keep America out of war that human 
ingenuity could devise. 

My proposed Constitutional amendment 
would save America from being pushed 
into war by unseen forces. If it becomes 
a law, the cards will be laid before the 
American people and they will make the 
decision when a war situation develops 
which suggests our participation in a for- 
eign war—which is as it should be. Every 
citizen of the United States, of both sexes, 
will have a right to vote on war if this 
amendment is adopted. Three times the 
Gallup poll has found three-fourths of 
the people of America to be for my pro- 
posal, Standing with me are 188 members 





see page 6 





The cheery cup 





eee That’s BOVEIL? 


Biustery March winds bite right through 
the scant clothing decreed by modern 
fashicn. But with a steaming-hot cup of 
Bovrit adding warmth within—and a 
glow to your cheeks! — you are well forti- 
fied to brave cold, rain or drizzle. 

Furthermore, this famously pure, 
potent, stimulating “beverage beefsteak” 
offers quick “pick-up” to combat the feel- 
ing of fatigue. Finally, hot Bovrit is one 
of the tastiest food-drinks you’ve ever en- 
joyed! Appetite-satisfying, yet low in 
weight-inducing elements, it is often used 
as a “slimming” substitute for heavier 
items of diet. 

Bovrit’s irresistible flavor is due to its 
scientific and immaculately clean manu- 
facture. (20 to 30 pounds of prime, lean 
beef are required to make one pound of 
the extract used in Bovrit concentrate.) 
It is wholesome, appetizing, nutritious— 
good for everybody. Children love it—at 
or between meals. At food or drug stores, 
in jars for home use. 


AT FOUNTAINS—1i0c A CUP—HOT 
For cooking — Add BOVRIL to soups, 
stews, gravies, hash, meat cakes—make 
them twice as tasty; stimulate jaded 


appetites. Recipe folder free. BOVRIL 
OF AMERICA, Inc., Camden, N, J. 


BOVRIL 


“BEVERAGE BEEFSTEAK” 





a) 





ALSO BOVRIL BEEF BOUILLON CUBES 
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of the national Congress, representing 
over 60,000,000 people, who voted in Jan- 
uary, 1938, to bring my resolution before 
the House for action. We throw the torch 
to you. If you who read this want to be a 
part of the national jury to decide when 
our young manhood is to be sacrificed in 
future foreign wars, I implore you to fall 
in line and support the great body of rep- 
resentatives of the people who have joined 
forces back of my resolution in this su- 
preme fight for humanity. 

The House Peace Amendment resolu- 
tion sponsored by Congressman Ludlow 
is known as House Bill No. 89. 


* ROSE WILDER LANE * 


We elected Mr. Wilson because he “kept 
us out of war.” For two years we had 
watched that mad horror; we knew that 
the nations were fighting for empire and 
trade, that the peoples of the world were 
killing and dying for no cause that was 
ours, that America alone guarded free- 
dom and peace. We voted for freedom and 
peace. In November. In April we were in 
the war. 

Now we know that, even while we were 
voting—without our knowledge, without 
the knowledge of our Congress—our lives 
and fortunes had been committed to war 
unless the Allies were able to win without 
us. 
So for two years our country was sur- 
rendered to conscription, to suppression 
of free speech and free assembly, to propa- 
ganda and insane passions, to waste of 
labor and loss of lives. For twenty years 
our children have suffered war’s in- 
evitable results: disillusion, cynicism, 
folly, poverty, disorder, crime, crazy spec- 
ulation collapsing into hunger and de- 
spair, and a crushing burden of debts and 
taxes. 

For the world, we made possible the 
Peace of Versailles. We delivered other 
peoples to Communism, Fascism, Nazism, 
to starvation, massacre, deportation, utter 
loss of freedom and all humane values. 
Millions are homeless today, millions live 
in an unrelenting torture of fear, millions 
watch their babies grow into twisted mon- 
strosities for lack of food to build good 
bones, because Mr. Wilson did not keep 
us out of war. 

Shall this happen again? 

Dare we leave in the hands of any man, 
or group of men, the uncurbed power to 
plunge our country again into a foreign 
war without our consent? 

Do our representatives dare risk leaving 
their Congress subject to entanglements 
unknown to them and to us, and beyond 
their control or ours? 

We Americans, mothers and fathers, 
hold a sacred heritage for our children. 
Ours is the only country founded on the 
religious principle of individual responsi- 
bility. We are still struggling to create 
a wholly humane society based on human 
rights. Here, and not elsewhere, is the 
hope of the world. Here in America is 
the civilization that must be saved. To 
save it, we must have peace. 

It is our duty, as citizens, to decide for 
peace or war. The right to bear arms, writ- 
ten in our Constitution, was the citizen’s 
guaranty of his peace. The people’s pro- 
tection was then the citizens’ militia, 
which always furiously defended this 
land, and often refused to fight for other 
purposes. We have created a great, com- 
plex society, in which the citizen’s choice 
of peace or war is lost. We must regain it. 

By every sacred principle that makes 
each of us responsible for our children and 
our civilization, we must regain the lost 

right to refuse to be herded to war. Our 
children must have again the lost power 
of veto, when again a few harassed, be- 
wildered men are deliberating whether 
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THE LITTLE BLACK SHOES 
FOR THE LITTLE BLACK DRESS 


BY 


AR STEP 





MOST STYLES 
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@ Every woman has a little black dress— 
and Air Step has the little black shoes that 
dress it up or tailor it down for any occasion. 


Air Step has something else you won’t 
find in any other high-style shoe—or even 
a “comfort” shoe. It’s the Magic Sole. A 
patented aerolastic cushion with thousands 
of tiny air cells that absorbs shock, spares 
your nerves and keeps you “‘fresh at five.” 


If you want real style, with a dividend 
of comfort, visit your Air Step store. Or 
write Brown Shoe Company, St. Louis. 
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WHICH ONE OF FLEXEES 
yf Oe A 
SPELLS 


NY Age. or Debu- 
. .. there’s a Flexees cre- 

ay to aes. 
than ever pales 





. more perfectly 
to mold you 
to the new, divinely feminine 
form of modern fashion. Be sure 
to be fitted to this new Flexees! 
It's waiting to make you lovely 


. . how, at your favorite store. 


Combinations $5 to $15 
Girdles $3.50 to $10 
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America shall go into a foreign war for 
a cause that is not our own. 

We know what the last war cost, in 
prosperity, in happiness, in lives. We paid 
for it, our children are paying for it today, 
their children must go on paying for it. 
This is the wrong that we did them, in not 
protecting peace. Shall we leave them as 
helpless as we were, to be driven once 
more into a foreign war, without their 
consent? The answer is no. We must have 
the Peace Amendment. 


Readers of Goop HOUSEKEEPING who are 
convinced that the Peace Amendment 
should be passed by Congress and sub- 
mitted to the States for ratification are 
urged to write to their Senators and Con- 
gressman to that effect. 


The Right Knife 


(Continued from page 135) 
used for just that—turning pancakes, eggs, 
meat cakes, bananas, and foods that are 
cooking in a skillet or on a griddle. Just 
the tool for lifting rolled cookies from 
board to baking sheet and for removing 
them from the sheet when baked. 


Other Cutlery. Include in your cutlery 
a two-tined fork large enough to give you 
a good grip in lifting a roast out of the 
pan and to hold firmly foods you are 
slicing. For carving, however—which is 
cutting toward you—always use a real 
carving fork with a protecting finger 
guard. For testing the doneness of veg- 
etables and other foods that are cooking, 
add a smaller kitchen fork. 

And don’t overlook our good friend, the 
kitchen shears which snip off carrot, beet, 
and celery tops, clip the cord used in truss- 
ing poultry, trim the pastry of pies. 
Kitchen shears are strong enough to cut 
off the wing tips of poultry and the ends 
of rib chops that are unwieldy on the 
broiler rack. The tool of a hundred uses, 
we Say. 


Special Knives. Shopping for cutlery 
brings to your attention all kinds of 
special knives, but any you buy should 
earn its way in your kitchen. Some very 
useful ones are the small knives with 
serrated edges for cutting such foods as 
tomatoes, cucumbers, and lemons in the 
thinnest of even slices; the very short- 
bladed knives designed just for paring, 
with handles a bit longer than the average 
to give a comfortable grip; and the large, 
sturdy, straight-edged butcher knives 
with points that will stand up under 
pretty hard treatment—knives for getting 
through the hard shell of winter squash 
and pumpkin, or cutting larger vegeta- 
bles like eggplant or turnips into slices or 
cubes before cooking. 


What About Stainless Steel? Stainless 
steel or not, you ask? You know that the 
virtue of stainless steel is that it does 
away with scouring. We want you to know 
that any knife labeled “stainless” which 
the Institute has approved has been tested 


| by placing on sections of the blade ten 


selected foods known to stain any steel 


| that is not definitely stainless. After six- 


teen hours it is washed with soapy water 
and examined. If either staining or pitting 
occurs from any of the foods, the knife is 
not approved as “stainless.” 

Prices of knives are influenced by the 
quality of the steel in them, the nature 
and type of handles, and the way in which 
handles and blades are put together. The 
steel in more expensive knives is a better 
grade, carefully hardened and tempered 
to retain a good cutting edge. 

(Continued on page 171) 
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that kissing, on the lips, as a 
sign of affection, did not begin 
until after Cleopatra’s time. 
She died i in 30 B. C. and the custom seems to 
have been established well after her day. 

Cleopatra had one other misfortune, too. 
She used skin lotions, but did not have 
the famous Skin Softener — Italian Balm. 

Here is a scientifically made skin-softening 
beauty aid that will help to keep your skin 
smoother and softer—fresher-feeling, more 
kissable and thrilling to the touch. 

In Italian Balm you get the costliest in- 
gredients used in any of the largest selling 
lotions — yet the cost to use Italian Balm is 
negligible. Try it FREE. Send coupon below. 


Italian Bali 


BERR RR ERCP 
CAMPANA SALES COMPANY 
582 Lincolnway, Batavia, Llinois 
Gentlemen: I have never tried Italian 
Balm. Please send me VANITY Bottle 
FREE and postpaid. 


Name 
A ddress 


City__ State. 
In Canada, Campana, Ltd., GH582 Caledonia Road, Toronto 


4 

What About Handles? A knife with a 
good blade is still not a good knife unless 
the handle is well designed, made of a 
suitable material, and securely attached. 
You yourself can judge whether or not a 
handle is comfortable and of a size that 
fits your hand. But durability and suit- 
ability of materials of which handles are 
made are qualities that are not so visible. 
For instance, on the store counter black 
hard rubber and black plastic look much 
the same, and it’s often hard to distin- 
guish between the different woods that 
are used for knife handles. And who can 
tell by looking at a knife whether the riv- 
eting job is a good one? 

Our tests settle these difficult questions 
of material, construction, and durability 
for you. We can say that knives approved 
by Good Housekeeping Institute do have 
handles of materials that are suitable and 
satisfactory and that they are attached 
to the blades in.a way that will stand 
daily kitchen use. Then you can choose 
what appeals to you—wood, hard rubber, 
or one of the gay-colored plastics. 


Take Care of Your Cutlery. Good cut- 
lery, carefully selected, deserves care, not 
abuse. A jumbled collection of knives 
knocking around in a crowded drawer 
may easily tell its tale in nicked blades 
and bent points. Why not an approved 
knife rack, or even two of them, if you 
have enough knives? Have an approved 
sharpener handy so that blades will 
always be sharp and tempers unruffled. 

Don’t leave cutlery standing in water. 
To clean, wash the blades thoroughly, and 
then the handles; rinse and dry imme- 
diately. Unless the blades are stainless, 
they will need some scouring—a Cinder- 
ella task that will make you yearn for 
stainless steel. Then, before putting in 
their appointed places, sharpen those that 
need it with an approved knife sharp- 
ener, and all your knives will be ready the 
instant you want them again. If yours is 
a family that raids the kitchen for a mid- 
night snack, train them not to leave cut- 
lery unwashed or soaking in water till 
morning. 

And finally, don’t—for goodness sake, 
don’t!—let anyone carry your good knives 
away from the kitchen to pry open paint 
cans or hack off stubborn twigs in the 
garden. 


The Prevention of Deafness 


in Children 


(Continued from page 150) 


Usually an ear heals better if the doctor 
has had a chance to open the drum sur- 
gically than if it discharges spontaneously. 

How can we avoid for our children the 
ear troubles which might result in deaf- 
ness? Here are a few suggestions: 

1. Keep the child’s health up to the 
highest standard. This means that at all 
times he should have simple, good food 
with cod-liver oil or vitamin concentrates 
when needed; long hours for play out-of- 
doors in the sunshine; plenty of sleep at 
night; and a school program which does 
not push him beyond his powers. 

2. Immunize the child against diphthe- 
ria and against any other disease, accord- 
ing to your doctor’s advice; vaccinate him 
against smallpox; and prevent his com- 
ing in contact with anyone who has a 
cold, cough, or illness. Especially avoid 
crowds during epidemics. 

3. Dress him so that he is comfortably 
warm at all times but so that he does not 
perspire unless he exercises. 

4. Keep the room temperature at 68° 
to 70° F. during the day and not below 
50° F. at night. Prevent cold drafts from 

















_ Repeat the fragrance of Evening 


in Paris in your Face Powder, 
$1.10... New colors in Evening 
in Paris Rouge, 55c, Lipstick, 





BO 


-s5cand $1.00 and new Nail Pol- 
ish at 25c, afford smart possi - 
bilities in harmonized make-up. 


URJOI 










A tablespoonful of Evening in 
_ Paris Bubbling Bath Essence in 
your bath leaves your skin ten- 
derly perfumed, $1.00. Follow 
with fluffy Evening in Paris 
Bath Powder, $1.10, or Evening | 
in Paris Talcum Powder, 55c. 










Finally, touch Evening in Paris 
Perfume, “the fragrance of ro- 
mance,” to your lips, hair and ear 
lobes. Purse flacon, 55c, othet 
sizes $1.10 to $10.00... Evening 
in Paris Eau de Cologne is dainty 
and refreshing, 40c to $2.00. 
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Please Uccept 


THIS LOVELY 


CHARM BRACELET 


ANTIQUE GOLD COLOR 





WITH A CHARM OF A 


BLARNEY 
STONE 


NOW FOR THE FIRST TIME— 
DIRECT FROM THE GROUNDS 
OF BLARNEY CASTLE, IRELAND 


#2 only DY 


with the Green Label from a can of 


BA THE AMAZING 
B-O GREASE -DISSOLVING 
CLEANER 

ACT NOW !— Supply of Stone Limited ! 
Everyone who ever longed to kiss the famous 
Blarney Stone will want this lovely bracelet. 
It bears four charms: A miniature of Blar- 
ney Castle; a four-leaf clover; a shamrock, 
and a piece of the stone as described above. 

On the shamrock is inscribed, ‘‘Guaran- 
teed genuine stone from the original Blarney 
Castle grounds, Ireland.’’ Sworn records trace 
this unique stone to your bracelet! 

We make this offer solely to reward the 
two million Bab-O users and to win new 
friends to this amazing cleaner. Bab-O dis- 
solves the grease that causes 90% of scouring 
and scrubbing; makes cleaning easy and fast! 








To get your bracelet, simply do this: 


Tear out this ad. Print your name and address 
on the margin of this page. Mail, with 1 Bab-O 
label and 25¢ (35¢ if you live in Canada), to 
B. T. BABBITT, INC., DEPT. 75-G, 386 Fourth 
Avenue, New York, N. Y. But...don’t risk 
delay! Supply of stone is limited. So send NOW. 







TUNE IN 
“DAVID HARUM’ 
11-11:15 A. M., E.S.T. Monday 
thru Friday, NBC Red Network 
WOR 3:45 P. M. 





RY SURAT Te 


Cleaner 


/ 
Good Hou 


EVERY product guaranteed 





blowing directly upon him, especially 
when he is overheated. 

5. Put nothing into the ear canal when 
you clean the ears. Remove wax, if you 
see it, with a bit of clean cotton. 

6. Teach your child to blow the nose 
carefully. Ear specialists advise that the 
child bend the head forward, allow fluid 
to drain, and then blow the nose gently, 
keeping one or both nostrils open. Dis- 
courage snuffling. 

7. Keep the nose and throat in a healthy 
condition. Obstructive adenoids and in- 
fected tonsils are a source of danger. A 
child who is susceptible to ear trouble 
should not swim much under water, or 
in pools during the winter, and should 
avoid sudden exposure to cold air. Keep 
him from taking cold by all the means 
which your doctor suggests. This is per- 
haps the most important contribution you 
can make toward the prevention of ear 
troubles. 


LS may be organizations in your 
city comparable to the New York 
League for the Hard of Hearing. Find out 
about them. They need your cooperation. 
There should be in every community a 
program with responsible medical super- 
vision to detect hearing handicaps. It is 
suggested that the children who are found 
to have a loss of hearing have frequent 
tests to find the degree of hearing loss and 
to establish whether the condition is cur- 
able, stationary, or progressive. 

After determining this, proper treatment 
should be given. Often the child will 
need a special seat in school where he 
can hear. Children with marked hearing 
loss may require special handling in 
school—perhaps separate classes, mechan- 
ical or hearing aids, or the teaching of 
lip reading. 

Further information regarding the work 
which is being done for the child who has 
a loss of hearing may be obtained from 
the American Society for the Hard of 
Hearing, National Headquarters, 1537 35th 
Street, N. W., Washington, D. C. This 
organization serves as a national infor- 
mation center on all problems related to 
the hard of hearing. It has three objec- 
tives: the detection of ear trouble in 
children, the conservation of hearing, and 
the rehabilitation of individuals who are 
hard of hearing, to prepare them to take 
their place in society. 


EXPECTING A BABY? 


DR. KENYON has written eight letters to 
expectant mothers. Would you like them 
sent to you, one each month, in a plain 
envelope? Then tell us the date you expect 
your baby, send us fifty sents in stamps, 
and ask for "Series |. For the Mother-to-Be 
and the Baby-to-Come."’ BABY'S FIRST 
YEAR is his most important. Dr. Kenyon's 
second series of eight letters will help you 
and him through this period. For fifty cents 
in stamps Series II will be sent complete, 
including a pattern for a cap to keep 
flaring ears flat while the cartilage is soft. 
Or send ten cents in stamps for the earcap 
pattern only. PRINT your name and ad- 
dress plainly, enclose your stamps; address 
Health and Happiness Club, Good House- 
keeping, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 


NEW AND HELPFUL 


Dr. Kenyon's letter answering all the 
questions which arise as a girl grows to 
womanhood. For your copy send I0c and a 
stamped, addressed envelope to The Health 
and Happiness Club, Good Housekeeping, 
57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C.; ask for the 
"Letter to the Mothers of Adolescent Girls" 
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Ganeing big 


and STRONG! 


HOUSANDS of children have 

grown strong and robust thanks to 
Horlick’s—the enticing drink that most 
children love—and that gives their ac- 
tive, growing bodies the nourishment 
from full-cream milk, extracted nutri- 
ments of wheat and malted barley, min- 
erals good for teeth and bones, proteins 
and natural vitamins. 


Insist on Horlick’s because Horlick’s 
is made to strict laboratory standards 
of purity. Not a mechanical mixture, 
but cooked in vacuum at low tempera- 
tures. Plain or chocolate flavored. Also 
in delicious, wholesome tablets that 
children love to eat like candy. 


HORLICK’S 
the Otiginal Malted Milk 





b, HAIR. WAVES 
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Don’t let dull-looking waves make 
you unhappy another minute 


Do you get permanents so frizzy and wiry, they 
make you want to cry? Most girls blame the hair- 
dresser. But the smart girls don’t. The clever, 
fashionable woman today knows that the proper 
care at home BEFORE a permanent is one secret 
of a soft, natural wave that lasts longer and looks 
lovelier. You can use their easy method yourself. 
First, brush every strand of your hair briskly every 
night. Then apply the utterly different shampoo 

. Admiracion Oi] Shampoo once a week several 
weeks before you get a permanent. 

A single application and dirt, perspiration and 
dust are thoroughly washed away. The dulling 
film that mars otherwise naturally pretty hair goes. 
The hidden sparkle in your hair is yours with hard- 
ly any effort. Money back if Admiracion Shampoo 
isn’t the perfect short-cut to a lovely, easily man- 
aged coiffure. Admiracion Labs., Harrison, N. J. 


a yf 
VIN 
| DODSON BIRD HOUSES, $2 to $200— 
favorites of birds and bird lovers. 
Folder Free. 32-p. bkt. "BIRD 
Friends and How to Win Them,” 
10c (reg. price 25c). Write today. 


JOS. H. DODSON CO. 2° Harrison ave. 


Jt mths 






‘Your Mending Basket 


(Continued from page 141) 

clever person invented a “gripper” fast- 
ener which is being used on men’s shorts. 
They are placed on the garment in such 
a way that they will not tear out and will 
not crush in ironing. We washed and 
ironed 25 times every brand using this 
gripper, and we found that these shorts 
keep their fit and color. 


Let’s Talk About Socks. First of all, see 
to it that the men in your family wear the 
proper size. Here is a chart given us by 
one sock manufacturer: 


SHOES SOCKS 
7-8 1042 
814-9 gl 
9%-10 114% 
10%-11 12 
11%)-12 13 


If socks are too small, holes soon come 
in the toe; if too large, they slide on the 
heel, wearing holes there. One of the fin- 
ishing operations in the manufacture of 
socks is “boarding,” which means that the 
sock is slipped over a steam-filled form 
to smooth it out. Cheap-grade socks are 
stretched in this process to larger sizes, 
so that after the first washing they go back 
to their original size. A good-quality sock 
is not stretched in this process, of course, 
and is the kind to buy. 


A Choice In Socks. Wool, cotton, rayon, 
and silk are all used in socks. Wool socks 
and mixtures of wool with other fibers are 
popular. A lisle (cotton) -lined wool sock, 
which wears well, is particularly suitable 
for the man whose skin is sensitive to wool. 
Heavy wool is not necessarily the warmest 
or longest wearing; worsted wool socks 
are fine and lightweight, but wear well 
and are warm. 


Laundering Socks. A slight bleeding of 
dye during the first one or two washings 
may sometimes occur, and should not be 
taken as an indication that the dyes are 
not fast. Until you are sure a sock is fast 
color, wash dark colors separately. 

Careful washing is important for wool 
socks. Squeeze them through mild, luke- 
warm suds, and rinse well. To make sure 
the socks keep their size, slip them over 
one of the wooden or wire drying forms. 
You may buy these in sock departments 
of stores, and of course socks of any kind 
can be dried on them. 


Socks With Their Own Garters. We’ve 
been having the men in our wearing squad 
wear socks with garters knitted into the 
sock. From our work on these, we’ve found 
several interesting things. It takes an in- 
telligent manufacturer to make socks with 
built-in garters the proper length. If socks 
are too long, they roll down and are un- 
comfortable and untidy. We found that the 
garter wears as long as the sock itself. The 
anklet-type sock with the built-in garter 
is popular, and here there is no problem 
of rolling down. Another type of garter is 
fastened to the sock in the front and slips 
up over the calf in the back. 


A Stitch In Time. Even the best of mer- 
chandise occasionally requires overhaul- 
ing. Your husband’s washables will, after 
months of service, need some of your best 
needlework, but do beware of washables 
that keep you annoyed with constant re- 
pair. Follow dependable trade-marks, and 
easily recognized marks of certification. 
Be certain to buy the right size, and use 
good laundering methods. You will soon 
find that your mending basket is seldom 
a stopover between laundry and bureau 
drawer. 
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Fl. love of her family, her deep sympathy in time of grief, and her touching 
concern for those less fortunate have made her name a local legend. The services 


and casket chosen reflected beautifully the spirit and meaning of her life.” 


“Her family was her 
whole world 


+. and how fittingly the services ex- 
pressed her long life of devotion’’ 


HE LAST tribute to your loved one is a 

memory that will always remain with you. 
How important, then, to plan a ceremony that 
will be truly appropriate to the personality of 
the deceased. An able funeral director and his 
staff can make it so. 


The choice of the right casket is of prime 
importance. That is why National Caskets are 
made in the widest variety of artistic and 
colorful designs—both in long-lived hardwoods 
and in time-enduring metals. 

National Caskets are famous for the pains- 
taking care that goes into every seen and un- 
seen detail—from the selection of materials 
to the finishing touch. Because of this, it is 
possible to give a “Purchaser’s Warranty” with 
a National Casket. Yet National Caskets cost 
no more. Whatever your circumstances, there 


NATIONAL & 


is a National Casket within your means. 


So that funeral arrangements may be 
made intelligently, we offer three sugges- 
tions: (1) select a reliable funeral direc- 
tor well in advance of need; (2) write to 
Dept. 3-5, 60 Massachusetts Ave., Boston, 
Mass., for the free booklet, “What to Do,” 
an authoritative, impartial discussion of fu- 
neral services, costs and caskets; (3) re- 
member that the National Trademark on a’ 
casket is an assurance of quality and value. 
Added comfort may be gained from the— 


““PURCHASER’S WARRANTY” 
This is a pledge of high- 


grade materials and work- 
manship offered you by the 
National Casket Company 
and cosigned by your funer- 
al director, Leading funeral 
directors take pride in giv- 
ing it to their customers. 





askets 


MADE BY NATIONAL CASKET COMPANY, INC. 
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HYSICIANS are agreed that the value of rest in the treatment of disease 
cannot be overemphasized. It is the necessary preliminary to repair and 
growth. Overstimulated organs, overstimulated brains, respond best to treat- 


ment when the body is relaxed. 


In our accelerated business life rest is seriously neglected. We keep going 
until something breaks. It has seemed fitting, therefore, to give a little space 
this month to Nature’s simplest and, perhaps, most efficient remedy for the 


tired businessman or woman. 


—DR. WALTER H. EDDY, Director of Good Housekeeping Burea 


HE memoirs of Sir Henry Lucy 
tell about a certain unnamed 
London dowager who was the 
envy and admiration of her 
friends because of her apparently 
boundless vitality. Her ability to 
take a prominent and vigorous part in 
many activities without giving any in- 
dication of fatigue was a great mystery 
to others in her circle, who despairingly 
confessed that they could not begin to 
match her prodigal expenditures of 
energy. 

In time, he wrote, the mystery was 
explained. It was learned that this 
woman had long been in the habit of 
remaining in bed for a full twenty-four 
hours once every week, resting in a 
darkened room shuttered from noise. 

“Here,” Sir Henry added, “she re- 
newed her youth like the eagle.” 

Many another person has found this 
same secret and has used this knowledge 
to excellent advantage in the grim com- 
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petitive struggle of today. Too many, 
however, have not yet learned it. As a 
result they are driving themselves mer- 
cilessly, and contributing to the tragic 
harvest of prematurely shattered health 
and early death. 

Look at the vital-statistics records of 
any state or of the United States as a 
whole. Compare the leading causes of 
death a few decades ago and those of 
last year. In the early part of the cen- 
tury, you will find, the infectious disease 
—diseases like influenza, pneumonia, 
tuberculosis, diphtheria, and typhoid— 
largely dominated the health picture. 
Now most of them have been relegated 
to a relatively minor position. Their 
places have been taken by the so-called 
degenerative diseases, such as nephritis, 
hypertension or high blood pressure, 
various conditions brought on by over- 
worked and underrested hearts, diabetes, 
etc. You will find that, as Dr. Roy W. 
Scott, of Western Reserve University, 


Photograph from Ewing Galloway 


pointed out some time ago, “mankind’s 
bacterial foes have been almost whipped, 
but disturbances of the heart and arterial 
system have become the most perplexing 
problem in the medical world.” And 
those are among the diseases that flour- 
ish in a high-pressure civilization. That ~ 
is why the remarkable success attained 
within the past few decades in the con- 
quest of certain forms of illness has been — 
largely counteracted by the increase in 
the prevalence and deadliness of other 
diseases of the kind just mentioned. 

At the moment I have access only to 
the vital-statistics records of the state 
of Alabama, but the story the Alabama 
figures tell is the story of the trend of 
disease and death in all America. And 
here is the brief but significant story of 
the rise in the deadliness of the degen- 
erative diseases in Alabama: : 

The Alabama death rate for heart 
disease increased more than 100 percent 
between 1920 and 1936. During the same 
period there were less striking but 
nevertheless alarming increases in the 


‘death rates for high blood pressure, 


arteriosclerosis (hardening of the ar- 
teries), and other diseases that are the 
direct result, or at least by-products, of 
high-pressure living. Of more striking 
significance is the fact that, of the dis- 
eases ranking in first, second, third, and 
fourth places as causes of death, three 
belonged to this group. Incidentally, 
these three were responsible for more 
than 27 percent of all deaths occurring 
in the state in 1936. 

Although admittedly additional rest 
cannot properly (Continued on page 178) 
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E WASHINGTON people 
teach our children a 
health habit we call the “Apple 
| Hour.” It works like this — 
f When the youngsters bounce 
in for Good Night kisses we 
have ready a big bowl of 
Winesaps, Yellow Newtons or 
Delicious. Big folks and little 
all reach for at least one ap- 
ple. We eat them slowly. 
What does it do for us? Nu- 
tritionists have listed above 
some of the ways it helps our 
bodies. 
They tell us the Apple Hour 
gives us additional supplies 


The Washington grown Wine- 

sap, Delicious and Yellow 

Newtown are shown here in 

natural color photographs. 

“Your grocer is featuring these 

crisp and juicy Washington 
_ State Apples right now 












x 


of vitamin C and vitamin A. 
And extra help in ridding the 
digestive tract of germs. * 

The Apple Hour increases 
the amount of protective food 
in our diet. Helps keep the 
blood normally alkaline. Helps 
us utilize food-minerals like 
calcium and iron. 

Why don’t you start a bed- 
time Apple Hour in your fam- 
ily right now? Make it every 
night regularly. We think you 
will find it pays. For free 
instructive booklet, write to 
Washington State Apple Com- 
mission, Yakima, Washington. 


WASHINGTON STATE APPLES 
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LEAVE IT TO REVERE TO DO SOMETHING 


REVERE 
WARE 


Something’s happened in the American 
kitchen. And the very company that 
Paul Revere founded back in 1801 has 
made it happen. 

Stainless steel and copper have been 
brought together to give you utensils that 
defy time, heat and stain. 

And here’s why we think these are by 
all odds the finest and most beautiful 
cooking utensils you could own: 

For eternal beauty, we took stainless 
steel—a metal that gleams like precious 
silver and yet resists the attacks of time 
and use. 

Then, to give it the greatest possible 





degree of cooking efficiency, we clad the 
bottom with copper—the finest cooking 
material known to man—copper, the 
most uniform distributor of heat. No hot 
spots. Less tendency for foods to stick. 
Your fire can’t burn it through. Its bot- 
tom is flat and will fit forever snugly on 
your gas or electric stove. 

Here, indeed, is everlasting beauty and 
wear, in a whole range of glistening uten- 
sils, from small saucepans and skillets to 
great stewpots and kettles. 

All are made with rounded corners in- 
side, with new cool bakelite pistol-grip 
handles that can’t slip or twist. All 


(Patent Pending) 
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Styled by W’, Archibald Welden 


metal parts are welded—no rivets to 
loosen or leak. 

To cook your meals better. To make 
your kitchen a more beautiful “‘work- 
shop.” To cut down on housekeeping 
time. To proffer as gifts. To hand down 
to your children as highly prized heir- 
looms. 

See this Revere Ware soon at progres- 
sive stores from coast to coast; you will 
agree, we feel sure, that it is truly revolu- 
tionary, that it has been wrought for 
distinguished service, 


REVERE COPPER & BRASS INC. 
Rome Manufacturing Division 
ROME, NEW YORK 
Dear Sirs: I wish to know more about the 
exquisite beauty, extreme efficiency and wear- 
ing quality of new Revere Ware. Please send 


me, free and without obligation, fully illus- 
trated booklet. 


Name 
Street and No. 


City and State 
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uddenly it is spring, and your wed- 
ding looms large on the horizon. It 

is high time seriously to consider 
your plans and assemble your trous- 
seau, if you have not already done so. 
When you have the approximate 
wedding date in mind, you will want 
to confer with your parents as to the 
amount you have to spend, and allot 
to each item in the budget its proper 
percentage. This will help you to limit 
your trousseau expenditures and to 
determine the kind of wedding you 
can have, and the number of invita- 
tions or announcements you will 
need. Once this is done, your plans 
made to the minutest detail, your in- 
vitation lists complete, and your time 
and expenses budgeted and all listed 
in your “Bride’s Book,” you are all 
set for smooth sailing and a happy 
wedding day. Then it is only the un- 
expected that can create a problem. 
If you are to be married in May or 
June, you can go about your plans 
leisurely; if you are to be an Easter- 
week bride, there still is time for you 
to arrive at the great day without 





rush and fatigue; but if you are faced 
with the problem of being married 
immediately, there is no time to lose. 


THE CEREMONY. Remember, at all 
weddings, as the bride goes so goes 
the party. If she is in formal bridal 


Vt | 





CAROLINE GRAY HELPS WITH UNUSUAL PROBLEMS 


array and the groom in formal dress 
—whether the wedding is in the 
afternoon or evening—formal dress 
is likewise worn by the bridal party 
and guests. If the bride wears an 





afternoon dress or a suit, less formal 
dress for everyone is indicated. 

If you plan to leave immediately 
after the wedding ceremony, to ac- 
company your bridegroom on a pro- 
longed business trip to some distant 
place, the simplest thing, of course, 
would be to forfeit all formality and 
be married in your traveling clothes. 
The ceremony could be either in the 
church or at home, with an informal 
reception for your closest friends fol- 
lowing. There could be music and 
decorations or not, as you wished; 
and simple but delicious refresh- 
ments would be served. 


A WEEK’S NOTICE. Even with only 
one week to perfect your plans you 
can still arrange a delightful wedding 
as easily as you would any other in- 
formal party. No essential detail need 
be omitted. Go ahead and wear your 
wedding dress and veil, and get your 
friends or the florist to turn the sun 
porch or a corner of the living room 
into a replica of a spring garden. With 
the markets full of daffodils and 
tulips it would not be too costly to 
do. You would, of course, have to be 
governed by the size of the room, its 
atmosphere and color scheme. If the 
room is small, don’t attempt anything 


too elaborate; and let the character of 
the wedding be in harmony with the 
room—formal, Colonial, or modern. 
Play up your favorite flower and 
colors, for example tulips in several 
shades, and ask your intimate friends 
—the girls who would have been your 
bridesmaids had you had a big wed- 
ding—to come in afternoon dresses 
to harmonize with the flowers you 
select. The dresses need not all be 
alike in style nor need the girls wear 
hats or carry flowers. The bridegroom 
and best man would wear cutaways 
or dark sack suits—depending on the 
bride’s choice of dress; the “would- 
be” ushers would dress likewise, so 
long as all were alike. Buffet refresh- 
ments or an informal wedding break- 
fast would be served. 


VERBAL INVITATIONS. In the case 
of a small, informal house wedding 
such as this, the number of guests 
would be limited, and the invitations 
would properly be given verbally by 
you or your mother. This method of 
inviting would also hold if there was 
to be a church ceremony and you 
wanted “everyone” to be there. An- 
nouncements should be mailed on the 
day of the wedding to the many 
friends and relatives who could not 
be invited. 

Such a wedding as this could 
be at noon, in the afternoon, or, 
with slight variations, in the eve- 
ning. (Continued on page 181) 








Have you a figure problem? Make the most of your assets! Minimize your defects! 


If you are puzzled about how to dress, our 


former Paris fashion editor, Elaine Neal, will make you a personal style chart, telling you what colors, lines, and fabrics are 
becoming. Send for our questionnaire and take stock of your personal attributes. Fill it out and return it with $1. You will 


then receive Elaine Neal’s personal analysis. Good Housekeeping Fashion Department, 57th St. at 8th Ave., 
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POLISH 


THAN ANY OTHER KIND 
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-. - FURNITURE 
WOODWORK... FLOORS 


Don’t let your furniture grow old! You 
can keep it beautiful years longer, with 
O-Cedar Polish. For ¢his polish not only 
cleans as it polishes, but actually ‘‘feeds’’ 
the finish, to keep it young. 

O-Cedar’s action is simple. Spread it 
lightly, with a damp cloth, and at once the 
surface is clean, Now, use a dry cloth, anda 
brilliant po/ish appears—cracks and scratches 
are covered. Then, as you polish, O-Cedar 
revives the finish, fills the pores, to protect 
from dust, dampness and cracking. 

Women the world over have used 
O-Cedar Polish for 30 years, because of 
what it does for their furniture and wood- 
work—preserves as well as cleans and pol- 
ishes—adds extra years of beauty. Try it— 
you ll be delighted. At grocery, drug, 
hardware and department stores. 

IT TAKES 

THIS MUCH 
ORDINARY POLISH 


TOEQUAL Fj 
THIS MUCH 
0-CEDAR 


S O-Cedar Mops are famous, be- 
4s) cause they pick up and HOLD 


dust, don’t SCATTER it. There’s 

one for every need, alleasy to wash, 
( For beautiful floors, use O-Cedar 
Ed: 


Polish on an O-Cedar Floor 
7 O-Cedar NO-RUBBING 


I 
O-Cedar is undiluted (full- | 
strength). For quickest and 
best results, use it with a cloth 
thoroughly dampened in water. 








Mop, (priced from 50¢ to ie 50), 
Neu: Cream Polish 


To brighten and clean your furni- 
ture On an instant’s notice, use this 
new polish. Simply spread it on and 
wipe it off!—no rubbing—and furni- 
ture sparkles! It’s amazing! Try it 
ST ans you'll always use it for 
quick polishing. 





POLISH * MOPS * WAX 
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You’d Better Rest 


(Continued from page 174) 

be called the complete answer to all our 
present-day health problems, it is being 
urged with increasing earnestness by med- 
ical men everywhere. To rest, they point 
out, is due most of the progress that has 
been made in the conquest of certain ma- 
jor illnesses, notably tuberculosis, which 
yielded to no medicine but became pro- 
gressively less deadly as the principle of 
complete rest in bed began to be applied 
more and more widely in its treatment. 
And, high as it is, the death rate for heart 
disease undoubtedly would be much 
higher if doctors did not urge their heart- 
disease patients to take things easy and 
get as much rest as possible. 

If rest is the best, and indeed preciicalle 
the only, remedy for tuberculosis, ailing 
hearts, and certain other illnesses, why, 
it may be reasoned, cannot it be used with 
even greater effectiveness as a means of 
preventing them? The answer, of course, 
is that it can be. But, human nature and 
modern American life being what they are, 
rest is all too seldom resorted to until after 
these diseases actually are present, and 
usually.-not until they have reached a 
serious stage. Then the doctor has the un- 
enviable task, not of restoring the patient 
to health and usefulness, but of keeping 
him alive as an invalid or semi-invalid 
as long as possible. 


ee strain of modern life is simply 
proving too great for the human ma- 
chine. The tempo has been increasing at 
a rapid rate and, unfortunately, is con- 
tinuing to increase. Yet the bodies with 
which we are endowed at birth are no 
stronger than they were a hundred years 
or more ago. 

Those who, by an extraordinary expen- 
diture of nervous energy and physical 
strength, succeed in reaching their goal 
frequently find that they have paid a fear- 
ful price for their success. And this sad 
fact is emphasized by the human wreckage 
that drifts into hospitals and doctors’ of- 
fices with pathetic pleas that an impos- 
sible something be done to repair badly 
damaged hearts and other neglected, 
abused organs. 

Approximately 3,000,000 Americans are 
seriously sick all the time. About one-half 
of these die every year. Dr. Louis Berman 
calls attention to this condition in his book 
“Food and Character” (Houghton-Mifflin) 
and adds that “these figures should be re- 
garded in perspective to the fact that at 
least half the population suffers from sig- 
nificant, premature, preventable physical 
imperfections,’ the effects of which, he 
declares, “are shown in the thirties, for- 
ties, and fifties.” 

Dr. Berman might have pointed to the 
findings of a distinguished group of men 
headed by Professor Irving Fisher, of Yale, 
who made a thoroughgoing study of the 
country’s health and social conditions and 
found that 43 percent of the people of the 
United States were dying unnecessarily 
early, many of them decades before they 
should. This group estimated that the lives 
of 630,000 or more persons could be saved 
every year by paying proper attention to 
matters of health and expressed the opin- 
ion that, in that way, “at least fifteen 
years” could be added to the life span of 
the average American, most of it in the 
most productive period of life. 

There are many others, both inside and 
outside the medical profession, who echo 
what these men have said. Among them 
is William Muldoon, the well-known 
physical trainer, who more than once 
warned of the dangers of overworking 
physical organs. Upon being asked what 
kind of physical exercise he considered 
best, he replied: 


advertised—see page 6 










Keep your water-closet 
bowls glistening and 

clean as new with Sani- 

Flush. Easy to use-—no 

unpleasant scouring. 
Cannot hurt the plumb- 

ing connections. Shake 

a little ‘into the bow] 

twice a week. 


JS. ami-f 


t | Cleans Water- ClosetBowls ' 





e This Avenue cere oe 
Sani-Flush was new. Sani-Flush is still 
the easiest and best known way to 
clean toilets after 27 years. (Also 
cleans out auto radiators.) Directions 
on can. Sold by grocery, drug, hard- 
ware, and five-and-ten-cent stores. 10c 
and 25c sizes. . . . The Hygienic 
Products Company, Canton, Ohio. 
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WENT 


“PACKAGE 
OF JOY” 


Contains 5 delicious Miller’s 
Dog Foods and that helpful 
new booklet * “Happier Liv- 
ing for Your Dog.” It's all 
free for the asking to dog 
owners. Just send us your 


name t she, 


BATTLE CREEK DOG FOOD CO. x 
365 State St., Battle Creek, Mich. © 
















JANE DARLING- 


How can I ever thank you enough for 
suggesting Cuticura Soa ap and Ointment 
for my blackheads and coarse pa. 
These beauty-robbing faults don’t last 
long once Cuticura gets to work. The 
whole family uses it Boye foe ea Mary. 
Soap 25¢. Ointment 25¢. sample. 
Write “Cuticura”, Dept. 42, Malden, Mass, 


“Bunk. Wonderful bunk. Rest is what 
people need. Rest! Long life and efficiency 
are brought about by only one thing, con- 
servation of nerve energy.” 

“Speed, speed, speed is the spirit of to- 
day,” laments an anonymous writer in 
the Ohio “Health Bulletin,’ who warns 
that “we must all learn to relax.” There- 
upon he points approvingly to the dog as 
an example of wisdom superior to man’s 
wisdom in the matter of avoiding undue 
strain. 

“Have you ever noticed your dog?” he 
asks. “After he is through running and 
playing, have you noticed how he com- 
pletely relaxes and falls asleep on the rug 
at your feet? He lets down, rests every 
nerve and muscle, and builds up his 
strength for the next run. You, too, need 
to relax. Take a tip from your dog and 
let down. In these high-tension days, it is 
vitally important to relax.” 

From Dr. Allen K. Krause, associate 
professor of medicine at Johns Hopkins 
University and one of the country’s lead- 
ing tuberculosis specialists, comes the in- 
dictment that “man is the only animal that 
habitually and unnecessarily uses his bod- 
ily functions to excess, in overwork, over- 
play, overexercise, overworry, in pro- 
longed mental and emotional stress, and 
in unnatural hours of activity without 
rest.” 


R. KRAUSE did not overstate the case 
against high-pressure America. Man, 
boasting of his conquest of nature and his 
mastery of what he condescendingly calls 
“the lower animals,” is guilty of many 
forms of folly which these “lower animals” 
avoid. He, for instance, has a virtual mo- 
nopoly on worry. He tries to do a maxi- 
mum amount of working and playing on 
the absolute minimum of rest. He has de- 
veloped habits of so-called entertainment 
and pleasure that may be as inimical to 
his health as a form of poison. He turns 
night, nature’s time for restoring dimin- 
ished energy, into a time of extreme phys- 
ical exertion. His modern civilization 
seems to be at war with those habits that 
tend to build healthy bodies and unfogged 
brains. Society appears to have conspired 
against the individual who would obtain 
the rest we all need and makes it ex- 
tremely difficult for him to get it. 

Yet many of the busiest and most useful 
men and women have determinedly car- 
ried out programs of daily activities which 
have found a place, and an important 
place, for rest. 

Some time ago Helen Wills Moody dis- 
cussed with a magazine writer her career 
as America’s first lady of the tennis courts, 
and attributed much of her success to 
certain health rules to which she said she 
adhered conscientiously. “Nine hours of 
sleep was the most important item in 
Helen’s daily regimen,” the writer dis- 
closed. “She specifically stated that ex- 
ercise is never a substitute for sleep.” 

Newspaper and magazine writers have 
referred any number of times to President 
Coolidge’s habit of dismissing all callers 
immediately after lunch and observing an 
early-afternoon rest period. It is also com- 
mon knowledge that, like the late King 
George V, of England, he believed in and 
usually observed an early bedtime. The 
fact that he was active up to the very hour 
of his death, in spite of a failing heart, is 
undoubtedly due in large measure to the 
prominent part physical rest played in his 
day-to-day regimen. 

H. G. Wells once was virtually an in- 
valid. As a young man he suffered from 
a number of illnesses, among them tuber- 
culosis and kidney disease. Yet he became 
one of the most productive authors of our 
time. And H. G. Wells is a firm believer in 
the power of physical rest to keep people 
in condition to do their best work. 


hse Lelong he ARCO 
A MEMORIAL MUST 
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No article of human creation so urgently calls for a pedigree of quality 
as the memorial tribute. Only through a studied choice of material and 
the employment of superior creative talent can the memorial bear its 
message of love and devotion to the generations to come. With dignified 
perpetuity and unfading grace, Rock of Ages Memorials prove their aris- 
tocracy of quality without the penalty of burdensome price. Favored by 
Nature’s priceless heritage of a rare, fine-textured, blue-gray granite, arti- 
sans zealous in their craft and using patented finishing processes create 
LIVING memorials for posterity to admire and appreciate. These genuine 
masterpieces of memorial art are identified by a famous hallmark—the 
Rock of Ages seal, etched into each sepa- 
rate part of the memorial. 







For your protection 
EVERY ROCK OF AGES 
MEMORIAL BEARS THIS 
SEAL etched into the stone 


= Memorials so “signed” are covered by 
the Rock of Ages Everlasting Guarantee, 
which, in turn, is bonded by the National 
Surety Corporation against any imper- 
fection — now or hereafter. Your nearby 
Rock of Ages Authorized Dealer will 
show you beautiful examples at prices 
ranging from a very modest figure for a 
small marker to family memorials from 
$150 to $200, $250 to $400 and $600, 
and up to $25,000 and more. 

ROCK OF AGES CORPORATION 

Department E-3, Barre, Vermont 
Without obligation, please send me your 1939 illustrated 


book, “How to Choose a Memorial,” with destgn suggestions, 
epitaphs, symbolism, etc. 
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| 96-PIECE SET 
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STERLING STLVER 


for only $9%.23 


Just think ... a set for six 
people in beautiful Sterling 
silver produced by Man- 
chester master craftsmen! 





Sreeiing 
Ae agrnetiate te 


Ron 
BOUSEREEPIBG 


SEE this set at leading depart- 
ment and jewelry stores. 34 
piece sets (service for 8) —$75.75, 
Alsoservices forall requirements 
up to 175 pieces. Individual 
pieces also in all patterns. All 
sets in anti-tarnish flannel rolls, 
If your dealer cannot supply 
you, write direct for prices and 
pictures, 


Manchester Silver Company 
Providence « Rhode Island 
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product guaranteed 


“T don’t care what Napoleon said about 
six hours for a man, seven for a woman, 
and eight for a fool—I want eight hours of 
dreamless, motionless sleep, and I cannot 
do without it,’ he once said. “If I do not 
get that allowance, my nerves and mind 
are threadbare.” 

George Bernard Shaw is now in his 
eighty-third year. Yet he is one of the 
most active men of his time, doing a tre- 
mendous amount of writing and also trav- 
eling wherever his impulse dictates. The 
secret of the Shavian vigor may be found 
in large part in what a newspaper reporter 
referred to some time ago as G, B. S.’s 
“usual afternoon nap.” 

Another distinguished British subject is 
George Arliss. And George Arliss is, and 
long has been, a firm believer in ample 
rest. “I endeavor never to work in second 
speed,” he once said, “and never to work 
when I am tired.” 

Thereupon, he outlined his daily rou- 
tine, beginning with a six-o’clock rising 
hour and continuing through a busy day, 
broken, however, by an early-afternoon 
rest period. During that period his servant 
takes his post just outside the door and 
permits no one to disturb him, “not even 
the President of the United States.” Nor 
is anyone allowed to call him on the tele- 
phone. His contract with the studio stipu- 
lates that he shall not be required to work 
later than 4:30 in the afternoon, and he 
holds the company to that stipulation ex- 
cept when 4:30 comes while he is in the 
midst of making a scene. Then he works 
only until the scene is completed. 

“My formula is, first, rest and plenty 
of it,” he said. “The next important thing 
is food, and the third is fresh air and ex- 
ercise. But the most important is rest.” 

Unfortunately for the great mass of 
the population, rest has not come with 
leisure. Added hours away from the grim 
tasks of earning a livelihood have tended 
to increase, rather than reduce, the strain 
of modern life. The leisure-time activities 
that were concocted to amuse and enter- 
tain the country’s workers when unem- 
ployment and shortened working days 
made leisure all but universal have not 
eased the burden carried by tired hearts, 
neglected kidneys, etc. Instead their work 
has been made even harder. 

Thus the responsibility for the mounting 
deaths and disability due to the strain of 
modern living rests, not upon the medical 
profession, but upon plain, ordinary men 
and women. Whatever progress is to be 
made in checking this trend must be made 
by those individualistic individuals of 
strong wills and backbones who are de- 
termined to get the rest they need, re- 
gardless of the difficulties in their way. 


YOUR HOUSE 
By Gladys E. Reynolds 


I LOVE your house... 
The whiteness of clean sheets upon the line, 
The table set with candles when we dine, 
The foam of yellow batter for a cake, 
The fragrance of the kitchen when I bake, 
The gleam of shining knobs upon each 
door, 
| The glow of ruddy light upon the floor, 
|The painted glimpse of woods that you 
| admire, 
| The comfort of your chair beside the fire. 
. 
| 
| 


Al FIRST I thought my world could hold 
| No more than love for you, 

| But now I find joy everywhere 
| In everything Ido... 


as advertised—see page 6 
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WITH NO-DRAFT VENTILATION! 











Keep Baby safe from drafts and 
resulting illness! “Babyguard” 
is the only Crib which allows 
control of air circulation. A 
touch of your fingers closes 
the sides—admits fresh air, but shuts off drafts. 
Side-ventilators slide smoothly, quietly, to any 
position. Stops hanging of blankets—and 
worry, for Baby is safe in sleep or play—can’t 
lower the side, fall out, or pinch fingers. 
Convenient, too. Drop-side lowers to floor, 
rubber floor-grippers prevent crib sliding. 
Strongest hardwood construction, beautifully 
styled, with buoyant spring scientifically right 
for Baby. At your favorite store. 
Write for Free Folder 


THE LEHMAN COMPANY OF AMERICA, Inc. 
Since 1876 
CANNELTON, INDIANA 


Completely closed 











The Famous 
BABYGUARD HIGH CHAIR 


America’s Safest high chair! No awk- 
ward liftin ay over head—detachable, 
patented SaniTray slides in, with one 

hand—and Baby can’t get out! Smooth 

Hard-Maple tray—no corners or crev- 

ices to hold germs! New Sit-Rite seat, 
% shaped for comfort; tip - proof wide 
“base. Insist on a Babyguard High 
Chair — at your favorite store, or 
write for Free folder. 












CRIBS and 
HIGH CHAIRS 


BABY COMING? 















ASK See your doctor regularly. 
youR Askhim about breast-shape 
2ocrok Hygeia Nipples and wide- 


mouth Hygeia Bottles. 
Valve inside nipple aids in 
preventing collapse. Tab 
helps to keep nipple germ- 
free. Smooth, rounded inner 
surface and wide mouth 
make cleaning bottle easy. 


SAFEST ~ 


BECAUSE EASIEST TO CLEAN 








C108 NE BLamer 


For 50 years the best department 





stores have’ been selling Gibboney 

Blankets. 100% Pure Wool—woven extra 
wide—preshrunk. Guaranteed Moth- 

Famous for proof. Al! Gibboney blankets are closely 
Quality woven for extra warmth and- lifetime 
Since 1864 service. Every blanket carries the Gib- 


boney label. 


T. F. GIBBONEY COMPANY, INC., REEDSVILLE, PENNA. 


‘The Wedding Council 


(Continued from page 177) 


FOR THE SECOND MARRIAGE. A 
simple home wedding is ideal for an older 
woman being married for the first time 
or for a second venture, especially when 
there is a divorce in the background. 
Street clothes, or formal afternoon or 
dinner dress, are correct, depending on 
the time of day and the bride’s wishes. 

A second-time bride will not wear a 
white dress and veil, nor will she have 
more than one attendant. A young widow 
may have her children for her attendants, 
but it is never correct for a divorced bride 
to do so. Usually the few friends present 
at the marriage are invited verbally, and 
announcements follow. An older woman 
remarrying is apt to invite her, guests, 
herself, and she and her new husband may 
send their own announcements. They 
would be similar to this: 


Mrs. Holiday Jones 


an 
Mr. John Smith 
announce their marriage 
on Saturday, March tenth 
one thousand nine hundred and 
thirty-nine 
New York City 


UNDER SPECIAL CONDITIONS. Di- 
vorce or illness or any slightly special 
circumstance again creates a new aspect. 
For example, if the bride’s parents are 
divorced and she has been living with 
her mother, the invitations will go out in 
her mother’s and her stepfather’s names. 
He may give her away, or her own father 
may do so and then retire. Whether her 
father will go to the reception or not de- 
pends on the degree of friendship that 
exists between him and his former wife 
and her husband. If the daughter is living 
with her father, then the situation is re- 
versed, and her mother may go to the 
wedding or not, as she wishes. 

When there is serious illness of one of 
the parents or some other member of the 
immediate family, rather than postpone 
the marriage, it may take place quietly at 
home, at the bedside if need be, and the 
reception follow later at the club or the 
home of a friend. 

When there is to be a formal reception 
and one of the parents is unable to stand 
in the receiving line, she—or he—may be 
seated or receive elsewhere in the room. 

Should a death occur in the immediate 
family after the invitations have been 
issued, they may be recalled and the mar- 
riage take place quietly in the presence 
of the two families. If there was to have 
been a reception in a club or hotel room, 
a friend may act as hostess, unassisted by 
any of the family. 

For further information and wedding 
details see The Wedding Council in pre- 
vious issues of Goop HOUSEKEEPING or send 
for our booklets. 





WEDDING BULLETINS 


The Bride’s Portfolio on Wedding 
Etiquette. Announcing the engage- 
ment; correct forms for invitations 
and announcements; how to decorate; 
the bride; the groom; the bridesmaids 
and ushers; the wedding breakfast; 
and many other matters.......... 15c 


The Modern Bride Budgets Her 
Wedding Expenses. Budgets from 
$600 to $2000 which include wedding, 
trousseau, and linens............. 10c 
Address Bulletin Service Department 
Goop HOUSEKEEPING, 57th St. at 8th 
Ave., New York City 











WORRIED OVER. 


Read How 2,160,000 People in the Last 
3 Years, Got Money to Pay Their Debts... 
Bay for Cash... Meet Family Emergencies! 





“Borrow money— from a loan company? 
I'd never think of such a thing!” 

Many a housewife has said this to herself 
—with almost grim determination. But 
while she clings to the idea that borrow- 
ing money is always bad business, unpaid 
bills continue to pile up. Doctors, den- 
tists, and hospitals wait for their money. 
The family budget gets weeks behind. 


The Modern Viewpoint 


Other housewives— millions of them — 
take a more modern view- 


Se ; 
; point. They have learned 
ks age that borrowing money can 
oS be good business. They have 


learned to go out and “get” 

money whenever they need 

it—as simply and naturally 
as they’d get groceries or open a charge 
account. 

They do not hesitate to borrow, any 
more than a big corporation would hesi- 
tate—and they’re right. For of all busi- 
nesses entitled to proper credit, the Amer- 
ican family is most important. 


Where to Borrow 
Here, in a nutshell, is the reason over 
766,000 people—the vast majority of 


God Heusehespinag 


AS ADVERTISED 


WWW 
N 


\ N 

NS 
FINANCE COMPANY 

RTT 


TUNE iN 
“Doc Barclay’s Daughters”’ Columbia Network 
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them housewives—came to the Personal 
Finance Company in one year alone, to 
borrow over 117 million dollars. They 
thought it was sensible to pay their bills, 
end their debt worries, meet family emer- 
gencies promptly. 

They came to Personal Finance Com- 
pany because—with 376 widespread 
offices—it is the most popular in America. 
Literally hundreds of thousands of fami- 
lies like its pleasant, courteous brand of 
service. 


How to Borrow 


If you need from $20 to $300—here’s all 
you have to do. Just come to 
the nearest office of the Per- 
sonal Finance Company, in 
your city. Fill out a simple 
application—and quickly as 
your loan is approved, your 
money is ready. 

It’s actually as simple as that. You can 
repay this loan in comfortable monthly 
installments—over a period of one year 
or even more—and your friends and 
employers will not be informed. 


This Book FREE! 


Send the coupon below today 
for our free book, ‘“‘Where 
Does My Money Go?” It is a 
budget book that really works. 
With it we will send you a 
Personal Introduction Card to # 
the manager of our nearest Ay 
office—entitling you to special 
attention and every courtesy. 
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No. 1160—Powder Puff 

cotton with tucked bodice and 
lingerie trim. Multi-color print 

2 with basic shades of porce- 
$ lain, cherry, chartreuse 
and amber. Sizes 12 







to 20. $3.00 


No. 3276—The flare 
skirt of the moment in 
Tropicalle,aspunrayon 
print. Slide fastener 

closing and a smart 
half collar. Porce- 
lain, chartreuse, am- 
ber, rose. Sizes 12 

to 20. $4.00 


When your mood calls for crisp, 
cool cottons—or when the occa- 
sion suggests a smooth luxurious 
rayon, wear a June Arden Frock. 
No matter what the day or place, 
you'll find the smartest frocks bear 
this famous label. 

Guaranteed as advertised in Good Housekeeping. 
Sold by leading stores throughout the country. 


® For FREE fashion folder and store in your 
city featuring JUNE ARDEN dresses, write 


H. BOMZE & BRO., 3111 W. Allegheny Ave., Phila., Pa. 


1090 





Do You Want to 
Play a Game? 


(Continued from page 156) 
hide from the Murderer who, a wolf 
among sheep, is one of their number. 

The Murderer bides his time, stalking 
a victim until he thinks he is unobserved, 
then seizing him (or her) by the throat. 
The victim must endure the attack in 
silence (nerves permitting) and count ten 
to allow the Murderer to make a getaway 
before giving a scream and falling “dead.” 
Then the lights go on, the Detective rushes 
to the scene of the crime, and an inquest 
is held forthwith. 

The Detective questions each person in 
turn as to his or her actions and where- 
abouts before and at the time of the mur- 
der, and each person must answer truth- 
fully except the Murderer, who can lie 
as much as he pleases, and of course the 
corpse, who cannot say anything. 

Having heard all the evidence, the De- 
tective is allowed two guesses in his at- 
tempt to name the criminal. And if his 
wits are sharp enough, he usually names 
the right person. 


For people who find this brand of 
Murder a little too harrowing, there’s 
another variety in which all the partici- 
pants except two play the role of Detec- 
tive. In this game, which is really a 
psychological “thriller,” two people are 
sent out of the room, and the rest of the 
party concoct some lurid murder story, 
the more fantastic and gory the better. 
They write it briefly on a piece of paper, 
and send it to the two persons outside the 
room, who by now have agreed between 
themselves which one shall be the Mur- 
derer and which the Victim. 

The Murderer reads the murder story 
carefully; the Victim does not. Then the 
Detectives call them back into the room, 
one at a time, and try to determine which 
is the Murderer by firing certain key 
words at the suspect and making him say 
instantly whatever comes into his head. 
The key words, of course, are concerned 
with the murder story, which the suspect 
may or may not have read. 

Suppose, for instance, that the murder 
story was a crazy yarn about four little 
quadruplets who were riding their Shet- 
land ponies in Central Park when Shirley 
Temple sprang out from behind an oak 
tree and strangled all four of them with 
a strand of her long red hair. The key 
words in this case might be “A number,” 
“Shetland,” “Central,” “Temple,” “tree,” 
“a color,” etc. 

The Victim, of course, has not read 
the story, so he can say whatever comes 
into his head with a clear conscience. The 
Murderer has read it, so he must try to 
say what he would have said if he had not 
read it! And this is not so easy. When 
someone says to him, “A number!” he 
must realize that the number four may 
give him away, and reply “Three!” But 
when they ask him for a color, he must 
be clever enough to say “Red!” although 
that was the color mentioned in the story, 
because red is the color that springs most 
readily to the average person’s mind. 

However, it’s seldom that the Murderer 
does not make some fatal slip somewhere 
along the line, and after both suspects 
have been grilled, the Detectives usually 
have little difficulty in agreeing upon the 
guilty one. 

It’s also possible to add more than a 
touch of humor to these “Who-done-it?” 
games. Try this one some time. One person 
is chosen Detective, and on a slip of paper 
he writes some silly instruction such as, 
“Take Milly Ryan’s shoes off and stuff 
them in Bill Holmes’ vest pockets.” The 
paper is folded and placed, with a lot of | 
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blank slips, in a hat. The slips are drawn, 
the lights go out, and everyone must sit 
still while the person who received the 
instructions tries to carry them out and 
at the same time conceal his identity. 
After a suitable interval the lights go up, 
everyone gives his or her version of what 
occurred, and the Detective tries to de- 
termine the culprit. 

But for sheer, hilarious bedlam no other 
game even approaches the Sign Game. 
One person marks slips of paper with the 
names of famous people living or dead— 
Jimmy Durante, Plato, Queen Elizabeth, 
John L. Lewis, anybody at all—and pins 
one to the back of each person in the 
group. Then someone else chooses a name 
for him and pins it to his back. 

Nobody knows “who” he is, and the 
only way he may find out is by asking 
his neighbors questions which may be 
answered only by “yes” or “no.” The scene 
that usually follows is almost indescrib- 
able, as everyone implores and beseeches 
everyone else at the top of his lungs to 
tell him whether he is living or not, 
whether he is famous or not, whether he 
lives in America or not—until at last 
someone, usually the one with the loudest 
voice, discovers who he is and thus wins 
the game. 

This is a game guaranteed to thaw the 
ice at the most frigid party. And if you 
want to have fun, pick out your most dig- 
nified guest and on his back pin his own 
name, and see what happens! 

There’s another less hectic version of 
this game of “who am I?” In this case the 
person chosen to be “it” is sent out of the 
room and the rest of the people agree that 
he shall be some well-known person—say, 
Harpo Marx. The victim then returns and 
asks each person successively, “Who am 
Teas 

The answers must be truthful and 
fairly relevant, but never too revealing. 
In this case they might run as follows: 
“You don’t talk much.” “You need a 
haircut.” “You like pretty girls.” “There’s 
something angelic about you!” Until at 
last some answer sheds a great light, the 
puzzled subject cries gleefully, “I’m Harpo 
Marx!” and the person whose reply be- 
trayed the secret must take his place. 


HERE’S another one of these identifi- 

cation games that requires a little more 
brainwork. It’s a game where the person 
chosen to be “it” is the only one who 
knows his or her identity; the others try 
to guess it. The game sounds a little com- 
plicated, but it’s not, really. 

Suppose Jane Smith is “it” and has 
quietly decided to be Cleopatra. She says 
aloud, “I begin with C.” That’s the only 
clue she gives. Thereupon the person next 
to her may ask “Are you a poet?” 

If Jane can think of a poet beginning 
with C, she replies, “No, ’m not Chaucer 
(or Coleridge, or Cowper, or Clough)” 
and she passes on to the next person. 

But if she cannot think of a poet be- 
ginning with C, she must challenge the 
questioner to name one. And if he does, 
he is entitled to a direct question, such as, 
“Are you a man or a woman?” 

Jane must answer truthfully, “A wom- 
an,” and all subsequent questions must 
be based on women. The next person can- 
not ask, “Are you an opera star?” and 
have Caruso in mind; in case Jane chal- 
lenges him he must be able to give a 
woman opera singer whose name begins 
with C. 

If someone else wins a direct question, 
and learns that the character Jane repre- 
sents is no longer living, all subsequent 
questions must be asked with a dead 
woman in mind: “Are you a scientist?” 
(Madame Curie); “Are you a Russian 
empress?” (Catherine). And so on, with 
the field becoming gradually narrowed by 
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direct questions until Jane’s identity— 
Cleopatra—is revealed. 

A group of several Americans and one 
Englishman played an interesting game 
the other night, and the Englishman won 
consistently—for reasons which will be 
apparent when you understand the 
game. 

The people sat in a circle, and each one 
tossed a penny into the ring. Then one 
person began by saying, truthfully, “Never 
in my life have I done so-and-so,” the 
object being to select something that 
everyone else in the room had done at 
one time or another. For instance, the first 
person, a girl, said that never in her life 
had she spent more than six dollars for a 
pair of shoes. She almost got away with 
it, but one other girl had never spent more 
than that for shoes either. So both of them 
had to contribute another penny to the 
bank. 

Then it was the Englishman’s turn, and 
he confounded everybody by saying that 
never in his life had he eaten corn on the 
cob. Everybody else had, so the English- 
man won all the pennies, and everyone 
contributed a fresh set. 

Well, the game went on and the Eng- 
lishman simply cleaned up. He had never 
in his life chewed gum, or ridden on a 
subway, or driven a car on the right-hand 
side of the road. He had had, in fact, such 
a singularly dull life that he had never 
done anything at all worth mentioning! 
And finally the Americans decided to stop 
playing for pennies, and_ substituted 
matches as long as the Englishman stayed 

in the game. 
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Bu the Englishman didn’t do so well on 
the next game, which was simplicity 
itself, but which required a certain knowl- 
edge of geography. The first person led off 
with the name of a city—any city outside 
the United States and Great Britain (be- 
cause of the Englishman). He happened to 
choose Tokio. The next person was sup- 
posed to name a city beginning with the 
last letter of the city just mentioned, but 





\ or to save her life she couldn’t think of a 
aw Roc et city beginning with O. So she was elimi- 
ane cost ‘ s nated. 

yo ov yor’ ov es The next person thought of Oslo, which 
<o sed Q' \ ov saved him, but left the next victim in a 
“p> oor 30 eS : worse quandary than ever. About five 
To ase <e orc cvs more people were eliminated before 
cere fe % 4 wet si& | somebody thought of Odessa. But from 
a o> 9 se ef ¢ (> then on it was pretty plain sailing through 
Cv gore qv* sor Algiers, Singapore, Essen, Naples, etc., 
RO Le ve* se until finally there was only one person left 

9 \\ iy ome ‘ xO to be declared the winner. 
ay ot Another game that’s fun, if you have 
ae ( ton more than one pencil, is some variation of 
v Oo that old favorite, Telegrams. There are 
a 3 various ways of playing it, but the usual 


way is to select two utterly incongruous 
people, such as Mussolini and Caspar 
Milquetoast, or Gracie Allen and Chief 
Justice Hughes. Then each person must 
write, in a given time, a ten-word tele- 
gram from one of these personages to the 
other. 

But wait a minute; it’s not so easy as all 
that. To give a certain similarity to all the 
telegrams, everyone must begin his first 
word with a certain letter, his second with 
another letter, and so forth. The letters 
can be taken from a ten-letter word such 
as “Impossible” (the first word beginning 
with I, the next with M, the next with P, 
and so on); or the letters can be deter- 
mined otherwise. No matter how they are 
determined, the results are usually highly 
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to be complete without a description of 
* the game that in some parts of the country 
has amounted to a national craze—the 
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game known simply as The Game. People 
who are heartily tired of The Game 
may wince at the thought of reading 
another description of it. But those peo- 
ple can skip the next few paragraphs, 
which are designed for those unfortunate 
oi who have never played The Game 
at all. 

The commonest way of playing The 
Game is to have two Captains choose sides. 
Then each of them makes up a list of short 
quotations, lines from popular songs, titles 
of books or movies, advertising slogans— 
anything fairly familiar. Usually each list 
has about ten items, or a number cor- 
responding to the number of players on 
each team. 

At a given signal the Captains exchange 
lists and the teams withdraw to separate 
rooms. Then, one at a time, the members 
of each side try to act out a slogan or 
quotation (whispered to them by the Cap- 
tain) so that their teammates can guess 
what it is. 

Charades, you say? Well, yes, it is a 
descendant of that game so dear to the 
hearts of our grandparents. Suppose, for 


example, that the quotation is “Give me 


liberty or give me death!” The actor can- 
not speak, of course, but he can hold up 
seven fingers to indicate the number of 
words, and he can nod vigorously when 
someone asks him (as someone certainly 
will) if it is a quotation. 

Then, again holding up seven fingers 
to indicate the last word, he can act out 
“death,” nodding when somebody guesses 
right. Then, after holding up six fingers 
to indicate the sixth word, he can point 
toward himself: “me.” Then five fingers, 
and act the part of a beggar which will 
eventually suggest to his audience the 
word “give.” 

By this time some bright soul will have 
shouted the entire quotation, and to him 
falls the task of interpreting the next 
phrase on the list. And so on, until one 
side finishes its list of phrases and is de- 
clared the winner. 

It’s a hilarious game, calling for quick 
thinking on the part of the audience and 
a lively sense of the dramatic on the part 
of the actor. Some of the phrases produce 
attempts at interpretation that are side- 
splitting. (Watch somebody trying to act 
“Patience is a virtue” sometime!) But 
it’s amazing how quickly even the most 
obscure quotations are grasped by the 
Se ens in a matter of sec- 
onds. : 


O# THERE are endless games that have 
found favor of late, and there will 
doubtless be new ones cropping up. Re- 
member the national craze for Knock- 
knock? And the current fad for quizzes, 
aided and abetted, it must be confessed, 
by Goop HovuseEkEeEpin«. People are finding 
out that they can stay at home and have 
a lot of fun the way their pioneer ances- 
tors did—free. 

Moreover, people today have a power- 
ful incentive that their ancestors lacked. 
Lately they have been told by numerous 
popular psychiatrist-authors that the se- 
cret of success is to have a well-rounded 
personality, and that the way to acquire 
such a personality is to play more games! 
The girl who can play tennis and bridge 
(they are solemnly told) is more likely 
to catch a husband than the girl who can 
merely cook and sew. The boy who lets 
his boss beat him at golf or backgammon 
will get ahead faster than his more busi- 
nesslike but less versatile rival! 

Can such things really be? Well, con- 
fidentially, we doubt it. But maybe there’s 
something in what they say. Anyway, on 
with the game, whatever it may be! It 
certainly can’t do you any harm. Maybe 
itll do you some good! 
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American Legend 


(Continued from page 37) 
enough, she would choose at least her 
own unhappiness—perhaps. She sighed, 
and turned away from herself... 

The telephone rang suddenly beside 
her bed, and she leaped clear of approach- 
ing sleep. Norman’s voice sounded in her 
ear. 

hate 

“Yes?” she answered. 

“I don’t know why in hell I’m calling 
you.” 

“T was nearly asleep,” she said. 

“I can’t sleep,” he told her. “Been work- 
ing at rehearsal all evening. What have 
you been doing?” 

She must tell him quickly. “Bert’s safely 
past the crisis.” 

He did not answer for a moment. Then 
he said, very quietly, “Perhaps that’s why 
I called—to know just that.” And he put 
up the receiver. 


““& CIENCE—” Mr. Brame said. “Science 
is the thing.” 

It was the next day. She had not slept 
after all until dawn, and then she had 
slept all morning, and even now felt half- 
crushed with the weight of unfinished 
sleep. They were sitting there in the li- 
brary again, her father, her mother, Mr. 
Brame, herself, surrounded with flowers. 
Ever since the papers announced Bert’s 
recovery, the flowers had been pouring in. 

“To engage Mr. Holm in a scientific pur- 
suit along his own line,” Mr. Brame went 
on. “Something rather abstract, which 
need not be too clearly defined and which 
could occupy the rest of his life, would 
be quite suitable. It would make his posi- 
tion with the public at once static and 
dignified.” 

“What do you suggest?” Mr. Tallant 
asked mildly. 

“Another expedition,” Mr. Brame said 
promptly. “Not an adventure, but an ex- 
pedition scientifically planned.” 

“He doesn’t know anything about 
science!” Mrs. Tallant exclaimed. 

“But we can hire innumerable scientists 
at almost no cost,” Mr. Brame cried. “The 
real problem is—what can we find to study 
in high altitudes? Merely an academic 
question would be too lacking in appeal’ 
to the sentimental public. There must be 
a humanitarian twist to it.” 

Kit said, smiling a little wryly, “I sup-. 
pose you know what Bert really wants, 
Mr. Brame?” . 

He stared at her. “I don’t think I have 
heard it mentioned, Mrs. Holm,” he said 
with a small polite turn in her direction. 

“A garage,” she said. 

He looked startled, then smiled. “A hob- 
by,” he said tolerantly. “I understand. One 
of my clients once insisted on following 
an old childish desire to be a railway con- 
ductor. But then he was older at the time. 
It might be better if Mr. Holm waited. 
The public likes its heroes to be serious— 
at bottom, that is.” 

“I was only joking,” Kit said quickly. 

Mr. Tallant, catching her eye, smiled 
suddenly. Kit smiled back, and then grew 
grave again. Poor Bert, who in one care- 
less act of heroism had ruined his life! 


pas is the life,” Bert said, laughing 
into the pretty face bent above him. 

Getting well was wonderful. He’d never 
been sick before. Now everybody was 
working for him. He didn’t feel like read- 
ing, but then Connie Weatherly, the blonde 
nurse, did that for him. He slept most of 
the day when old Prynne was around, and 
then at night Connie would read to him. 
She was getting ready to read to him now. 
Everybody was gone. Kit had come in and 
told him good-night. Kit was sweet these 
days. He’d wake up, and she’d be there 
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by his bed, looking at him. When you were 
still not strong, you could just lie back 
and not worry about anything—as, for 
instance, why she looked sort of down. 
But he was glad when they’d all gone and 
the house was quiet and the shades were 
drawn with only him and Connie here. 
She’d get him all ready for the night— 
gosh, he hadn’t dreamed there were so 
many ways of being made comfortable!— 
and then she settled in her chair under 
the light. 

“Take off your cap so I can see your 
hair. I like to look at the light shining on 
it,’ Bert coaxed. 

“T couldn’t, Mr. Holm,” she said. 

It was curious how he felt about her. 
He wasn’t sure if he was crazy about her 
or not. He watched her nice little profile 
against the light and heard her even gentle 
voice, carrying words like a cool little 
stream. Wonder if he could ever get her 
going? No, there wasn’t to be any more 
of that; he’d made up his mind about it 
after that day in the gym. He listened to 
Connie contentedly, half-asleep, feeling 
warm and cared for in the center of this 
great house. He hadn’t made any mistake 
in marrying Kit Tallant. 

. .. So how in heck could he be ready 
for the way Connie was two days after he 
had made up his mind really to let her 
alone? He hadn’t done a thing—took her 
hand, that’s all, when she was brushing 
his hair, and held it a minute, and when 
she’d tried to pull away, he’d held on. No 
more than that. He’d done the same thing 
lots of times, and every time she’d said, 
“Now, Mr. Holm!” This time she didn’t. 
She looked at him, her face all pinched, 
and without one word she just crumpled 
up on the bed and put her face in his neck. 

And old Prynne would choose that min- 
ute to come walking in! 

“Weatherly! I could report you!” Prynne 
yelled. 

“Go on and do it!” Connie yelled back. 

“All right, I will, but Pll resign first!” 

“No, you won’t, because I’m resigning!” 

That scared Bert. “Connie!” he begged. 
“Don’t go!” 

It would have been better if he hadn’t 
spoken, because the minute Prynne heard 
him say that she gave him an awful look 
and turned right around and went out. 


MES. TALLANT, dressed early to be 
ready for a day’s shopping with Gail, 
who was coming in with Harvey after 
breakfast, stopped outside her door to hear 
the shouting of women’s voices in Bert’s 
room. 

“What in the world!” she exclaimed. 

But before there was time to discover 
what it was, Prynne rushed into the hall 
and slammed the door and held it. 

“Miss Prynne!” Mrs. Tallant said se- 
verely. 

Prynne turned, her square face red and 
furious. “I’m resigning, Mrs. Tallant,” she 
said loudly. “I’m not accustomed to this 
sort of a house.” 

“What do you mean?” Mrs.-Tallant’s in- 
dignation extended into stateliness. 

“Where the night nurse on the case be- 
haves disgraceful,” Miss Prynne said. “A 
decent nurse don’t allow compromising 
situations with the patients!” 

“Please come into the library and ex- 
plain yourself.” Mrs. Tallant swept past 
the woman and went on downstairs. 

Gail, she saw, was already in the hall. 
She had just come in and was standing 
there, slender and pretty in her smooth 
dark fur coat and close red hat. She waved 
her hand at her mother. Mrs. Tallant was 
suddenly glad to see her elder daughter. 

“Come into the library,” she murmured. 
“There’s been some sort of nonsense be- 
tween those wretched nurses and Bert.” 
She could be as plain as she liked with 
Gail. 
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Gail, lifting her delicate eyebrows, fol- 
lowed her mother. But Mrs. Tallant was 
not prepared to find, when she opened the 
library door, that Kit was there. She was, 
however, curled into the big sofa, a book 
she had been reading fallen on the floor. 

Mrs. Tallant was thinking quickly. Kit 
might just as well know. It was time to 
stop shielding her. 

“Kit, there’s been some sort of trouble 
between the nurses,” Mrs. Tallant said. 

And just then there was a knock on the 
door, and Miss Prynne came in, her cap 
set straight and her face at its usual sal- 
lowness. She looked about at the three 
women, her mouth pursed. 

“Say what you have to say quickly, 
please, Miss Prynne,” Mrs. Tallant or- 
dered her. “I am very busy today.” 

“I wish to go off the case, Mrs. Tallant. 
When I came in this morning, the night 
nurse was in the patient’s arms,” Miss 
Prynne said flatly. “I’m not used to any- 
thing like that.” 

“Well!” Mrs. Tallant breathed. 

Kit looked suddenly sick. 

But Gail laughed, crisp bright laughter. 
“Oh, dear,” she cried, “Bert’s so irresisti- 
ble! What do you bet, Miss Prynne, that 
it was the night nurse’s fault? Poor Bert— 
why, all women fall in love with him!” 

Miss Prynne’s face*was turning its dark 
thick red again. “I don’t allow myself—” 
she began. 

“You and Miss Weatherly had _ better 
both go,” Mrs. Tallant interrupted sharply. 


RYNNE out of the room and the door 

shut, Mrs. Tallant and Gail both looked 
first at Kit. She was very calm. 

“Thanks, Gail,’ Kit said. “You were 
very neat.” 

“It’s always best to laugh at that sort 
of thing,” Gail said. “Besides, you can’t 
blame Bert, Kit. It’s going to happen over 
and over again.” 

“T know it is,” Kit said. She looked from 
her sister to her mother, and went on in 
the same calm little voice. “So”—her lips 
betrayed the slightest quiver—“I’ve about 
made up my mind I won’t go on with it.” 

“Kit!” her mother cried. 

“Tt isn’t good enough,” Kit said. But she 
had not made up her mind until this in- 
stant, when suddenly she was ready to cut 
off everything—only to be free. Norman 
was right, always right. To be free was 
enough; it was the only happy ending. She 
looked at her mother meaningfully, and 
Mrs. Tallant sat down. 

“Kit, you’re not talking about divorce?” 
she demanded. She glanced at Kit and felt 
Gail solidly with her. ; 

Gail took off her coat and hat and sat 
down. 

“What else?” Kit said simply. 

“Now, Kit,’ Mrs. Tallant began. She 
must think very quickly before Kit be- 
came set in one of her rare stubborn 
moods when she was beyond all reason. 
“Bert isn’t so bad as that—annoying, I 
know. But, my dear, you'll find all men 
have something. You know, you said your- 
self once that young writer—what’s-his- 
name—used to bore you by always talking 
about his work.” 

“This has nothing to do with him,” Kit 
broke in. 

And instantly she knew she lied. It did 
have something to do with Norman. It 
might have éverything to do with him, 
though until she denied it aloud just now, 
she had not faced it in herself. Surely she 
had been thinking only of Bert—that he 
was impossible for her, that they could 
never be near each other, that Lil’s face 
would always come into her mind, even 
if he told her everything cleanly and hon- 
estly, which he would never do. But if she 
were accusing Bert really only because of 
Norman! She felt shaken now by her own 
duplicity. She wanted to go on and say 
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aloud, “All I want is freedom from Bert.” 
But she could not say it out of self-dis- 
trust. If she had that freedom, she might 
turn to Norman. Perhaps she was being 
unfair in all her judgments of Bert be- 
cause of her own secret unexpressed but 
unforgotten desire. She therefore said 
nothing. 

“Kit, promise me at least,” Mrs. Tallant 
demanded, “that you won’t make up your 
mind until you’ve taken everything into 
consideration. You owe it to us all.” ~ 

“Tl promise that,” Kit said indistinctly. 

They went away and left Kit alone. 
What she wanted, she thought, was some- 
one quite cold and hard—only not Gail— 
to put down before her the lines of this 
tangled pattern. Feelings were so little to 
be trusted. Had she not trusted to Nor- 
man’s feeling, and had it not shifted away 
from her; and had not a wayward impulse 
of feeling given her to Bert? She wanted 
clear coldness to guide her. She thought 
a moment. Why not Roger Brame? There 
isa no one in the world so clear and cold 
as he. 


[B= walk alone had done Kit good. The 
sharp clear air of a late winter’s day 
had clarified her blood and brain. She 
stepped into the elevator. 

“Thirty-three, please,” she murmured, 
and was whirled upward. On the thirty- 
third floor she went through the door 
marked in small gold letters, “Roger 
Brame, Public Relations Advisor.” 

“Mrs. Holm!” Mr. Brame cried as he 
came to the reception hall to meet her. 
“I’m honored. Come in, please. What can 
I do for you?” 

She went into a smaller musty office, 
hung with innumerable large autographed 
photographs. They looked down on her, 
the smiling faces of actresses, the self- 
conscious faces of famous writers and lec- 
turers and explorers. Mr. Brame sat down 
at his desk and waited for her to speak. 

She looked at him and plunged in. “Mr. 
Brame, I want to ask you straight out. 
What would be the effect on Bert—and 
on my family—if I divorced him?” 

She kept her eyes on him. Mr. Brame 
was plainly shocked. He did not answer 
for a moment, and thought quickly. Noth- 
ing like this had entered his plans. He 
would have to make an entirely new ap- 
proach. It would be extremely embar- 
rassing, since Mr. Tallant was also a client, 
and it would be wise, as well as of course 
only just, to be fair to both. Very dis- 
tressing, confusing, difficult— 


“Quite disastrous, I fear,” he said 
quietly. 

She waited, grateful that he asked no 
questions. 


“The public,” Mr. Brame went on, “ex- 
pects far more of its heroes than it does 
of its own individuals. In case of a divorce 
public opinon would condemn either you 
or Mr. Holm, as the case might be pre- 
sented to the public—probably both.” 

She did not answer him now when he 
paused. She simply gave him that dark 
unvarying gaze. 

“‘T should like to suggest, at least, the 
postponement of any decision until after 
the expedition, which I am now planning 
in detail. It may be”’—he paused and 
pursed his lips—“that the expedition will 
so establish Bert Holm that the buildup 
could stand the shock of personal disaster. 
I don’t know. We should have to see. And 
if I may presume upon a personal reflec- 
tion, it seems only just to all parties and 
all things considered, to postpone definite 
action for—say, six or eight months. Could 
you do that, Mrs. Holm?” 

“Yes, I could do that,” she agreed. 

Walking home slowly through glittering 
sunshine and among hurrying people, Kit 
accepted for herself the delay. She was so 
made, she knew, that whatever she did 
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must be right in the doing, so that let the 
end be what it might, it was inevitable, 
the only possible end. Every step to that 
end must be clean, she thought proudly. 
She’d go straight ahead and play fair until 
Bert had had his chance. At least for a 
while there need be no more deciding. 

In this mood she reached home and 
found her father had called her. 

“Mr. Tallant said you were to call at 
once, please, Miss,’ Smedley said. 

That meant her mother and Gail had 
told him. She went to the telephone and 
dialed and waited for him. ~ 

Ot 

“Yes! Dad?2 

“What's all this? Your mother and 
Gall—” 

“Don’t bother, Dad. I won’t—anyway 
not now, until after the expedition.” 

“But your mother said—” 

She could hear how anxious he was. “I 
know. I felt so this morning. Then I went 
to see Mr. Brame, and I saw it would be— 
disastrous.” 

“Yes, of course. I’m very glad you see 
“Yes L dowbad- 

He hesitated. “If you’re really unhappy, 
Kit, of course we must look into it.” 

“We'll wait and see, Dad. Only don’t 
let’s talk about it—eh, Dad?” 

“No, certainly, not at all,” he agreed. 
“Unless you want to.” 

“Tve made up my mind,” she answered. 

“Good girl,” he said heartily, and hung 


it 


up. 
Then he thought she was doing right, 
too. It was the seal upon her decision. 


“@NOSH, it’s good to have that bunch of 

females gone,” Bert said to Kit that 
night. She had come in to tell him about 
the expedition, and instantly the world 
was glory for him. 

“Sa-a-y!” he whistled. “That sounds just 
about all right! I’ve been lying here won- 
dering what I was going to do with my- 
self. I can feel my legs gettin’ ready to 
go somewhere. They aren’t going to want 
to lie here much longer.” . 

“Bert,” she asked, “can you think of any 
good scientific reason for an expedition 
like this?” 

He laughed at her. “I don’t climb moun- 
tains for anything but fun,” he said. 

“What can people find out on high 
mountains?” she insisted. : 

He saw she was serious then, and so he 
defended himself, a little afraid of her. 
“They can’t find out much of anything,” 
he insisted. “Old Fessaday was always 
talking about something or other that 
would help him tell what the weather 
would be next year, but I never took any 
stock in that.” 

“Meteorology?” she inquired. 

“Something like that,” he said carelessly. 
Then his eyes sparkled. “No, Kit, that’s 
not mountain climbing. It’s the excite- 
ment. You get to gambling with yourself 
whether you can make it or not. The wind 
drags at you to pull you down, and the 
cold eats into you, and you can’t trust the 
snow. It may let you down into a hole a 
hundred feet deep or maybe a thousand. 
There’s holes under the snow on moun- 
tains that haven’t any bottom. The sides 
are solid ice, as blue as the sky. What 
makes ice blue like that I don’t know.” 
His eyes held a boy’s wonder. 

“I suppose because pure water is always 
faintly blue,” she answered. She knew 
what Gail meant when she said his charm 
came from his eagerly meeting you ex- 
actly where he was. 

“Is it?” he asked. Then he moved his 
legs in a mighty lunge. “Gosh, can I go 
tomorrow, Kit?” 

“Not quite,” she answered, “but just as 
soon as it’s spring, and you’re well and 
everything is ready.” 
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He lay suddenly still. “Say, that’s right. 
Get me a pencil and some paper, Kit. I'll 
begin putting things down. You have to 
do careful planning for a trip like this.” 

It would take more planning than Bert 
could do, she thought. Still he must think 
of it as his expedition. She went away to 
fetch the pencil and paper. 

Bert, from his bed, then, had really be- 
gun to plan. Kit was surprised. They were 
all, she felt, secretly surprised, though of 
course no one said anything. They had 
been so long used to a helpless Bert who 
had only to be tended. Now he sat up and 
studied maps and made lists. 

He would, he decided, take Jack Rexall 
along as his mechanic. Old Rexie had al- 
ways been sore because they had never 
done that garage business together. This 
would square him. 

Sitting wrapped in a gorgeous blue bro- 
caded lounging robe, he interviewed one 
after another—eager boys wanting only to 
go along as cook, as helper, as anything— 
only to be with Bert Holm. He was ruth- 
less with most of them, trusting entirely 
to his hunches. 











“I get a hunch when I look at a fellow,” 
he told Kit. “I like him, or I don’t like 
him. The ones I like, I keep their names, 
the others I forget—that’s all. Then Ill 
look ’em over again and choose. I don’t 
want more than twenty men in the bunch, 
and they’ve all got to be for me, see?” 

But Brame was firm on one man. John 
Baker must be the scientist. He was a man 
whom the whole country knew and re- 
spected, a man whom it was impossible 
to hire, and who was willing to go with 
Bert Holm simply because he had wanted 
for a long time to find a certain plant that 
grew, so far as he knew, only in the shel- 
tered crevices between Himalayan gla- 
ciers. No name, Mr. Brame declared, would 
add such dignity to the expedition as John 
Baker’s. If he went, people would know 
the expedition had a serious purpose. 

Only what purpose? They all searched 
for a good purpose to put behind Mr. 
Brame’s daily bursts of publicity. Mr. 
Brame, in distraction at last, telephoned 
to ask Kit if he and John Baker might 
discuss the matter with her, since Bert, 
while undoubtedly a born leader, Mr. 
Brame said, was not inclined toward 
science. 


ing in March, face to face with John 
Baker and Mr. Brame in the library. John 
Baker had said nothing while Mr. Brame 
explained why he had been brought here. 

Then Baker said in a literal but pleasant 
voice: “There isn’t much use in mountain 
climbing, if that’s what you mean, Brame. 
It’s some sort of psychosis, of course, 
which drives men to climbing mountains 
—some instinct of escape from the hum- 
drum—or perhaps from themselves.” 

Mr. Brame looked slightly disconcerted. 

“You mean,” Kit said, “that science is 
not served by such expeditions into high 
altitudes?” 

“Not much,” John Baker said. “That is, 
after the plant life disappears. Fessaday 
professes to have ready to publish his data 
on long-range. weather forecasting. But I 
haven’t seen them. My own interest is 
plants, as you know.” 

“It is rather essential in this case,” Mr. 
Brame said anxiously, “that we discover 
a good reason for the expedition.” He was 
pinching his underlip in profound thought. 
“I suppose,” he said slowly, “we could say 
that Bert Holm was going in search of 
rare plants.” He looked up with a mo- 
ment’s hope at John Baker. “They’re not 
medicinal by any chance, are they? That 
would make a good story.” 

But John Paker shook his head grimly. 
“They’re not worth a darned cent to hu- 
manity,” he said. 


K2 found herself, therefore, one morn- 
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THE LADY of this house won’t have 
to worry about ‘‘keeping up with 
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Kit laughed, but Mr. Brame declared 
with energy: 

“I’m not going to give up on this. There 
must be some use in this expedition, and 
T’ll find it and publish it.” 

In the end he scribbled a paragraph of 
notes. “How’s this?” he inquired. “The 
Holm Expedition, due to leave for the 
Himalayas on June the third of this year, 
is planned to include various scientific ob- 
jectives, one of the most important being 
the discovery by John Baker of rare 
Himalayan plant life. Mr. Holm will de- 
vote his own time to broader aspects of 
life at high altitudes, and hopes to return 
with information on the effect of altitude 
in curing respiratory diseases, especially 
tuberculosis.” 

Kit, staring in wonder at Mr. Brame, 
saw him look away hastily. He rose in- 
stantly and shook hands. “Ill leave Mr. 
Baker with you, Mrs. Holm. If Mr. Holm 
feels well enough—” 

“He feels quite well today,” Kit said. 

“Ah, splendid!” Mr. Brame replied. “Tll 
make a note of that.” 

And left with John Baker, Kit said, 
“Shall we go up?” 

_ And he said, “I am quite at your serv- 
ice.” 

She led the way upstairs then and 
opened the door of her old room, where 
a big desk stood in place of her bed. Upon 
it was a heap of letters which Mr. Brame 
had culled and sent to Bert now that he 
was nearly well. But Bert had not opened 
them. He was lying on the couch, tapping 
the end of a pencil against his beautiful 
white teeth and frowning over a list of 
equipment he had written in his sprawling 
unformed writing. 

“Bert,” she said, “this is John Baker.” 

He looked up. “Hello,” he said, turning 
his full bright gaze on them. 

John Baker bowed and sat down. 

“T’ll leave you to talk,” she said, and 
went to the door. And then, happening to 
glance at Bert, she saw his look and in- 
stantly knew its meaning. 

“Why, he’s going to hate John Baker!” 
she thought, amazed. 


(pees were nearly off at last. The ship 
was almost ready to move from the 
dock. Bert’s illness had improved him. 
He looked thinner and becomingly older. 
And he had learned how to accept cheers 
without looking sullen with shyness. In- 
stead he had stood by the rail, straight 
and bold, the sea wind ruffling his shin- 
ing hair. Now and again a voice shouted 
from the crowd: “That’s Bert! There he 
is—hi, there, Bert Holm!” Then he raised 
his arm and waved it and smiled, his white 
teeth glittering. 

Beside him, close-mouthed and_ gruff 
with strangeness, was Jackie Rexall, and 
clustered loosely about him were the 
young men who made up the expedition. 
Only John Baker was not there. Kit saw 
him saunter by once or twice, a cynical 
gravity upon his lips. To reporters who 
searched him out as second in importance 
to Bert Holm on the expedition he shook 
his head. 

“Haven't a thing to say,” he declared. “I 
hope to find a certain rare rhododendron.” 

“What will you do with it?” someone 
inquired eagerly. 

“Nothing—just find it,” he declared. 

Bert made far better copy. He was pic- 
turesque and frank, and more pleasant 
than he had once been with reporters. 
He did not need Kit to speak for him. He 
knew now there was no reason for him to 
be afraid. They liked him the way he was. 
They liked the way he talked. 

“Sure, I’m going for fun,’ he said, 
laughing. “Climbing mountains is always 
fun for me. Only, of course”—he remem- 
bered Mr. Brame— “I hope a lot of good 
scientific stuff will come out of it. ’m 
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looking to Baker for that, and the others. 
What’s that? Oh, sure, yes, I'll do some 
stuff myself—measuring altitudes and get- 
ting weather records and all that. Well, 
I expect to drop my wife at Calcutta, and 
then we'll push on up through North In- 
dia to the mountains, and she’ll go around 
and meet me somewhere in China.” 

China! It seemed infinitely remote to 
Kit. Kissing her family good-bye, she 
thought only of all the days between her- 
self and China. 

“Good-bye—good luck!” Mr. Brame said 
excitedly. “Don’t you worry, Mrs. Holm, 
about anything. As soon as Mr. Holm is 
gone, I shall begin at once on plans for 
publicity for his return.” 

She felt an amused compunction as she 
gave him her hand. “Thank you for all 
you’ve done,” she said. He had worked 
very hard. 

“T haven’t done anything, dear lady,” 
he assured her, touched by her kindness. 
People so often forgot to thank him. 

“You’ve made him,” she said quietly. 

“Well, perhaps—” He had coughed mod- 
estly. He looked at Bert with appreciation. 
Bert was fending off the last reporters 
laughingly. “Of course he’s very good 
publicity material,” Mr. Brame said. 
“With his looks,” he added, “people will 
always believe in him. And that’s the first 
essential—to get people to believe.” 

She examined him to see if there were 
irony anywhere in him. But there was 
not. 


H= STILL wasn’t a hundred percent all 
& right, Bert decided. Rest was what he 
needed, after all this racket. 

“Guess I'll find me a steamer chair and 
lie down, Kit,” he said. The ship was really 
getting out to sea now. It was only mid- 
afternoon, and a long time to go before 
supper. “I'll lie down and ‘maybe get the 
deck steward to get me some soup or 
something,” he said. 

oo go and find the deck steward,” Kit 
said. 

He let her, because he felt tired, and 
waited for her, leaning over the rail, star- 
ing at the misting skyline. The deck was 
almost empty. Everybody must be down- 
stairs unpacking. A good sleep was what 
he needed. 

He saw Kit coming down the deck in 
her white coat. She was carrying her hat 
in her hand, and the wet wind was already 
making drops on her flying hair. She was 
pretty. His heart went out to her, and he 
held out his arms. He hadn’t done that 
for a long time. She smiled, but she did 
not run into them as she used to. 

“T have your chair all ready,” Kit said, 
“on the other side, out of the wind. And 
your rug is there, too. And I told the stew- 
ard to bring you tea with sandwiches and 
cake.” 

It sounded so good he forgot everything 
else. After all, he ought to take care of 
himself. 

Down in their suite Kit surveyed the 
mass of mail and flowers. She would sort 
the letters and telegrams into preliminary 
piles, and then turn everything except 
family letters over to the young man who 
was going to act as Bert’s official sec- 
retary. 

She worked quietly for nearly an hour. 
And then at the bottom of the pile she 
saw a long white envelope she knew in- 
stantly. It was from Norman. She had 
waited for that envelope a thousand times 
in many parts of the world. Sometimes it 
had come, often it had not. But today she 
had not waited for it nor expected it. She 
had not even seen Norman again nor heard 
his voice since the night of Bert’s crisis, 
when he had phoned her. 

She tore open the envelope, and there 
in a square block of small writing in the 
middle of the page Norman had written: 
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et, 

“I see you're off to the ends of the world. 
Why I care about everything you do, God 
knows. But I do. Here’s hoping you have 
a good time and find your heart’s desire, 
whatever it is. I don’t believe I ever 
thought to ask you what it is. Remind me 
next time we meet, Kit. I’d like to know. 
Meanwhile, here’s looking at you! 

“NORMAN 

“P.S. My play is postponed. I thought 
of more stuff to put in and took it back. 
It’s going to be a knockout now.” 


She sat reading the few lines over and 
over. He was perilously near loving her. 
Perhaps he did love her and would not 
let himself see it. She realized it, but with- 
out exultation. She held the letter a mo- 
ment longer. She wouldn’t tear it up. Yes, 
she would. She didn’t want any letters 
over which again to dream. 

The days on the ship began their regu- 
larity. Bert was taking this expedition 
very seriously. Whatever Mr. Brame had 
planned it to be, to Bert it was the most 
important thing he had ever done. 

He ate voraciously but carefully. Liquor 
he refused completely. “I don’t want my 
heart to go back on me,” he declared, 
“maybe at a minute when I’m hanging on 
a rock in the sky, and need all I’ve got to 
go on.” He slept a lot and walked miles 
every day in a close routine which he 
wrote upon a piece of paper and pinned 
on the back of the bathroom door. And 
every morning at eleven he gathered his 
men together for a “fight talk.” 

“Where Fessaday fell down with his 
men,” he told Kit, “was he never gave 
them any enthusiasm for him. Gosh, we 


didn’t care if the old geezer got there or 


not. He used to give everybody their or- 
ders, and then he’d never look at any of 
us again. Well, naturally, we didn’t feel 
loyal. 

“Now, I handle my men different. ’m 
going to tell ’em my plans and ideas and 
get their cooperation. ‘Course I’m the 
leader, but every man will get what he 
deserves. When the publicity goes out, 
their names will be in it. Pll tell Frisk to 
put it in.” 


PPRISK was the young newspaper re- 
porter whom at the last moment Mr. 
Brame had decided to send along. “T’d like 
it understood, Mr. Holm,” he had told Bert, 
“that nobody else can send out any pub- 
licity except Jimmie Frisk. He’ll send all 
his stuff to me, and I'll look it over.” 

James Frisk was a slender, pale young 
man. He kept to himself a good deal, 
spending his morning if the dining saloon, 
where his tapping typewriter would not 
annoy the passengers. Each evening he 
handed Bert a sheaf of typed pages to be 
read before he put them in the mailbox 
in the purser’s office. 

“That’s what you want?” he inquired 
when Bert handed them back. 

“Swell,” he said heartily. 
swell, Jim!” 

For at the very first morning talk Bert 
had insisted that they all call each other 
by their first names. 

“You certainly can call me Bert,” he 
said heartily, and laughed. “I guess every- 
body does, anyway.” 

They had all smiled at him, the respond- 
ing smiles which he had now come to 
expect from everyone around him. Baker 
was the only one who didn’t smile. He sat 
there at the far end of the table, hanging 
onto that crooked pipe of his that he 
smoked all day. 

To Kit, when he came upstairs on deck, 
Bert said, “I’m going to have trouble with 
| that Baker, Kit.” 

“Oh, no, Bert!” she cried. “Not already!” 

“Nothing yet, don’t worry,” he said. 


“Perfectly 


'“But I wish I had followed my hunch. I 
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never knew one of my hunches to go 
apoE 
“What happened?” she urged. 

“Nothing,” Bert insisted. “He just don’t 
want | to cooperate. I can feel he’s that 
way. 

He was suddenly secretive, and she 
would not press him. When he withdrew 
into that stubborn secretiveness which, 
she now knew, was also a part of his na- 
ture, even though it were about a small 
thing, she stopped still. 

For not yet could she forget, when he 
turned secretive, that he had never told 
her about Lil. She wondered, now and 
again, whether he ever would, thinking 
sometimes that he would not, and again 
believing that he must. The fact of Lil no 
longer mattered to her. But she wanted 
Bert to tell her. If he would only tell her, 
she would not feel so hopelessly far from 
him. She could not tell him she knew until 
he spoke first. For that would be to force 
him to a place to which he had not come 
of his own will. And she could not bear 
the sight of his eyes grown furtive with 
resentment at his being forced to break 
open his instinctive secrecy. 


O, SHE could not use force. But, it oc- 
curred to her, there were other means. 
She had never told him about Norman. 
Now in this moment she was aware of: be- 
ing unjust in not having told him about 
Norman. Not that there was much to tell. 
Not any use, was there, in going back 
to—? No, but she had demanded of Bert 
that he go back. And there had been no 
difference between marriage and. the sort 
of love she had once given Norman, no 
real difference. She suddenly saw she had 
been monstrously unjust in not doing her- 
self what she demanded of Bert. She 
rushed to instant amends. 

“Bert,” she began impulsively, “there’s 
something I haven’t told you—about my- 
self, I mean.” 

Now she had begun, she felt foolish and 
awkward. He did not change his look, and 
she was not sure whether he heard her. 
But it did not matter. She was really doing 
this for herself. 

“There was someone—Norman Linlay— 
he writes plays. I was terribly in love with 
him, Bert, before I met you.” 

He looked up at this, startled. “Were 
you engaged?” he asked solemnly after a 
moment. 

“Yes,” she said. 

She saw him taking this into his mind 
slowly. Yes, he minded it. 

“Why didn’t you go on with it?” he 
asked. 

“He decided—not to—I mean he found 
he didn’t care—” “Go on,’ she told her- 
self fiercely, “say the real words!”—“He 
didn’t love me enough.” 

There, she had made the cut clean with 
herself. Humiliation was silly, anyway. 
Only one got over it last of all. He was 
staring at her with pity plain on his face 
—nothing but pity. 

“Aw, Kit, that’s too bad.” He put out 
his hand and seized hers. 

She could not bear his pity. It was re- 
pulsive. “Oh, I don’t mind—now,” she said 
quickly. She drew her hand away. 

“That’s right,” he said warmly. “Don’t 
you care. Besides, Kit, if it hadn’t hap- 
pened like that, look what would have 
happened to us—we'd never have got mar- 
ried!” 

She could not answer. She simply sat 
there in the bright sunlight of a June 
morning at sea, suddenly so overcome with 
misery and a sense of all gone wrong with 
her that she was compelled toward the 
whole purpose for which she had spoken. 
She said, her eyes fixed on the farthest 
edge of the calm blue sea: “Bert, you— 
sometimes you shut yourself against me. 
Do you know you do, I wonder? I wish 
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you'd feel you could tell me—everything, 
too.” 

She brought her gaze back from the 
meeting of sky and sea to bear fully upon 
him. But all she saw was the childish, 
furtive look she dreaded creep over the 
blueness of his eyes. 

“You mean Baker?” he asked. “I tell 
you, he just isn’t going to cooperate.” And 
then he added with his old sullenness, “I 
don’t know what youre talking about any- 
way, Kit.” 

She did not answer. She need not have 
spoken at all. They were only where they 
began. She longed to have her words back 
again. But they had gone from her and 
now were lost. She felt as one feels who 
calls and hears no answer. . 

And yet, if she accepted the fundamen- 
tal wrong with life, it was amazing how 
much.remained to be right. She found she 
could separate herself into two persons: 
one, Mrs. Bert Holm; and the other, the 
old Kit Tallant whom she had always been. 
Why should Kit Tallant be eternally dis- 
turbed over the difficulties of Mrs. Bert 
Holm? Let Bert Holm’s troubled wife turn 
to Kit Tallant now and then. 


(THEY divided time between them. In the 
morning Kit awoke early and bathed 
herself in the sea-water bath and went 
up on deck alone, while Bert slept. She 
tramped up and down the decks, wet and 
clean behind the line of sailors scrubbing 
the white boards. Sky and wind and sea, 
in a trinity of simple impetuous move- 
ment and simple color—they were always 
the same and never quite the same. The 
advantage of sea over earth was in the 
movement of its color. The earth was stolid 
under its imposed seasons, but the sea 
became its own mood, hourly changed. 

She went downstairs then and opened 
the door to Bert, sitting up in bed and 
eating toast and tea. 

“Hello,” he remarked. “I didn’t hear you 
get up. Gosh, how I sleep!” : 

She bent and kissed his cheek and sat 
down on the couch to listen to him. 

“Say, Kit, did you see that old woman 
yesterday, the one with the white hair? 
You ought to’ve seen her! First she comes 
up and asks me for my autograph. Well, 
I give it to her. Then she tells me how I 
remind her of her dear dead boy. He was 
brave like me, she says—ha, ha!—only he 
got killed in the World War, see, and the 
first time she sees my picture she thinks 
it’s him, come back again. And when she 
read in the papers that I’m going to be 
on this boat, she decides she’ll come, too. 
Gosh, she’s got diamonds as big as pullet 


@ | eggs, nearly. She must be well off!” 


“What did you say to her?” she asked. 

“I was decent, of course,” he replied, 
“but if I had to be a son to all these old 
women who think I look like their babies, 
Td have a heck of a life, wouldn’t I! 

“What makes women everlastingly 
yearn, Kit? The young ones yearn for you 
to kid ’em along, and the old ones want 
to be your mother.” He laughed and bit 
hugely into toast. “I like you, Kit! You 
know how to leave me alone. Take this 
tray, will you? That'll hold me till I get 
a real meal.” 

He leaped up and threw off his clothes 
and ran into his bath. When he came out, 
wrapped in an enormous white towel, he 
looked like a large and beautiful boy. And 
Kit watched him while he considered one 
suit, then another, and pondered over the 
color of his tie. 

“Bert, you’re getting to be a dandy,” she 
said. “Remember how you used to go 
without a tie at all, and groan at Glen 
Barry about changing your clothes for 
dinner?” 

He grinned at her. “Mustn’t disappoint 
the old dame,” he replied. 

“Then wear this,” she said, and chose | 
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a bright blue tie. “That’s for your eyes.” 

He stared at himself with pleasure, 
whistling out of tune as he tied his tie 
before the mirror. 

“Think I’m pretty?” he inquired of her 
face behind his in the mirror. 

“Don’t you think so?” she countered, 
keeping her lips grave. 

“Kind of,” he confessed, and in her 
laughter they clasped hands and saun- 
tered in to breakfast. 

Bert, eating wheatcakes and syrup, was 
saying: “I got the best of Baker, Kit. And 
he had to own up I did! You ain’t going 
to get people excited over a couple of 
yards of Latin names! I said, ‘I guess I 
don’t climb the stiffest mountain in the 
world for that,’ I said. So what I say is, 
why shouldn’t we take notes on the cli- 
mate and all that and maybe place a T.B. 
sanitarium there—you know, where sick 
people could go into the pure air. I bet I 
could raise a million for it—maybe call 
it the Bert Holm sanitarium, and get 
everybody to give a dollar to it if they 
couldn’t do better.” 

She watched him as he talked. Did he 
mean what he said, or had Jack Rexall 
talked him into some money-raising 
scheme? She did not trust that small fox- 
faced friend of Bert’s. 

“What about that garage you used to 
want?” she asked Bert, half-playfully. 

“Oh, that’s all over,” he said. “I didn’t 
know what I was talking about then. I’ve 
got beyond that. Come on, Kit—you fin- 
spe Let’s go up and walk a couple of 
miles.” 


GHE followed him out of the dining 
saloon, aware of half a hundred heads 
turned to watch them. But she looked at 
‘none of them until she passed the table 
where the two old white-haired ladies sat. 
Then she smiled down into a pair of misty 
blue eyes. 

Later she was lying in her deck chair 
dreaming over a little book of newly pub- 
lished poems when she heard a voice—a 
gentle, cultivated, old voice—and, looking 
up, she saw the old lady at whom she had 
smiled 

“I wonder if I may—?” Mrs. Townsend 
breathed. Her eyes finished for her—sit 
down just a moment?” 

“Do, please,” Kit said. She brushed away 
the heap of maps on Bert’s chair. 

The old lady sat down on the edge of 
it. “I shan’t stay,” she declared, “but Ihave 
so longed to speak to you. Your dear 
young husband—he so reminds me of my 
own dear dead son.” Her lips trembled. 

“He told me,” Kit murmured. Her heart 
moved toward this delicate old creature 
and then retreated. If she really knew 
Bert— 

“It’s not that, of course, about which I 
want to speak,” the old lady said. “I 
couldn’t be so rude as to intrude a private 
sorrow. No, it just came to me—the won- 
derful thing is that there’s something 
about him—your husband, I mean—that 
seems to fit into each life. Emily—that’s 
my sister—told me a few minutes ago that 
he made her think of—of the young man 
to whom she was engaged, who died of 
typhus many years ago. I was amazed 
when she spoke of the resemblance, for I 
could see none, but then it came to me.. 
It’s because he—your husband—is such 
an ideal young man, isn’t he?—and he re- 
minds everybody of the one most loved.” 
Her lips quivered, and she patted Kit’s 
hand. “It must be hard for you sometimes, 
dear—having to share him with the world, 
in a manner of speaking. But what a privi- 
lege, too! And he’s devoted to you; one | 
can see it. He’s lovely to you, isn’t he?” | 

Her face grew pink at Kit’s smile. “I’m | 
just chattering on and on. But I’m so glad | 
I have this chance to be on the same ship | 
with him—and to know, from my own | 
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bother and stop moth damage cold! 
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requires no wrapping or packing. 
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personal observation, how good he is. So 
if I ever hear any more nasty stories, I 
shall just contradict them. I want you to 
know that. And don’t think, dear, that I 
shall presume on this as an acquaintance. 
You must have so many people pushing 
to know you. I should be so sorry to seem 
one of them.” 

“I am so glad you stopped,” Kit said 
brightly. This sweet old child! Not if she 
could would she have stripped a star from 
the halo she set upon Bert’s unconscious 
head. 

“Good-bye, then. If you care, Iam Mrs. 
Harris Townsend of Richmond.” She trot- 


* * * 


MURDER 
MADE TO ORDER 


Certainly it looked that way. 
They were talking, the whole 
family, about the formula for 
a mystery story. In great detail 
they worked it out. It was all 
quite jolly. Then there was a 
sound upstairs. A curious 
sound. In bed, where usually 


he slept, a man now was genu- 


inely dead. Why? How? Who? 
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the facts are clearly indi- 
cated. The suspense is high, 
the solution quick. It’s a 
fast-moving short mystery 
that the family will like 


* * * 


ted away, waving her black-gloved hand. 

It was a ray of light let into the solidity 
of all the blur of people who made up the 
curious public. This particle of it became 
a human being. And what she had said 
was true. When a little later Bert, flushed 
with the importance of his morning con- 
ference, came back to her, she saw at a 
distance behind him a pretty girl; not 
alone, indeed. There was a young man 
with her, an ordinary-looking young man 
of middle height and muddy coloring. And 
the girl stopped, too, when Bert stopped 
to sit down. Leaning her elbows upon the 
railing, her back to the sea, she stood 
laughing and talking with the young man, 
the wind fluttering the ends of the red 
scarf tied about her brown hair and catch- 
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ing the flying ends of her brown coat. 

“That poor young man,” Kit thought, 
watching his delight. “He doesn’t know 
she’s really talking and being pretty for 
Bert. She’s imagining he is Bert.” _ 

But Bert in the chair beside her was 
thinking about no one at this moment but 
himself. 

“Say, Kit,” he said, “they want me to 
make a speech about the expedition to- 
night after the concert and maybe give 
’em a few autographs.” 

“Oh, no,” she said in distaste. “Not now. 
Not until afterward, when the expedition 
is successfully over and there is something 
to show them.” His disappointed look 
forced her to add, “I'm sure Mr. Brame 
would say so, Bert.” 

“Well, maybe,” he agreed doubtfully. 

“Oh, he would!” she said definitely. 
“Besides, you’re far to busy to work up a 
good speech in these few hours.” 

“You're right,” he said. He sat for a 
moment, and then jumped up restlessly. 
“Guess I'll go down to the gym awhile and 
punch the bag before I eat.” 


““C’AY, Mrs. Holm!” a voice called. There 

was an urgent tap on her door. She 
had come to her room to brush her hair 
and wash the stickiness of the salt wind 
from her face and hands. She opened 
the door, and there stood Jimmie Frisk, 
his young face full of alarm and con- 
sternation. 

“Say, Mrs. Holm, I don’t know how to 
tell you,” he began, “but something ter- 
rible has happened in the gymnasium.” 

“To Bert?” she asked sharply. 

“Not exactly—that is, to both of them,” 
he faltered. 

“What—” 

“Bert and Baker,” he said quickly. “We 
were all down there, and we thought they 
were just fooling. Bert had been playing 
some of his crazy tricks the way he does, 
and we were laughing. He must have done 
something to Baker. Anyway when we 
thought they were pretending to fight, 
they were really fighting—like hell, too,” 
he added. 

“Oh!” she exclaimed, and brushed past 
him, full of annoyance. Really, this was 
too childish of Bert! She hurried down 
the corridor, Jimmie Frisk behind her. 

“Of course I know it mustn’t get out,” 
he was saying. “It would make a grand 
story, of course.” 

“Don’t you dare tell it!” she ordered 
him. A grand story, indeed! She could see 
temptation wriggling in his newspaper- 
man’s soul. 

“No—no,” he promised her. . 

“TI trust to your loyalty to Bert,” she 
cried at him over her shoulder as she went 
down the stairs. 

The door of the gymnasium was closed. 
Frisk had to shout before it was opened 
by Jack Rexall. Then the first moment she 
saw them—Bert lying unconscious on the 
floor, a frightened attendant pouring water 
over his forehead; and Baker holding his 
hand to his blackening eye. Two or three 
men stood about; all, she saw thankfully, 
Bert’s own men. 

“What happened?” she demanded. 

“We thought Bert was fooling,” Rexall 
explained drily. “He’s always been a 
teaser—used to be that way in school, but 
he’d fight fair enough when we lit into 
him once in a while.” 

He looked at Baker with hatred. “We 
didn’t see how he got knocked out, Mrs. 
Holm. We was each of us doing something 
else, and the first thing we knew was 
Bert’s fallin’ down like a ton of brick.” 

But Bert was coming to consciousness. 
He groaned faintly, his face greenish, and 
opened his eyes. 

“Kit,” he murmured. 

Baker, putting on his coat, laughed sud- 
denly. “You’d better go to bed,” he said. 
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“Come on, fellows.” He stooped and lifted 
Bert’s shoulders. 

“T can stand,” Bert. said suddenly. 

He struggled to his feet and stood sway- 
ing until Jack Rexall ran to his side and 
put his arms about him. 

“Come, Bert,” Kit said. And then she 
turned to Baker. “No one must hear of 
this,” she said. 

“Tll see to that,’ he muttered. 

The gong for luncheon had rung long 
before. The corridors were empty, and 
they reached their suite with no one to 
see them except a busy stewardess hurry- 
ing past with a tray. Together Kit and 
Jack Rexall helped Bert to the couch. He 
still was pale and dazed. 

“Did I get him at all, Rexie?” he asked 
anxiously. 

“In the eye,” Jack Rexall said. 

A great grin spread over Bert’s face. 
“That fellow,” he remarked, “he sure can 
fight.” 

She could have taken him by the shoul- 
ders and shaken him until his teeth rat- 
tled, she thought, except that suddenly she 
was laughing, too. At what? Perhaps at 
his astounding luck more than anything. 
There was not a scratch to be seen on him. 
Poor John Baker, whose solemn, ugly, 
square face was marred by his purpling 
eye—and Bert, though vanquished, with- 
out a scratch on him! 

She had reproof on her tongue’s end, 
ready to pour upon him the moment 
Rexall was gone. Silly childishness, two 
men fighting like naughty boys—she was 
ready to begin. But Bert stood up, with 
scarcely a tremor. 

“Let’s eat,” he exclaimed, “as soon as 
I can get some clothes on. I’m always 
starved after a fight!” 

She let reproof remain unspoken. What 
was the use of scolding a boy for some- 
thing he did not even know he had 
done? But when Rexall was gone, she said 
quietly, 

“Aren’t you going to tell me anything 
at all, Bert?” 

“What about?” he asked, his blue eyes 
bluer than she had ever seen them. 

“The fight,” she said shortly. 

“Oh, that business!” he replied. “There 
wasn’t much to that. Gosh, but he cer- 
tainly did knock me cold, though!” He 
grinned at her. “First thing I ever liked 
about the fellow,” he added. 

She looked back at him helplessly. It 
was impossible not to like him. Of course 
everybody liked him. And so would she— 
if only she were not his wife! 

(To be continued) 
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SOMETIMES they smile and whisper 
low, 

“How fine that she is wise, 

That she has sense enough to know 

The course where wisdom lies.” 


OH, YES! I know the course quite well, 
And so I calmly turn 

And smile—as if my heart could quell 
Its love with unconcern. 


THEY see my lips and then surmise 
That I no longer care: 

I do not let them glimpse. my eyes— 
I know they'd find you there. 
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On the ice, she’s a swan on flashing 
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RARE RECIPES ‘‘From Mexico’’. by Pay 
Walker’s Austex Chile Co. SANDWICH 
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Lifé Begins at Breakfast 


(Continued from page 134) 
after breakfast—another saving in dish- 
washing. 

“Breakfast means many things to many 
men,” wrote Elizabeth Robins Pennell, 
wife of the famous etcher. The petit 
déjeuner, the little breakfast of coffee or 
chocolate and crisp rolls, is a tradition in 
France; and I cherish the memory of 
Italian breakfasts of tea, crusty rolls with 
sweet butter and honey or apricot jam, 
eaten outdoors on a terrace overlooking 
the blue waters of Lake Como. The tea 
was my choice; I did not enjoy the Italian 
coffee. 

The English like their early-morning 
cup of tea and later a rasher of bacon, 
er eggs and bacon, toast and marmalade, 
and tea or coffee. Sometimes a kippered 
herring, a “bloater,” or grilled kidney 
takes the place of the bacon. In Scotland 
breakfast just isn’t breakfast without por- 
ridge—or hot cereal, as we call it. 

I have thoroughly relished all these 
breakfasts in their native settings. 

Our American breakfasts offer greater 
variety. Perhaps that is because we have 
become cosmopolitan in our tastes and 
have adopted the breakfast dishes of many 
nations, while still using those that are 
typically American. Our American diet 


Shapely Croquettes MOIST 


has changed greatly with the shift in the | 


type of work we do. The old-time New 
England breakfast of codfish cakes, baked 
beans, and pie is reminiscent of the days 
when life began before breakfast, when 
the men came to the breakfast table hun- 
gry as hunters after an early morning at 
the chores. Some of us know how a long 
brisk walk in the cool of the morning can 
whet the appetite for breakfast. It is a 
grand tonic. 

At the beginning of a busy day we may 
not have the time or the inclination to 
indulge in the sprightly philosophy of Dr. 
Oliver Wendell Holmes, the genial “Auto- 
crat of the Breakfast Table.” But we can 
choose a breakfast that meets our needs, 
not too hearty, not too light, and mix it 
in with some good table talk now and 
then. 

We may eat with our morning paper— 
but not behind it, please! We may eat 
breakfast on a stool at the soda fountain. 
But if we are wise, we will not hurry 
through our first meal of the day. For life 
begins at breakfast. 


DONT MIss 
“Lenten Meals Without a Letdown” on 


ee ep 


page 138. It’s a complete portfolio. 
of recipes for the fasting season. 


Mind Your P’s and Q’s 


(Continued from page 67) 
something else, for their very essence is 
kindness and consideration. 

Etiquette is something that anyone can 
learn, and manners are something that 
anyone can have, and with very little 
trouble. The first step is to buy a good 
etiquette book, or to take one out of the 
library. Once you have your book, don't 
try to learn the contents by rote, from 
cover to cover. Study the chapter head- 
ings and skim through the chapters to see 


hs SS 


what types of problems you ought to watch | 


out for. 

Then keep the book beside your bed, 
and, through the day, make a note of 
the times when you weren't quite cer- 
tain what you ought to do, the points to 
be looked up that night. Include even the 


smallest details—whether you should have | 
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SALMON CROQUETTES A LA PIERRE 


114 cups flaked salmon - 
1 tablespoon lemon juice 






3 tablespoons Minute Tapioca 


” arpa Sifted bread or cracker 
ash of cayens : x 
¥ teaspoon paprika 7 eo Baas) 
1 tablespoon minced green pepper 3 ee a 
inc t 
; len minced pimiento pee 
cup 


salt, cayenne, paprika, green pepper, pi- 
: e boiler. Place over rapidly boiling 
water, and cook § to 10 minutes after water boils again, toad or 
quently. Add salmon and lemon juice, and mix thorough y: : ue 
mixture thickens as it cools. Shape into balls. Roll in eee a 
in egg mixture, then roll again in crumbs. Fry in deep fat (3 : 
1 minute, or until golden brown. Drain. Makes 16 
small or 8 medium croquettes. All measurements are Ee 
@ These croquettes are light and fluffy. They're ieades Ti 
and moist, too, and rich in flavor, beneath that a — 
crust. Secret—Minute Tapioca is the perfect binder! waa 
Another tip...some day soon, try Apricot Tapioca— 
see easy directions on Minute Tapioca package. > 


Send—now—for a 
new cook book of 58 miracle-working recipes! Address 


eset Creek, Mich. If 
1 Foods, Dept. G. H. 3-39; Battle reek, 1 
F R : - erie ssteaee: address: General Foods, Cobourg, Ont. This 


offer expires Dec. 31. 1939. 


Combine Minute Tapioca, 
miento, and milk in top of doubl 








SEE GUARANTY OF ADVERTISED PRODUCTS ON PAGE 6 _ . 
















p lou Beok... Designs Selected from 


Hundreds of St. Charles STEEL Kitchens 


Practical ideas for your kitchen abound in this Plan Book of selected 
St. Charles kitchens designed by experts... illustrating efficient arrange- 
ment of ‘cabinets, sinks, counters, range and refrigerator for “L’”’ or 
“U” or straight line kitchen layouts. Ideas adaptable whether kitchen 
space is large or small, narrow or square... for new homes or remodel- 
ing...showing application of units from two complete St. Charles 
lines... priced to fit a wide range of building budgets. These plans will 
help decide your own requirements. Write for Kitchen Plan Book GH-1. 
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. St. Charles Mfg. Go. = 
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copy of Kitchen 
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“That ‘water’ in the road 
is a genuine MIRAGE!” 


VERY motorist has noticed an 
apparently wet place on the 
paved road far ahead. What 
looks like a rain puddle, van- 
ishes when you come nearer. 
This illusion is a true mirage 
and is caused in the same way 
as the desert mirage. The New 
Merriam-Webster explains how 
mirages are caused. WEBSTER’S 
»| NEW INTERNATIONAL DICTION- 
| ARyY, Second Edition, has thou- 
sands of encyclopedic arti- 
cles, and, in addition, more 
complete and authoritative 
“dictionary information’’— 
spellings, pronunciations, 
definitions, etymologies— 
than any other reference 
book. At your bookdealer, or 
write for FREE ILLUS- 

TRATED BOOKLET 

to G. & C. Mer- 

riam Co., Dept. 

206, Spring- 

field, Mass. 


Visit the 
Merriam- 
Webster 
Exhibits 
New York 
World's Fair 
1939 
Golden Gate 
International 
Exposition 
Copyright, 1939, by 
G. & C. Merriam Co. 
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New INTERNATIONAL 

DICTIONARY SYTHE 





SHELL BE VERY GLAD 
SHE NOTICED THIS 
BIT OF NEWS— 








WELL- PERFECT HOT 
STARCH WITHOUT 
BOILING [§ NEWs - 
GOOD NEWS/ 












LLY 
Here’s that modern way SPEEDILY / 
to hot starch without HAPPILY: 


mixing, boiling and bother as with lump starch. 
Makes starching easy. Makes ironing easy. Re- 
stores elasticity and that soft charm of newness. 
No sticking. No scorching. Your iron fairly 
glides. A wonderful invention. This free test 


convinces. Send for a Trial Packet. 


ELASTIC STARCH 


THANK YOU....----_-_ 
1 THE HUBINGER CO., No. 658, Keokuk Ia. 


' 

! Your free sample of QUICK ELASTIC, please, | 
“That Wonderful Way to Hot Starch.’ 

| 


> Gusist on This. Label 




















walked down the aisle at theatre before 
or after the boy who took you (if the boy 
is holding the tickets, the girl follows him 
until the usher takes the tickets; if the 
usher takes the tickets at the head of the 
aisle, the girl follows the usher, the boy 
follows the girl) ; whether you should have 
introduced your companion to the lady 
you met downtown, or the other way 
round (except in very special cases a man 
is always presented to a woman, the less 
important of two women is always pre- 
sented to the other); whether or not you 
should have worn a hat to the church 
wedding that took place in the evening 
(usually, unless the church wedding is 
very formal, the woman guest wears a 
hat); how you should have signed your 
name to the business letter you wrote (a 
woman always signs a business letter with 
her given name; if married, she may sign 
under her given name, in parenthesis, her 
marriage name); and any small point that 
might crop up on the house party to which 
you've been invited. 

Once you have looked up the rules of 
procedure in connection with some defi- 
nite incident, you'll probably remember 
them, particularly if you also learn the 
reasons behind the rules. Almost always 
you'll find such a good reason, based on 
such good common sense, that you'll feel 
you might have figured it out for yourself 
if you'd tried to think what was the sim- 
plest thing to do, the one leading to the 
least confusion and making everyone in- 
volved in that particular situation most 
comfortable. 


yout be surprised by what a knowl- 
edge of etiquette will do for you. Hun- 
dreds of girls have just missed getting a 
glamorous job because of a seemingly un- 
important phrase, like “Pleased to meet 
rey that hinted at a serious lack of pol- 
ish. 

Hundreds of others have been disap- 
pointed by being left out of some party, 
because the hostess couldn’t quite face 
their awkward manners before her smart- 
est friends. And thousands have been bit- 
terly hurt by what they thought was the 
fickleness of some young man, but what 
was really an intelligent fear that they 
wouldn’t be able to live up to the future 
he planned to make. 

Most ambitious young men who look 
forward to matrimony think of a wife who 
will preside over their home with gra- 
ciousness and assurance, however high 
they climb. They may have a very good 
time with girls whose manners are noisy 
or sketchy. Taking them out, going to par- 
ties and dancing with them may be fun 
and easier than going with more punc- 
tilious companions, but their attentions 
are seldom so serious with the girls with 
sketchy manners. 

The truth is that minding your P’s and 
Q’s is a policy that pays. An appreciative 
bread-and-butter letter written promptly 
and sincerely; a few moments of courteous 
attention to an older woman at a tea; a 
call made because it was the kind and 
polite thing to do; a regard for old-fash- 
ioned conventions during a date, out of 
consideration for a hostess or a parent— 
any of these may reap a reward quite out 
of proportion to the trouble it costs. 
Knowing when and how to do them is 
certain to. 





Said a dandy Dalmatian 
L named Spot, 
| “[like Red Heart's 3 flavors 
a lot- 
Beef-fish-cheese in rotation, 
Pleases any Dalmatian | 
It hits every spot that he’s got!” : 










Start feeding your dog 
Red Heart and see him 
thrive! For Red Heartis 









containing fresh meat and meat 

by-products, vegetable and bone 
meal, cereals, cod-liver oil, and Fleischmann’s 
Irradiated Yeast—prepared in a federally in- 
spected piant. For appetite appeal, feed Red 
Heart’s 3 flavors—beef, fish, cheese—in rotation. 
And, remember, Red Heart Biscuits are grand 
for dogs’ teeth! Write today for authoritative 
FREE booklet, Dogs, Their Care and Feeding. 
Address: John Morrell & Co., Dept. 63, 
Ottumwa, Iowa. 


Red Heart GE) Dog Food 


TURN TO PAGE 


Good Housekeeping’s 
Index to Advertisements 


conveniently arranged 
by classifications to 
make it easy for you to 
find anything you want. 
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When Fairyfoot is applied, see how 
quickly pain stops, and your bun- 
ion getssmaller. Enables youto 4 
wear proper shoes. Ready for in- 
stant use. Tested and proven since 
1897—Now new formula works 
quicker and better than ever. 


FREE PROOF! 


Write for FREE trial treatment. 
Fairyfoot Products Co.,, Chicago, Ill. 
1223 S. Wabash Ave., Dept. 2133 























“TRANSFORMATION ACT” 


Is just what you’ve been looking for 
if you’re tired of your same old face. 
Miss Murrin, our beauty editor, tells 
how to make it over—see page 114 
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Largest variety of wool and 


pi novelty yarns. Lowest prices. 
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE. 
Instruction books; knitting accessories. 


WONOCO YARN CO., Dept. 3W, 371 Grand St., New York, N.Y. 
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product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


‘ Magic Sentence 


(Continued from page 23) 
“Here! I'll pay you a little ahead. You look 
like you need it. Take it, youll work it 
out.” 

But at the end of the week, her salary 
was forthcoming; and when she protested, 
surprised, he said: 

“Advance? Twenty-five-dollar advance? 
Was no advance. Was a present!” There 
was that to remember, and Tobenkin 
walking three blocks out of his way to 
take her to the trolley on late nights, and 
Tobenkin drawing a bag of smashed gum 
drops from his pocket at least once daily, 
saying, “For the Assistant!” 

“But that doesn’t excuse a dozen things 
around here,” she announced. “It doesn’t—” 

“Are you talking to someone or just 
practicing?” a strange voice asked sud- 
denly from somewhere below the ladder. 

Glickse turned sharply; the ladder 
lunged left, then right, and with a last 
creak the one good hinge parted— 

“Oh!” she cried, hurtling through space. 

“Steady there!” And two big hands held 
her suspended in midair. “Sorry I startled 
you,” the young man said. “The door was 
open and—” ; 

LICKSE was silent, not certain of the 

correct thing to say when held at arm’s 
length some distance from solid ground. 
Her lips opened again, pursed themselves 
round for the “Oh!” and abruptly she 
wasn’t at arm’s length; she was very close 
to the young man, closer and closer, and 
there wasn’t anywhere in Glickse’s heart 
or head the slightest inclination to stop 
his preposterous action— 

“What’s this!” An astonished shout came 
. from the door. Mr. Tobenkin’s untidy eye- 
brows climbed rapidly to meet the 
wrinkles on his forehead. “Greta Garbo 
maybe with Clark Taylor?” 

The young man set Glickse on her feet 
before he turned to Mr. Tobenkin. “The 
door was open, and the young lady— The 
ladder collapsed, and I happened to—catch 
her.” His face was grave; it was a nice 
face, a trifle thin, but with good bones. 

eS ot" 

“May I help you to find something?” 
Glickse interposed. 

“You have—thanks.” Once more their 
eyes met. 

Tobenkin looked at his customer, at the 
tan slicker more fit for a rainy spring 
night than for this clear midwinter 
weather, the scuffed brogues, the absence 
of hat and gloves. . . “You had some books 
to sell, perhaps?” he asked briskly. 

“Yes. Yes, L—’ From a pocket he 
brought a slim book, a larger one, an- 
other— 

“Books I got plenty.” Tobenkin’s voice 
was weary. “Books!” It was part of his 
regular act. 

“I saw the sign in your window.” The 
words came low, the jaw was set. “But if—” 

“What are they?” Glickse opened the 
first one. 

“Poetry?” inquired Tobenkin in dis- 


gust. 

“Robert Frost,” said Glickse. “We 
haven’t any Robert Frost.” 

The second book was Melville. “Sea 
stories, Mr. Tobenkin.” 

Mr. Tobenkin’s hand came out. It was 
a thick book. Mr. Tobenkin liked thick 
books. He flipped its pages. “No pictures,” 
he said. “Who would give me a quarter 
for sea stories?” he asked of the store in 
general. 

The young man reached for his books. 
Red colored his thin face, and the line of 
his jaw was grim. 


“Wait a moment!” Glickse lifted the | 


third book. “What else do you have? 
It was clear what the young man 
wanted to do. He wanted to heave the 


GO BY TRAIN 





Youll Place Your 
Seal of Approval 


on Glacier Park 


@ Glorious, carefree days at 
Glacier National Park’s pic- 
turesque hotels and chalets 
and the million acres of 
enchanting beauty. The cost? 
—comparatively inexpensive! 


@ Here you'll find a thousand 
miles of trails to ride or hike 
—an amazing mountain high- 
way—250 lakes—60 glaciers— 
hundreds of snow-crowned 
peaks—dashing streams and 
waterfalls. 


® Play golf, boatride or swim. 
Enjoy gay evening parties. 
Plan to include 

Pacific Northwest 

cities, Alaska, San 

Francisco Exposi- 

tion. Ask about All- 

Expense Tours. 





CHIEF MOUNTAIN 
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A. J. Dickinson, Room 905 
Great Northern Railway Building 


St. Paul, Minn. 


Send me further information about a trip 





ARCHES 
ON! 
For 47 years, RITZ Cloths have made 


housecleaning easier, more efficient. 
There‘s a RITZ Cloth for every clean- 


ing purpose. Quality and service in 
each. At good houseware and linen 
departments — hardware stores. 
For booklet write John Ritrenthaler, 
73 Franklin St., New York. 


POLISHING 
SILVER, 
LOORS, POTS 













Beautiful beyond words! 


(Plant Pat. No. 249) 
Rose enthusiasts acclaim 
it far and wide—distinct 
from anything yet seen. 
_ E Glorious, vivid shades— 
rich glowing salmon, with exquisite pure pink 
and orange. FourGold Meda! awards! Vigorous 
plants, $1.65 ea., prepaid. Free Cata 


HENRY A. DREER 


252 Dreer Bldg. 
Philadelphia, Pa. 





M.S. 
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MODERN 


The New Decorative Trend 


Striking patterns and weaves in 
Crown Tested Rayon and cotton 
are now available at your favorite 
department store. Ask to see them. 


Send 10c in stamps or coin for 
Window Wisdom. . . instructive 
booklet on window decoration. 


LOUISVILLE TEXTILES, INC., 
TI aT 
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THAT'S EASY 
TO SERVE, TOO 






CROSSE & BLACKWELL'S Date 
& Nut Bread is delicious, 
different—always makes a 
hit. And you can serve it Seas 
hundreds of fascinating “~ 2% on 
ways. Here are a few— Seite 


Dinner Dessert— 
A Delicious dessert served 
hot with a thin sauce. 
(Favorite recipe, directions 
on the label). 







School Lunch 


Sandwiches— 
A Nourishing treat, 
spread with butter 
or cream cheese. 


Vacuum Packed 
always fresh, ready § 
to use—easy to Ny 
slice thin. 4. 






“Parties—makes a bit afternoon 
or evening—with your favorite cheese 
spread, or just sliced and served, 


At Your Grocer’s. If he cannot supply you, mail 
15c and we will send you a can post paid. The Crosse & 
Blackwell Co:, 6841 Eastern Avenue, Baltimore, Md. 


Another Food Delight—Crosse & Blackwell’s Chocolate 
Nut Bread—At Your Grocer’s in vacuum sealed cans. 


CROSSE & BLACKWELL'S 


Date and Nut Bread 



















< FEE KK 
BRING OUT 
NATURAL FOOD FLAVORS 


® ® 
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TRADE MARK 


A Wheat Protein Derivative 


@ You'll be amazed at the extra tasty good- 
ness of Soups, Sauces, Gravies, Omelets 
and Vegetables. A bit of AJI added to your 
own “pet recipes” will give them new 
appetite-appeal. Your family will sit up, 
take notice and wonder whence came that 
Master Touch. 

INTRODUCTORY OFFER: You certainly will 
want to try AJI—so take advantage of this offer of 
a 25¢ package of AJI—PLUS a useful Recipe 









SUPER— 
SEASONING 


with 





Book—all for only 10¢. MAIL THE COUPON TODAY. 
S. Suzuki & Co. of N- Y., Ltd. Be nh fa P27 
230 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

I enclose 10¢ (stamps or coin) for a full size 
package of AJI and a Recipe Book. 

Name 





books at her and wring Tobenkin’s neck. 

“A Gray’s ‘Anatomy, Mr. Tobenkin.” 

“For that, maybe—” a generous conces- 
sion—“I would pay a quarter.” 

“Look,” said the owner of Frost, Mel- 
ville, and Gray’s “Anatomy,” “let’s call 
the whole thing off.” 

“Ah, bup, bup, bup!” reproved Toben- 
kin. “Not so fast. What would you ask, 
young man?” 

“T’m not asking!” 

Glickse jumped a little. 

The young man calmed down. “What’ll 
you offer?” 

Mr. Tobenkin concentrated. First he 
tied his muffler, then he lifted the books. 
He weighed them, he peered at their type, 
he even sniffed them a little. And finally, 
with a vast disinterest, he dropped them. 

“Say—seventy-five cents.” 

“Seventy-five—’ The young man took 
back his Frost. 

“So... Well, maybe I could pay a dollar. 
But I can’t afford—” 

“All right! Let’s have it over.” 

As Tobenkin brought out his tobacco 
pouch, the young face set more rigidly, 
the crimson became a fiery wave. He took 
the bill Tobenkin tendered, muttered a 
clumsy thanks, and dove through the door. 

Glickse, as she saw him go, felt an un- 
familiar little pain tear at her heart. She 
wondered just how much roast beef a 
dollar would buy. 


NSIDE each book, she discovered next 

morning, was a neat signature. Chris- 
topher Ames was his name. And one book, 
the “Anatomy,” said, “Illinois—’35.” 

“A doctor, maybe.” Tobenkin examined 
the inscription. 

“A doctor doesn’t have to sell three 
books for a dollar.” Glickse was impatient. 
“Maybe he’s a poet, a really great poet—” 
raptly—“or an inventor with a marvelous 
patent—or an artist with a new technique 
—or— What’d you say?” 

“T said,” Tobenkin answered, “again the 
fairy stories!” 

The following week was Glickse’s late 
shift; and the very first night, again rain- 
coated and hatless, Christopher Ames 
pushed open the creaking door. Tobenkin 
was dozing beside the stove; Glickse, mov- 
ing swiftly forward, smiled, said, “Hello!” 
as though to a visitor warmly invited. 

Christopher Ames was silent. 

“More books?” Glickse inquired. 

“No, no, I—” he inspected the shelves. 
He was even thinner this week, Glickse 
noted. “I came in to buy—” 

“Buy?” said Glickse. 

“Buy?” Mr. Tobenkin hobbled forward. 
“For what are you looking, please? Fic- 
tion, textbooks, literature—” 

“Not fiction.” He spoke to Tobenkin, but 
his eyes were for Glickse. “Not text- 
books— Unless—medical books! Have you 
any medical books?” 

“Plenty. But for them you should come 
by day. Upstairs is dark. Come tomorrow.” 

“I could take the long-wired bulb up, 
Mr. Tobenkin. If—” she paused—“if you 
don’t mind poor light.” 

“No, I don’t mind.” 

“Humph!” said Mr. Tobenkin. 

But Glickse was leading the way—up 
ancient steps and into the inner room... . 

“Your name is Christopher, isn’t it?” 
She raised the feeble light to illumine his 
face. “And you went to Illinois.” 

“Yes. You saw it in my books. Yours 





is— 
“Glickse Morly.” 
“Tt’s a strange name.” 
“Dutch. There’s always been a Glickse 
in our family, but I’m the only one left 
now. The medical books are over there. 
I'll hold the light.” 

“It’s a strange name,” Christopher re- 
| peated, and he didn’t even glance at the 
| books. “Like this place—and you.” 


“VERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 










TO GET THE 
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that’s Moisture-Proof 


Keeps vegetables 
crisp! Dry foods 
stay dry... Moist 
foods moist... 
Costs little — 
saves much. 

At your 
grocer's. & 


ALWAYS 
FULL LENGTH 
40 and 125 
FT. ROLLS 


52 epee ‘s 
RSS a 
seem WAXED PAPER 


SV Lil 3 


Automatic Paper Machinery 
Co., Inc., Hoboken, N. J. 


Economical. Package makes 
9" double crust without left- 





G@p LUCK 

LEMON PIE FILLING 
Used for 20 years by thousands of 
housewives. Saves time, fuss. and 
failure. Ask your . 
grocer, or 





write us. 





GOOD LUCK FOOD CO., Inc., Rocnester, N.Y. 


Glickse began to laugh, but there was 
no answering mirth in the masculine eyes, 
and suddenly there wasn’t anything funny. 
There was only a musty old room, and the 
smell of many books, and the grave-faced 
boy beside her, and this beautiful mo- 
ment ... She lifted her arms to meet him, 
her lips .. . And the room turned bright; 
it was bright as Glickse had never known 
it, although the electric bulb dangled 
limply somewhere near the floor. 

“This is—silly!” she cried, and moved 
backward. “I’ve seen you twice, and—” 

“Silly! You don’t know how silly. 
Glickse, when I walked in that other 
night, and you were standing there—you 
glowed so, your bright hair, and your 
eyes, and your skin like white peony pet- 
als—” He halted. “Only—” the words were 
flatly spoken—‘“you forget it. All this, I 
mean. It’s no good.” 

“Tt’s—” This wasn’t right, this wasn’t 
the way it should go. “Why isn’t it good? 
You—” 

Then they were talking fast. There was 
so much to say—so much that finally 
Tobenkin’s shout came up the stairway, 
“Glickse, downstairs!” and Christopher 
hadn’t looked at the medical books. So 
they scrambled together among them, but 
the light didn’t reach that far, and at last | 
they had to choose a book wildly which | 
downstairs turned out to be a 1750 
hymnal. 

The gist of the conversation Glickse | 
repeated to Tobenkin after Christopher | 
had left. Tobenkin was right; he was a | 
doctor, an interne at the hospital near by. | 
He had worked very hard to finance his | 
training, thinking that once he was! 
through medical school— But even now 
that he had graduated, difficulties re- 
mained. His interneship would soon be 
finished, and he'd be ready to practice 
then. 

But how could you practice without an 
office, and how could you open an office 
without money? He'd chosen this hospital 
because it was supposed to pay, and he 
had been here ten months now without 
seeing any of the money he'd intended 
to save— 

“Politics,” said Tobenkin sagely. 

“Of course! And the food! Christopher 
says there’s a new dietitian, and she’s 
trying for a record, and she keeps serving 
lettuce leaves with pineapple slices and 
one lonely sardine for dinner. That’s why 
he’s selling his books, because he’s hun- 


gry! He didn’t tell me that,” she con 


cluded honestly, “but I got it. Chris- 
topher’s so big, he has to eat a lot to—” 

Mr. Tobenkin rose, adjusted his spec- 
tacles, peered into her face. “So it’s ‘Chris- 
topher’ already, huh? So already the eyes 
shine, the cheeks are pink! Glickse, no 
movie business here! No Greta Garbo- 
Clark Taylor actions! You hear, Glickse?” 


S WELL tell that to the heroines in his 
novels as to Glickse; she moved 
steadily on. Not wholly of her own voli- 
tion; Christopher contributed his share. 
Three nights a week were his own, and 
thrice weekly he appeared, with a book 
to sell or to make a small purchase, and 
then more and more often with no excuse 
whatever. Tobenkin frowned, he was 
brusque, but Glickse noticed that on 
Chris’ nights a slab of chocolate was 
thrown on the desk to be munched while 
they read some random volume. 

Now it was no longer necessary for 
Tobenkin to take Glickse to her trolley. 
The tall lad helped lock various doors 
and windows, and wordlessly turned with 
Glickse homeward. These trips were their 
nicest time; there was no other place for 
them to be—Glickse could hardly enter- 
tain Chris in her room, nor Chris her in his 
hospital dormitory. There was no money 
for theatres or night clubs. There was 













SHE DOESNT 
KNOW- BUT 


YoU SHOULD 


How can you protect your chil- 
dren from goitre? The best 
answer: is Worcester lodized Salt. 
The Council on Foods of the 
American Medical Association 
states: ““Iodized Salt used daily as 
the only salt on the table and in 
cooking richly supplements the 
iodine of diets deficient in that 
element and thus helps to pro- 
tect against simple goitre.” So - 
be sure you insist on Worcester 
lodized Salt in the big 2 pound 
(32 oz.) money-saving package. 
Worcester Salt Co., America’s 
oldest refiner of pure salt, New 
York, U.S. A. 
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e@ Here's the way to make milk 
delicious—with a different fla- 
vor every day to tempt fussy 
appetites! Today thousands 
of mothers make milk into col- 
orful rennet-custards with 
“JUNKET’” RENNET POWDER. 
So quick and easy—no eggs, 
no cooking. Rennet-custards 
digest easier than plain milk. 
Ask your grocer forall 6 flavors. 


Free..2 BOOKS 


“How to Get Children to Eat,” 
by Dr. Grace Langdon. Also 
new Recipe Book. Write 
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Free booklet tells how to make 
“man-style salad dressings” 


For more successful salads, 
follow any one of these tested 
recipes for 22 different types of 
salad dressings. Mail coupon for 
free booklet that tells exactly 
how to-make them. 

And when you mix them use Pompeian 100% 
Pure Imported Virgin Olive Oil. Pompeian has a 
finer flavor because it’s first press—which yields 
only 25% of the oil from the finest Mediterranean 
olives. That’s all that’s good enough for Pompeian. 
For salads that will win praise 
f 1en and wv , send for 
your free booklet of re S 
and use Pompeian Olive Oil. 
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Designed for the woman who is undeniably 
plump, a Vogue Kno-Belt does away with those 
figure-marring “danger spots”. . . the waist-roll 
and hip-bulge. The adjustable front lacing is 
re-inforced to flatten the diaphragm and pull 
in the waist. Elastic side panels mold hips 
and thighs into slender, flowing lines. A built- 
up bra’ top with elastic gusset-back prevents 
“puffing” at shoulders. A marvel of control 
and comfort. Sizes 34 to 50. Model illustrated, 
$10. Other Vogue foundations, $5 to $20. At 


leading department stores and corset shops. 


Free Illustrated Booklet, “The Figure Beautiful” 
Address: Dept. G-101 
VOGUE MEG. CO., 358 FIFTH AVE., N. Y. C. 







Use This Medicinal Aid! 
Give your scalp the stimulating 
benefits that follow the regular 
use of Glover's Mange Medi- 
cine and massage. See how it 
helps remove Dandruff, check 
Excessive Falling Hair and aids in 
giving added loveliness to a perma- « 
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compounded to blend with the | 
Medicine. Get both at your | 
Druggist’s today! y 
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only a secondhand bookshop, a grumpy 
old man, and the rackety trips homeward 
on a cold, too-speedy trolley. 

And yet Glickse was happier than she 
had been in all her twenty years. For 
there was Chris, and her love for him, 
which found daily excuse for growing; 
there was talk, good talk, and mad 
dreams of the future... 

Until the night on the library roof. They 
should have gone to a movie, a concert, 
anywhere but the library. Alternately 
they shivered on the empty roof and 
dashed into the crowded reading rooms 
for thawing. It should have been fun, 
it would have been fun, if Chris— He 
had been unusually silent riding home; 
and, as he stood before her boarding house, 
lamppost light struck his face,. showing 
it white and frozen. 

“This is the last, Glickse,”’ he told her, 
and lifted her cold hand. “There won’t be 
any more. ‘Is all,’ as old Tobenkin says.” 

“Chris!?7 

“It’s no good! You know it. It’s not good 
enough, Glickse!” 

“Money!” she dismissed the stuff with 
an airy gesture. 

“Money,” Chris agreed soberly. “Don’t 
you see, sweet? It won’t do—evenings on 
a library roof, dinner in a cafeteria—with 
you paying your own nickels!” 

“As if that mattered—” laughing un- 
steadily, searching for something ridicu- 
lous to say— 

“It does matter to me. Oh, I could take 
it for now, if there were something to look 
forward to, plan for. But after this, what? 
One month, and I'll be finished at the 
hospital. I'll be ready to work. Only I 
won’t be able to work. I won’t have any 
place to work in.” 

“But you can work, Chris. Another 
hospital—” 

“Another interneship. Perhaps a resi- 
dency. With a magnificent five hundred 
a year. How many years for an office? I 
want an office, Glickse. I want a home, 
and—and a wite.” 

“Chris, darling! You'll have them! You 
wait, later—” 

“Sure, oh, sure. Later everything will 
be swell. We'll toss up a penthouse on the 
library roof, and I’ll drive around to call 
on patients in a kiddie car! No—” he shook 
his bare head—“you’ve fought enough. 
You deserve comfort, security, things any 
milkman or truck driver could give you. 
They could keep you, couldn’t they, 
Glickse, in the miserable style to which 
you've been accustomed!” 


GHE was silent, shrinking a little before 
his bitterness, 

“You’ve been so swell, Glickse, so 
sweet—” 

“Look, Chris!” desperately. “You’ve got 
it all wrong! You’re—” 

“T’ve been wrong. I hadn’t any right to 
walk into the store that second night. I 
knew I hadn’t any right to be in love, 
thinking of going into practice, thinking 
of you as my— So, since it’s not good for 
you, and certainly not for me, we'll cut 
it, like any worthwhile amputation, clean 
and sharp and final.” 

“You mean,” she said, “you won’t see 
me any more.” 

“I mean,” he corrected her gently, “I 
don’t dare to see you any more.” And with 
the merest touch of his hand on hers he 
was gone. 

It was strange how different living with- 
out Chris could be. Strange how the shop 
could become a dreary prison, and cus- 
tomers unwelcome interruption to wretch- 
edness, and Tobenkin a shabby old man 
who asked uncomfortable questions. 

“So he’s gone, then, Dr. Chris?” 

“Yes!” Her patience exhausted, the 
word burst forth. “He’s gone! He won't 


111 Spring St.,n.v. |be back! Ever!” And she ran up to the big 
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Do this to keep hands soft and smooth: ‘Every 
time I’ve had my hands in water, I use Frostilla 
Fragrant Lotion. It does more to keep my skin 
resilient, refreshed and soft than any other 
lotion. It keeps the nail cuticle from getting 
ragged and rough too.”’ Use Frostilla yourself. 
Made with costlier ingredients, you can feel the 
difference. 35c, 50c, $1.00 sizes in U. S. and 
Canada. Travel size in better 10c stores. 
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Baby’s First Year 


This special course of detailed instruc- 
tion covers the most difficult period 
of babyhood and has been especially 
prepared by Dr. Josephine Hemen- 
way Kenyon to help you through 
this trying time. Full of wise counsel 
and practical information to keep 
Baby well and strong. Price 50¢. 

TO ORDER, send check, money order 
or stamps (not cash) to Health and 


Happiness Club, Good Housekeeping, 
57th Street eat 8th Avenue, N. Y. C. 
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storeroom, fighting the desolation her 
words brought. But there was no point in 
fighting; he was gone, soon he would leave 
the hospital, perhaps the city. There would 
be left only the memory of a few trolley 
rides, and his look that last night, and a 
little pile of old books. 

Driven by the need to touch something 
once his, she crossed to the corner where 
she kept Mr. Frost and Mr. Melville, who 
had now been joined by a Walt Whitman, 
a Plato, a big old Bible ... A family Bible? 
With names and marriages? Smiling, she 
opened dusty covers, remembering Chris’ 
words when he had offered it: “This ought 
to be worth a few super-sandwiches. 
Food for the soul, my granddad used to 
call it.’ . .. But the inside was blank; 
obviously Chris’ family had not been of 
the chronicling sort. Still she held the 
volume open, picturing the line of hands 
through which it must have passed, 
square-tipped sensitive hands, Chris’. . . 

Her own fingers slid across the open 
front; and standing there, she straight- 
ened, puzzled. The inside of the cover, 
though securely pasted, was curiously 
bumpy where no bumps belonged. She 
looked at it, felt it again. Slowly she had 
inserted a fingernail beneath the yellowed 
page, was working her way down its stub- 
born edge. There was something inside— 
something between the cover and the 
blank inner sheet. The paper raveled, and 
she slit it a little. And then it was open 
far enough, she could wriggle two fingers 
inside—there was something! She was 
pulling it free—why, it was parchment! 
It was a folded square of parchment with 
writing on it... Difficult to decipher, but 
in English. “Payd half yrly . . .” she could 
read, and “conteyne six Acres...” and the 
rest illegible, but two signatures were at 
the bottom, one blurred, the other begin- 
ning “Will——” She couldn’t read it at 
first, then, gradually, the letters cleared. 


HE stared at the name again. It was still 
there. Her finger came up, stiffly held, 
and touched the ivory page. Automatically 
she raised it to the light, ran to the win- 
dow, back to the Bible, and then, in bewil- 
dered weakness, sat squarely on the floor. 
The signature was “William Shakespeare.” 
The floor was swinging gently up and 
down, something in her chest was thump- 
ing, and she felt weak. Dizzy, she got to 
her feet, walked with somnambulistic 
steps into the inner room; but she walked 
backward—she would not take her eyes 
from that astounding name. 

There was a book, she had seen a line— 
Feverishly she was groping in a corner, 
searching for titles. And she had found the 
book she wanted, she was turning pages 
... “William Shakespeare: His Relation 
To Posterity” ...It was here she had seen 
the line. She turned more pages, growing 
moment by moment more frantic. Here! 

“Only five autographs of the master are 
extant. A letter, a note, the very scrawl 
of his name would sell today in any 
metropolis for $500,000.” 

Reading the line, Glickse went cold. 
She was cold with a marrow-congealing 
iciness that gripped her middle and spread 
steadily up and down. She was so cold 
she unbuttoned her smock and folded it 
closely around her, and wrapped her arms 
about her body. Still the shivering per- 
sisted, so that her progress back to the 
parchment was clumsy and uneven. When 
she laid the magic sentence beside the 
fragment, she collapsed on the floor once 
more, unable to sit up, stretched with out- 
flung arms on dirty boards. 

“Chris!” she whispered. “Christopher, 
darling!” 

It had to be either Beckstein or Fitzler. 
Both were nationally known collectors; 
Beckstein sought every type of antiquity, 
Fitzler dealt solely in literary incunabula. 
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any preparation more effec- 
tive for chapped skin than 


Mentholatum. Its ingredients 
are renowned for relieving 
minor irritations of the skin. 
Mentholatum quickly soothes 
the pain and discomfort of chap- 
ping and promotes proper heal- 
ing of the injury. So, whether 


it’s chapped lips, chapped 
hands, or chapped ankles, 
remember to get quick relief 
by applying Mentholatum. 


Se 


Gives COMFORT Daily — 





9 Seed Book FREE. 





March 1939 Good Housekeeping 


| HAVE SHOWN 
MILLIONS OF 
WOMEN HOW 
TO SAVE 
MONEY IN 


-—=says 
\ CLABBER 
“4a 


RL 


i ACTUAL SIZE 


@ BIG CAN— 10¢ 


10 OUNCES 
~AT ALL GROCERS 


KNITTING WOOLS 


Send for 600 Samples FREE 
HOOK RUG YARNS 


Prompt Mail Service 
COLONIAL YARN HOUSE, 1231-L Cherry St., Phila., Pa. 


How to get rid 
of Corns 


FOR THE REST OF YOUR LIFES 


2 Simple Steps enable you to get rid of 
corns for good without risky home paring 











1 Here’s how. Put scien- 

tific Blue-Jay pads neat- 
ly over corns—relieve 
pain quickly by remov- 
ing pressure. The special 
Blue-Jay medicated for- 
mula on the pad gradu- 
ally softens the corns — 
loosens them so they 
come right out. 





2 Now you have glori- 
ous relief! But that’s 
notall—simply by avoid- 
ing the pressure and fric- 
tion which cause corns, 
youcanbe free from them 
for the rest of your life— 
without trouble—with- 
out pain—without dan- 
gerous home paring. 





Millions have gotten rid of corns this easy 
scientific way. So don’t suffer needlessly—now 
you can say goodbye to the agony of ugly 
painful corns forever. Get Blue-Jay today— 
Only 25¢ for 6. Same price in Canada. 
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It was to Fitzler’s enormous treasure- 
house that Glickse carried the parchment, 
resting in an anonymous candy box, nested 
in absorbent cotton, and outlined by a 
borrowed picture frame. 

The austere front was canopied, glass- 
paned; a silver plaque displayed the chaste 
inscription, “Galleries—Fitzler.” Two fin- 
gers hooked for luck, she clasped the box 
tightly and marched inside. A suave gen- 
tleman wearing a pince-nez stopped her 
before she marched very far. 

“Mr. Fitzler? He sees people only by ap- 
pointment, Miss.” 

“I think he would be interested in what 
I have to show him.” She must not seem 
too eager ... “No, I will not see Mr. 
Fitzler’s secretary. No, I do not care to 
speak with Mr. Fitzler’s son. No, I cannot 
come back,” and then with low-toned 
conviction, “I think Mr. Fitzler will be 
very sorry to miss what I have here.” 
She turned, but not so sharply that she 
could not turn back when a polite mur- 
mur halted her... 

“Thank you! My name is Morly. Surely, 
Tl wait.” 

When the man returned, Glickse rose to 
follow through endless rooms, into an 
elevator, a large sunny office. All the way 
across the deep-piled rug her heart kept 
pounding Pong! Pong! Pong! and she tried 
to draw one deep breath that she might 
speak audibly. But she didn’t have to 
speak; there was a man behind the desk, 
standing, and he greeted her with a courtly 
manner that couldn’t conceal immense 
weariness. 

“Miss—” he consulted a slip of paper— 
“Miss Morly?” 

“Mr. Fitzler.” 

“Won't you sit down, Miss Morly? You 
have something to show me?” 

She could see him clearly now, the white 
finely-kept hands, drumming on polished 
wood... 

“T have—” she gulped a little—“a sig- 
nature of—of William Shakespeare.” 


"[ HERE fell in the room a most complete 
silence. Even the tiny drumming noise 
ceased, the fingers were motionless, all of 
Mr. Fitzler was motionless. 

“I work in a bookshop,” Glickse said 
quickly. “I found an old Bible. It was 
pasted under the cover. But I know whom 
it belongs to and—” ~— 

The white hand waved her to silence. 
Mr. Fitzler leaned forward. “May I see 
it, please?” So low the words, so still the 
room. 

She left her chair, laid the box in the 
great desk’s center, raised the lid— 

“Shakespeare!” The hand moved toward 
the box, hovered over it, withdrew. Things 
began to happen, a bell was pressed, a 
book brought, a queer long glass, a pecu- 
liar prism. 

There was no haste in Mr. Fitzler’s ex- 
amination. All his movements were fluid, 
graceful, seemingly timed. Not a quiver 
broke the calm of his face, not a murmur 
the silence of the room. Only Glickse’s 
heart went Pong! Pong! Pong! and, second 
by second, Chris’ office became a private 
hospital, and Chris no ordinary practi- 
tioner but a combination of Pasteur, de 
Kruif, and both the Mayos. At last Mr. 
Fitzler replaced the document, resumed 
his metronomic beating. 

“There is no doubt,” said Mr. Fitzler 
—and in her pocket Glickse’s fingers 
tightened agonizingly—‘“that Shakespeare 
never set his pen to this parchment. A 
forgery, Miss Morly.” 

“Mr. Fitzler!” She was standing, leaning 
over the desk. In that first instant she was 
sure she hadn’t understood. “It can’t be! 
It mustn’t!” She walked around the desk, 
stood very close to the great man. “Mr. 
Fitzler, are you sure? It’s very important. 
Are you—quite sure?” 
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“If I were not, do you think you would 
carry that box with you out of this room?” 

Mute, she stared into his eyes, read their 
composed sincerity, then she was lifting 
the box, replacing the cover. She stumbled 
a little as she turned, and now the Pong! 
of her heart had stopped. She didn’t feel 
anything now—not yet— 

“It’s been a shock, hasn’t it?” Mr. Fitzler 
rose. “My dear child, if I could only tell 
you of my own shocks... Hadn’t you bet- 
ter rest a little?” 

“No!” All she wanted was to get out, 
escape, be alone .. . “I’m sorry—to have 
taken your time. You’ve been kind. Thank 
you.” 

She hadn’t known she was heading to- 
ward the shop until she opened the door, 
collided with Tobenkin. He stood squarely 
before her, chin deep in his scarf, hands 
behind his back. 

“Is all, Glickse! You are fired!” 

Breathless from running, sick with de- 
feat, she merely stood. 

“First is lateness. Then is mistakes. No 
head at all lately, nothing inside. Now you 
don’t come in for a whole morning, a busy 
morning! No more, Glickse!” 

“Don’t!” she choked. “Don’t seold—” and 
at last the tears came, a flood, and she was 
sobbing, heart-broken, into Tobenkin’s 
muffler. 

“Crying don’t make it better. Crying 
don’t—” he stopped, spoke into the red 
curls. “What is, Glickse? For firing you, 
you wouldn’t cry. Firing you I’ve done too 


The whole story came out then—Chris 
and his leaving her, finding the auto- 
graph, keeping it a secret until all their 
fortunes were made, going to Fitzler— 

“Fitzler? Why Fitzler? Why not Beck- 
stein?” 

“Don’t you think Fitzler would grab it 
if it were real? ... Tear it up! Throw it 
away! I never want to hear the name Wil- 
liam Shakespeare again!” 

“Well—” Tobenkin patted her shoulder. 
“It’s fairy stories, Glickse. Always the 
fairy stories. But—” sighing heavily—‘“only 
once in a million years a fairy story comes 
true.” 

Then he picked up the manuscript, tied 
his muffler in.a double knot, and crossed 
to the drugstore telephone. There he 
dialed information, the operator, repeated 
a number incorrectly twice, and finally 
remembered it. 

“Will you dial that number, please?” the 
operator asked. 

“I am blind,” said Tobenkin with ap- 
propriate pathos. 

“I will connect you,” said the operator 
immediately, and Tobenkin nodded his 
thanks. A smug little smile curved his lips, 
and through them came a toneless half- 
whistling ... 


P AND down the aisles Tobenkin 

tramped, past Novels, Essays, Plays, 
and then back once more. Glickse, beside 
the stove, was deep in a lethargy which 
included all externals. 

“Stock,” Tobenkin murmured. “Don’t 
look so good, the stock. Could dust a—” 
“Dust?” Glickse turned in surprise. 

“All right, so don’t dust,” said Tobenkin, 
and resumed his prowling. His next words 
were slow, overcasual. “Glickse, maybe— 
maybe you should powder your nose a 
little?” 

“Powder my— What for?” 

“For nothing! A young girl—she likes 
to look a little—” 

“Say! What is all this dither? Why are 
you so excited?” 

“Excited? I’m excited? What do you 
mean, excited? I’m not—” 

“Glickse!” Shout and door-slamming 
were simultaneous. A tall lad, absurdly 
long-legged, sped over intervening space. 
“Darling! You're all right?” 
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ENJOY better meals than ever during Lent, and 
get acquainted with Veg-All, those delicious mixed 
vegetables that combine so perfectly with fish, eggs, 
cheese and macaroni. 

Veg-All is the famous, nationally-preferred brand 
of fancy mixed vegetables. Every can brings you 
10 choice vegetables, perfectly diced, perfectly 
cooked, ready to serve... extra choice celery, string 
beans, peas, corn, green lima beans, potato, carrots, 
okra, onion and pimento. 


Order Veg-All Mixed Vegetables from your gro- 
cer now. You'll enjoy them frequently during Lent 
. .. and throughout the entire year. 
LENTEN RECIPES ~« 
HANDY VEG-ALL MEAL 
PLANNER 

19 Recipes! 19 Menus! 
-——-MAIL THIS COUPON-——- 
THE LARSEN COMPANY, GH 339 
Green Bay, Wisconsin 
Please send me FREE Veg-All Meal Planner, containing 
Lenten recipes and.menus. 
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Cutting Food Costs Safely 





That’s the theme of one of the latest bulletins by Good 
Housekeeping Institute. It’s the first one listed among the 


other bulletin titles given below. It offers real help to the 


hard pressed budget, with no danger to the well being of 


your family. The many recipes and menu suggestions this 


bulletin offers were all planned to supply the nutritional 


factors necessary in a healthful diet, without losing sight of 


that other very important factor—appetite appeal. Other 


bulletins listed below also help solve special problems. Look 


the list over and see how many of them aren’t just what 


you’ve been wanting. 


BULLETINS BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 


COOKERY AND MEAL PLANNING 


Delicious and Thrifty Meals for Cut- 
ting Meal Costs Safely............. 10¢ 

Delicious Meals for All Pocketbooks. 15¢ 

Children’s Meals That Are Family 





Meals .........5.:. sees ee eee eens 10¢ 

Recipes! Since. oe eee cox: ae Og 
Cooking with Your Electric Range— 

with Menus and Recipes.......... 15¢ 


Cooking with Your Gas Range—with 


Menus and Recipes............... 15¢ 


Many Recipes for Your Electric Beater 10¢ 
Planning Meals Rich in Vitamins.... 10¢ 
Timetable for Cooking Vegetables... 3¢ 
Cooking Time and Temperature Chart 
—for Baking, Roasting, Broiling 
and Deep. BatuFrying.... ess. ee 2 15¢ 


REDUCING 


Reducing with Pleasure—Using Our 
Appetizing Menus................ 15¢ 
A way to lose pounds safely and 
sanely. 


MANAGING THE FAMILY 
INGOME “ert trees owes e 10¢ 
COOKIES AND CANDIES 


Cookies—Old Favorites and New.... 15¢ 
Candies—So Good and So Easy to 
MakG'iccceass sees «ka caeeneas 10¢ 


TO ORDER: 


Send stamps, 
cash) to Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 


ENTERTAINING 


A Puppet Show—Hansel and Gretel, 
and Patterns for Hansel and Gretel: 
here is an old favorite which will 


enchant the children.......... each 10¢ 
A Treasure Hunt Party, for young or 
old. groups wshresie dict: Gee 10¢ 


Birthday Parties for Children from 
Three to Fifteen: solves that ever- 


*present problem................+- 10¢ 

Games for Fun—a new collection of 
games for older groups............ 10¢ 

Games for Young Folk.............. 10¢ 


Inexpensive Parties for Old and Young 10¢ 
Money Making Entertainment for 


Churches, Schools, Clubs.......... 10¢ 
New School Parties—Banquets, 

Darices,..Teak. 3. ..v/cthes Gil. ree 10¢ 
A Vegetable Peter Rabbit Party, for 

small) children. tee 02 fuse onieenee 10¢ 
DECORATION 


Bedspreads, Dressing Tables, Closets: 
how to make them, drape them, and 


decorate thems. ....<:deicemettte nae 15¢ 
Styles, Directions for Curtains: how 
to make all’kinds....s.0e woce tomer 15¢ 


Slipcovers and How To Make Them: 
you can do a really professional job 
if you follow directions........... 15¢ 


check or money order (not 


57th Street & 8th Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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“Chris!” Strange how apathy could van- 
ish, pale cheeks turn a lovely rose-glow, 
red-brown eyes become so sparkling a 
topaz: “Christopher, you came!” Then, as 
she caught his words, “ ‘All right?’” 

“Youre not ill?” His hands grasped her 
shoulders. “Nothing has happened?” 

“Happened? What made you think—” 

“Tobenkin called me—a little while 
ago—” 

“Oh! Then you didn’t just come.” She 
stepped away from his arms. 

“You let me think—” Christopher swung 
on the old man. “You old reprobate! I was 
on duty, and I ducked—I thought—” 

“Sh—” Tobenkin moved toward the 
door. “Comes somebody. Please!” 

“You shouldn’t have left the hospital 
just because—” Glickse began stiffly. 

“Silence!” thundered Tobenkin, and 
with a last toss of his muffler, threw the 
door wide. 


(B= man who entered was no second- 
hand-bookshop customer. He was much 
too impressive. 

“Tobenkin,” he was saying, “if you’ve 
brought me here on a fool’s errand, I'll 
break your neck— Where is it? Hurry.” 

“Hurry, hurry, hurry,” said Tobenkin, 
and his eyes were almost closed, so sleepy 
he seemed. “Even in the old country, even 
nuen he was twelve, it was hurry, hurry, 
or” 

“Never you mind that. Did you really 
mean what you said on the telephone, or 
did you just want to talk over old times?” 

“That could be. But ain’t. This time, my 
friend, I do you a favor. I bring you a 
treasure. A fortune! Glickse, front.” Hold- 
ing her hand, “My Assistant!” 

“Oh, the little girl who—” 

“Yes. This, my dear Glickse—” and here, 
because he was an old master at dramatic 
technique, he paused a moment—‘“is Dr. 
Benjamin Beckstein. Well? So shake 
hands!” 

Glickse did, by a sort of reflex action. 

“And I suppose the young man is—” Dr. 
Beckstein smiled at Chris. His face, a trifle 
too academic in repose, softened when he 
smiled. 

“Is Dr. Christopher Ames, M.D.,” fin- 
ished Tobenkin. 

“How do you do,” said Dr. Beckstein, 
but his tone was preoccupied. “Tobenkin, 
where—” 

“Glickse—’ behind the antiquarian’s 
back Tobenkin was sending her some sort 
of message—“the Shakespeare!” 

“Where—is it?” asked Glickse in a very 
small voice. 

Tobenkin’s wink was warning her, com- 
manding her, to—silence? To keep silent 
about Fitzler’s ultimatum? 

“Where should it be?” with superb im- 
patience. “In the safe, of course!” 

Then Glickse ran swiftly to the back 
room, across to Tobenkin’s coat, into the 
pocket where he kept his tobacco pouch, 
wet was their customary place for spare 
cash... 

“The Shakespeare, Mr. Tobenkin.” 

“Good. So sit down, Benjamin: Take 
your time, Benjamin.” 

But Benjamin didn’t seem able to take 
his time. He was positively snatching at 
the box. 

“Bup, bup!” said Mr. Tobenkin. “Off 
with the overcoat, Benjamin. Glickse, the 
lights. A chair, Benjamin?” 

Tobenkin surrendered the parchment, 
and Chris, beside her, spoke in a whisper. 

“Glickse, what’s it about?” 

“Hush!” she flung at him fiercely. “Hush, 
and don’t just stand there! Pray, Chris- 
topher!” she had his hand in both of hers. 
“If you ever prayed in all your life—” 

“Trickster!” shouted Dr. Beckstein, and 
he pounded on the desk. “ ‘Come quick, 
Benjamin. A fortune I have for you!’ For- 
tune? Forgery!” 
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A little moan escaped Glickse. But To- 
Looe was nodding calmly, hands on his 

ips. 

“Forgery ... To my dear old friend I 
give first choice, to the great Beckstein 
I fly with this treasure, and what does the 
Beckstein say? One look, and he yells 
forgery. Just like—’ he snapped plump 
fingers—‘‘that!” 

“Treasure,” snorted Dr. Beckstein. “Sec- 
ond-rate fool-doodling! Give me my coat!” 

“Benjamin,” said Tobenkin silkily. “Sit 
there and think, Benjamin. Take your time 
thinking. Because when I sell this dis- 
covery to S. J. Fitzler— Very well! Let be 
a forgery. Go! Don’t waste your valuable 
time.” 

Almost Dr. Beckstein bent to retrieve 
the manuscript, then he straightened. 
“Give me my coat!” 

“Take it! Shlemiel!” 

Glickse held the collector’s coat. Her 
arms were tired, her whole body ached 
with tiredness, and when the doctor thrust 
his arm into one sleeve irefully, she was 
brought forward with the force of it— 

He drew on the rest of his coat and 
started for the door. 

“Benjamin!” Tobenkin had one hand 
across the latch, the other held Dr. Beck- 
stein’s lapel. He was on tiptoe peering up. 
“You ain’t going, Bennie. Something inside 
says, ‘Tobenkin, don’t let your old friend 
go!’ ” 


Bee them Glickse let Chris’ hand 
fall, turned her back on the whole 
scene. Tobenkin was roaring, and now he 
held Dr. Benjamin Beckstein by the coat- 
tail. The door was open, the doctor pulling 
away, the old man pulling just as desper- 
ately in the other direction. 

“To England you'll go! To Asia, even! 
Over the whole wide world you'll go, chas- 
ing wild geese. But in your own city, from 
your old friend—” 

Beckstein had. the door wide; wind 
sweeping in made two wisps of hair above 
Tobenkin’s ears fly back in little wings. 
The doctor was halfway out. 

“To England and Scotland and Ireland 
you ll—” 

And on that last phrase, Dr. Beckstein 
froze, a figure in bas-relief, a setter point- 
ing. “Say it again, man!” 

“Say what?” 

“What you just said!” 

“He said,” Glickse spoke rapidly, “that 
you’d go all over the world, to England 
and Scotland and Irel—” 

“‘Treland! Great Jupiter, I've been— 
Where is it?” 

Glickse’s young legs were swift, but she 
could not outrun Tobenkin. He was at the 
desk, back to Beckstein— 

“Ireland! Of course! Certainly! Toben- 
kin, you old rascal, you knew, hm? You 
knew, but you were too stubborn—” 
Studying the old letters with a pocket 
magnifying glass, he said: “The Ireland 
rent receipt! Remarkable!” 

“You will buy?” from Tobenkin 

“I will buy.” Dr. Beckstein turned to 
Chris. “Five thousand, Dr. Ames.” 

“Five thousand! You have the nerve 
to— 

“Tobenkin, keep out of this!” 

“Five thousand? What is all this? Some- 
body—please—” Chris was bewildered. 

“Tt’s yours, darling! I found it in your—” 
Glickse was explaining, but the explana- 
tion was a trifle obscure, because it was 
so difficult to speak coherently. 

“For five thousand I absolutely wouldn’t 
let it go. Rather I should keep it myself—” 
Across the room, Tobenkin’s good eye 
gleamed hopefully at Beckstein. 

“Not a collector in the world would pay 
a penny more for a forgery that—” 

“Humph! Don’t I know a Beckstein 
never offered a first price he didn’t expect 
to raise?” 
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Ca vacations are 
spacious vacations. You’re 
away from the heat, away from 
the crowds, in this glorious 
forested northland, whether you 
choose the mountains or seashore. 


To help you choose, we have 
prepared this magnificent pic- 
torial book, ““Canada Calls You”. 
It has hundreds of dynamic 
photographs; action shots; 
scenic shots; close-ups; vistas. 
It describes and illustrates every 
section of this broad vacation- 
land and tells you how to get 
there across a friendly bor- 
der devoid of red-tape. Send 
today for your free copy. 


CANADIAN 


TRAVEL BUREAU 
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Canadian Travel Bureau, Ottawa, Canada.AC-139 | 


1 Please send me free copy of your 60-page 
illustrated book about vacationing in Canada. | 
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Suppose Junior CUT himself ...is there 
a dependable antiseptic that will also 
help relieve the pain? 


If Susan SCALDED herself ...is there 
something I could do to help prevent 
-a needless scar? 


Isn’t there a SOOTHING antiseptic... 
that would also help relieve the itch- 
ing and burning of Mary’s eczema? 





Unguentine is changing many old-fash- 
ioned ideas about first aid. It’s a modern 
antiseptic for modern first aid because 


1.It fights infection without stinging or 


staining the skin. 


2. It’s soothing, anesthetic; quickly helps re- 
lieve the pain of an injury. 

3. It stays in contact, and promotes healing, 
usually without a scar. 


Be Prepared! Always keep Unguentine handy in 
medicine cabinet, kitchen, and car, Large tube, 50¢. 
Economical Family Size Jar, $1. 
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“Once and for all, Tobenkin, five thou- 
sand or keep it!” 

“Six thousand!” 

EO a forgery? Fifty-five hundred, 


you— 

“Sold!” said Tobenkin. “We will accept 
your check.” 

“But if Fitzler called it a forgery—” 
Chris was saying. 

“Fitzler?” Dr. Beckstein exclaimed. “Did 
it get by Fitzler? It’s worth fifty-five hun- 
dred to me!” And he beamed as he brought 
out his checkbook. 

“But—” Chris began. 

“The young man is puzzled. You tell 
him,” said Tobenkin, and he sank down 
on his stool, mopping his brow with a tired 
handkerchief. 

“Then I must tell you the story of Wil- 
liam Henry Ireland,” Dr. Beckstein began. 
“Ireland was the son of an English en- 
graver, a collector, whose dearest ambition 
was to possess a line in Shakespeare’s own 
hand. His son grew up hearing the beloved 
name spoken, steeped in Shakespearean 
lore. At eighteen—this was in 1795—young 
Ireland was articled to a law firm, where 
he studied ancient wills and leases, 


“OE day in some dusty archive he 
found an unused rent roll, and the 
idea came that he might fulfill his father’s 
ambition. He studied a Shakespearean fac- 
simile, scrawled a few lines in doctored 
ink, signed the name William Shakespeare, 
and carried it to his father. Old Ireland 
called in his expert friends, who unani- 
mously pronounced the signature valid, 
and word went out to the world that a 
Shakespeare autograph was discovered. 
“And Ireland continued his startling 
discoveries, refusing to divulge his source; 
people came to see and worship—even 
Boswell, who, it is said, fell to his knees 
before the ‘relics’ and drank a toast to 
his hero. Only one man doubted the au- 
thenticity of these discoveries, one Mr. 
Malone, a critic. It was he who presented 
incontrovertible proof that all the manu- 
scripts were forgeries and that an eight- 
een-year-old had hoaxed the world. Of 
the later forgeries, we have many; they 
are, naturally, valueless. The early ones 


* 


have been traced only with great difficulty, 
and they are certainly collectors’ items.” 

“And—this—” questioned Glickse, 
touching the fragment in the candy box. 

“This, I am convinced,” said Dr. Beck- 
stein, and he was now every inch the great 
authority, “is the very first forgery Ireland 
executed. In his ‘Confession’ he tells us 
he drew up a rent receipt, ‘deeding Black- 
friars Theatre to Michael Fraser and 


Elizabeth, his wife,’ copying it from an 
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ancient document at hand. An intriguing 
bit of literary curiosa,” he concluded, “and 
a most uncommon forgery. I never would 
have thought of Ireland if my old friend 
here—” bowing to Tobenkin—“hadn’t 
shouted the very name in my ear.” 

“You see!” said Tobenkin, self-right- 
eously. 

“I see,” the doctor answered. 


LICKSE couldn’t quite see; she was 
busy watching Chris’ face as he took 
Dr. Beckstein’s check. 

“Tobenkin!” Chris swung on the old 
man as Dr. Beckstein left. “This was your 
doing!” And he wrung the old man’s hand. 

“Bup, bup!” said Tobenkin. “Don’t smash 
the hand.” 

“And your share of it is right here!” 
Chris was waving the check, kissing 
Glickse, trying to wring Mr. Tobenkin’s 
hand some more. “A good fat share, To- 
benkin!” 

“But—” Glickse’s brows. knit—“how 
did you know, Mr. Tobenkin? How could 
you ever know about William Henry Ire- 
land?” 

“TI knew?” asked Tobenkin tranquilly. 
“Who said I knew? It was only—” the 
cherubic smile broke through, a trifle 
sheepish but triumphant—“only that, for 
once in my life, I wanted to see a fairy 
story come true.” 

And as Glickse took an impulsive step 
forward, he added with asperity: “Besides, 
ain’t it that I needed some money? Who 
should supply it better than my old friend, 
Bennie?” 

“Needed money?” 

“For a present. Ain’t it that I’ll be need- 
ing a present? A wedding present? Well? 
It should cost me something?” 
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A GIRL CAN ASK—BUT 
WHO WILL ANSWER? 


Take the nice, average, normal teen-age girl of today. She’ll 
get along, we know. Sometimes, however, the getting along 
is harder than it need be. Normal girls have questions to 
ask—about themselves, about boys, about many matters in 
our current complicated life. Some of them are personal 
questions they are too shy to ask aloud. And for some they 
ask aloud there seem to be no answers . . . In Bethlehem, 
Pa., a girl can and does ask anything she likes; and gets a 
prompt, specific answer. It’s because of a plan! A remark- 
able plan that will be working soon the whole country over. 


SENT TO BETHLEHEM BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING, 


HELEN WELSHIMER 


Has investigated the details. Her full story 


WILL BE PUBLISHED HERE NEXT ISSUE 
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Instantly available from the same bottle of Milk 


When you want thick golden Cream—so rich it whips stiff—merely in- 
sett the handy separator and pour. There’s your Cream! A pitcher-full 
with every quart. For coffee, cereal or fruit. Or ready to whip and serve 
over tasty desserts and salads. Think how convenient! 


When you want rich whole milk merely tilt the bottle a few times, ae 
as you do with the old-fashioned bottle. Mothers know this is full- ), EO) | PP Pre 
bodied quality milk. No other will fill the Cream Chamber with Cream Dy Wea co aeuniae 
so thick it will whip stiff! RF 


Better Dairies the country over now supply milk in Cream Top 
Bottles. Look for the Cream Top Emblem—a proof of rich whole 
milk. Insist upon getting milk this modern way. 


= FREE RECIPE BOOKLET—Send for copy of “The Cream Top Book of 
Tested Recipes.” Many new and different “main dishes,” soups, salads, 
desserts, drinks. Each tested, tasted and approved by Good Housekeeping 
Institute. Beautifully illustrated. Mail coupon or post card today. 
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HE air was sharp and cold and clear, 
So Donald, always cocky, 

Agreed to teach his nephews three . 

The thrilling game of hockey. 












The little fellows stood in awe 
And watched the speeding zany, 
Who danced on skates like Fred Astaire 
And whirled like Sonja Henie. 












But when they’d listened to his boasts 
Till they could stand no more, 

His small companions challenged him. 

“Ho hum,” he yawned. “What for?” 





Ho hum, indeed! The ice seemed filled 
With flying sticks and pucks. 
Though Donald’s nephews were but three, 

He saw a dozen ducks! 





And thus, though Uncle Don was champ, 
And world-wide was his fame, 
Se “3 — The youngsters proved he was too old — 

— To play their sort of game! 


NEW ENGLAND—GIRLS 


JUNIOR 
COLLEGE 


TEN miles from Boston’s cultural advantages. Two- 
year courses for high school graduates. Academic, 
Home Economics, Secretarial, Merchandising, Pre- 
nursing, Art, Music, Expression courses. College 
Preparatory. All sports, golf, riding. 30-acre 
campus. Delightful home life. Catalog. 


Guy M. Winstow, Ph.D., President 
120 Woodland Road Auburndale, Mass. 
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NEW ENGLAND—COEDUCATIONAL 


74th yr. College prep. Gen- 
Dean Academy eral Courses and 1 and 2 yr. 
courses for H. S. graduates: Business, Mech. Drawing, 
Public Speaking, Secretarial, Music, Art, Crafts, Home- 
making, Dramatics. Individual attention. All sports, heated 
pool, golf, tennis, riding. Coed. Home-like school. Rate 
$600. Earle A. Wallace, Headmaster, Franklin, Mass. 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC—BOYS 


Irvin 102nd year. 25 mi. from N. Y. Opportunity 
g for thorough college preparation in small 
classes under experienced understanding faculty. Certifi- 
cate privileges. Regents accredited. Limited to 125. Home- 
like environment. Junior Dept. Athletics. Golf. Catalog. 


C. Walter Olson, Box 922, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 


La Salle Military Academy 


Effective college preparation under Brothers of the Chris- 
tian Schools. Accredited. Small classes. Well-equipped 
buildings on 167-acre estate. Pool and ocean swimming. 
%-hole golf course, Junior Dept. 56th year. Moderate rate. 
Catalogue. Registrar, Box J, Oakdale, L. |., N. Y. 


The Pennington School 


Prepares select boys effectively for college. Character de- 
velopment a fundamental aim. Modern equipment. Small 
classes. Crafts shop. All sports. Separate lower school. Health- 
ful, historic location, near Princeton. 100th year. Catalog. 
Francis Harvey Green, Litt. D., Box 70, Pennington, N. J. 

















Bordentown Military Institute 


College Preparatory. Accredited. Business and General 
courses. Experienced, inspiring teachers. Homelike atmos- 
phere. Boys taught how to study. Healthful location. 7 
miles from Trenton. All sports, gymnasium. Junior school. 
Founded 1885. Catalog. Box 273, Bordentown, N. J. 


Excellent Preparation for Col- 


Blair Academy lege. Small Classes, Experi- 


enced Masters, Cultivation of Initiative and Self Reliance. 
Wide Choice of Sports and Student Activities. Golf Course, 


Swimming Pool. Careful Health Supervision. 500-ft. 
elevation. 65 miles from New York. 
Charles H. Breed, Headmaster, Box 1, Blairstown, N. J. 





e 
Howard Seminary 
For Girls. A school of New England traditions. Accredited 
college preparation and Junior College courses. Home eco- 
nomics, secretarial, music, art, dramatics. Small-group 
classes. 65th year. All sports, Catalogue on request. Mr. and 
Mrs. Macdonald Peters, Box 14, West Bridgewater, Mass. 


The Mary A. Burnham School 


Facing Smith College Campus. Successfully prepares for 
Smith and other colleges. Accredited. Also, 1-year intensive 
review for C.E.B. General courses, music, art. Gym, riding, 
all sports. 6lst yr. Not for profit. Catalog. 

Mrs. Geo. W. Emerson, Prin.,47 Elm St., Northampton, Mass, 


Abbot Academy 


A century of achievement as its heritage. Rich opportuni- 
ties for the modern girl. Thorough preparation for col- 
lege; also general course. Excellent facilities for art and 
music. Beautiful country campus 23 miles from Boston. 
All sports. Marguerite G. Hearsey, Prin., Andover, Mass. 


House in the Pines 











Near Boston. Thorough 
College Preparation. 


Junior College Course with Study Abroad. Secretarial 
Course. Art Studio. Household Arts. Music. Swimming. 
Golf. Fine Riding Horses. Write for Junior College or 


Preparatory School Catalogue. 
Gertrude E. Cornish, Prin., 60 Pine St., Norton, Mass. 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC—BOYS 
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Specializes in preparing boys for college. 
Peddie 304 Sradnates in last five years have entered 
such colleges as Yale, Princeton, Dartmouth, Harvard. 150 








acres. 16 modern buildings. Junior school. All sports for 
all. School golf course. Summer session. 74th year. 
Catalogue. Address, 


Wilbour E. Saunders, Box 3-J, Hightstown, N. J. 


Admiral Farragut Academy 


Graduates in 45 colleges. Fully accredited. Special classes 
preparing for U. S. Government Academies. Naval, military 
training. All sports. Band. Moderate rate. No_ extras. 
Separate Junior School. Rear Admiral S. S. Robison, 
U.S.N. (Ret.), Supt., Catalog. Box E, Toms River, N. J. 





eye 
Valley Forge Military Academy 
A preparatory school with College Board Examination 
standards of training for all students. Boys carefully se- 
lected for admission. Ages 12 to 20. New, modern build- 





ings and equipment. All sports, golf, archery, cavalry 
troop. Catalogue. Box F, Wayne, Pa. 
The school your boy will appreciate. Splendid 


° ye 
Kiski equipment, Able instructors, All athletics. In- 
dividual courses for boys 10 to 21, Write for the “‘Kiski 
Plan’’ in detail. 


Kiskiminetas Springs School, Box 339, Saltsburg, Pa. 


Carson Long Institute 


Boys’ Military School. Educates the whole boy—physically, 
mentally, morally. How to learn, how to labor, how to live. 
Prepares for college or business. Character building su- 
preme. Rates $500.00. Write for catalog. 

Box C, New Bloomfield, Pa. 








Tome The school for personal preparedness offers 
: three courses: 1. Accredited college prepara- 
tion. 2. General. 3. Pre-Business. Individual instruction 





in small classes. Enlarged, experienced faculty. Bes 
location on Susquehanna. Boating, riding, all sports. 
acres. Lower sehool. Visitors welcome. Catalog. 


Charles J. Keppel, Headmaster, Box G, Port Deposit, Md. 





tiful 
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MIDDLE ATLANTIC—GiRLS 
Edgewood Park 





For young women, at Briar- 
cliff Manor, N. Y. College 
preparatory, advanced courses in liberal and fine arts, 
secretarial science, medical assistant, home economics, 
dramatics, journalism, costume design, interior decoration, 
merchandising. All sports—riding. Pool, lake, golf. Mod- 
erate rates. Catalog. Box G, Briarcliff Manor, N. Y. 





Briarcliff Junior College 


Briarcliff? Manor, N. Y. Two years of accredited college 
work, Art, music, theatre arts, interior decoration, cos- 
tume design, social work, journalism, home economics, 
business science. Near New York City. All outdoor sports, 
swimming pool. Catalog on request. Registrar, Box Z. 


Miss Beard's School =: 


Excellent preparation for the leading colleges for women. 
General courses. Metropolitan opportunities in art, music, 
and dramaties. Country life and outdoor sports, 


Lucie C. Beard, Headmistress, Box 53, Orange, N. J. 








Centenary Junior College 


Fully accredited two-year college. Transfer and vocational 
eourses. Liberal and fine arts, secretarial, home economics, 
dramaties. All country sports, pleasant social life. New 
York City advantages. Catalog. Robert J. Trevorrow, D.D., 
President, Box 59, Hackettstown, N. J. 

Formerly Birmingham. Ac- 


The Grier School credited College Prepara- 


tion and General Courses, for girls 12-18. Located in 
Yennsylyania Alleghenies. Special emphasis on Art, Music, 
and Secretarial. 200 acres for all winter and» summer 
sports. Excellent riding. Gym and pool. 86th yr. Catalog. 

T. C. Grier, Director, Box 13, Birmingham, Pa. 











Standard 4-year college for 
Beaver College women. Liberal arts, science, 
all teacher training courses; commercial, fine arts, music, 
ete. Teachers’ certificates. Suburb of Philadelphia. Gym- 
nasiums, pool. 84th year. Moderate rates. Ask for catalog. 
Walter B. Greenway, D.D., LL.D., President, Box G, 
Jenkintown, Pa. 


Penn Hall Jr. College 


For Young Women. Accredited 2 year College and 4 year 
H. S. Music, Home Ec., Int. Dec., Costume Design. El. 
Journalism. Secretarial. Connecting baths. Swimming-pool. 
Horseback riding. Attractive social life. Part of May at 
Ocean City. Catalog:—Box Q, Chambersburg, Pa. 








Linden Hall Junior College and School for Girls. 


Cultural and Vocational. Music, Home Economics. Secre- 
tarial Studies. Fine and Commercial Art. Interesting 
Activities. All Sports. Preparatory and General Courses. 
Riding, Swimming Pool. Moderate Tuition. Separate 
Junior School. F. W. Stengel, D. D., Box 23, Lititz, Pa. 


Highland Hall 


School for Girls. Accredited College Preparatory and Gen- 
retarial. Swimming pool, 









eral Courses. Music, art, se > 
riding, spring horse show. 72nd year. Mrs. J. King 
McLanahan, Jr., President. Elizabeth G. Baldwin, A.B., 


Prin., Box 43, Hollidaysburg, Pa. 





college patronage 


certificates. He 


established i 


rees 


Maryland College for Women 


An natior Bachelor 






Speech, r 
Riding. Near Balti 





MIDDLE ATLANTIC—GIRLS 





Accredited Junior College and 
Chevy Chase Senior High School for young 
women. Art, Interior Decoration, Music, Secretarial, Journal- 
ism, Home Economics, Dramatics. Washington advantages. 
Individual development. Outdoor life and sports. Catalogue. 
Mrs. F. E. Farrington, Regent, Philip Milo Bail, Ph.D., 
President. Chevy Chase School, Box G, Washington, D. C. 


Marjorie Webster Schools 


Junior College, Secretarial Science, Physical Education, 
Dramatic Art & Dancing, Fine & Applied Art. Modern 
dormitories, on 10-acre campus. Cultural, social advantages of 
the Capital. Swimming Pool, Gymnasium. Placement service. 
Catalog. Rock Creek Park Estates, Box G, Washington, D.C. 





National Park College Formerly National 


Park Seminary. 
Junior college. Preparatory. Terminal, transfer courses. 
Music, art, dramatics, secretarial, home economics. New 
personal finance course. Unusual social activities. All sports 
—triding. 200 acres, suburbs of Nation’s Capital. Catalog. 


Roy Tasco Davis, Pres., Box 139, Forest Glen, Md. 


Fairmont College 


Accredited Junior College and 2 year Preparatory. 
Advantages of Capital. Liberal Arts, Secretarial, Social 
Service, Merchandising. Music, Art, Int. Dec., Costume 
design, Broadcasting. Happy social life. Sports. Riding. 
Catalog: 1713 Massachusetts Ave., Washington, D. C. 











MIDDLE ATLANTIC—COEDUCATIONAL 


Bergen Junior College Tyosessetcoese 
g g with credit toward 
A.B. or B.S. at standard colleges. Pre-professional courses. 
Secretarial, Art, Music, Dramatics, Medical Assistant, Home 
Ec. Diploma. Day, eve., summer. Dormitory students receive 
Bermuda trip without charge. 6 mi. from N.Y.C. All Sports. 
Catalogue, C. L. Littel, Ed. D., Box G, Teaneck, N. J. 





A Quaker school, known for 
George School its modern curriculum and _ex- 
cellent college preparatory results. 242-acre campus. Boys 
and girls in the same school under conditions that meet 
with the approval of careful, discriminating parents. 
For catalogue, address: G. A. Walton, A.M., Principal, 
Box 275, George School, Bucks County, Pa. 








SOUTHERN—BOYS 


MILITARY 


STAU NTON RoR eee 


Distinguished for excellent academic, 
military and athletic training. In beau- 
tiful, historic Shenandoah Valley of 
Virginia. High altitude. Unexcelled 
health record. Modern fire-proof build- 
ings. Separate Junior School. Visitors 
cordially welcomed. Catalogue. 


Col. Emory J.Middour,Superintendent 
Box G-3, Staunton, Virginia 


Christchurch School for Boys 


Non-military, College Prep. Exceptional scholastic record. 
Ideally located on historic Rappahannock, heart of Tide- 
water Virginia. Small classes. All Athletics, Nautical 
Science. Sailing, Boating, Water Sports. Catalog, View 
Book. Box 905, Christchurch, Virginia. 


Columbia Military Academy 


11 buildings, 9 built by U. S. Govt. Fully accredited. 
Special Department preparing for Government Academies. 
R. 0. C. Post-Graduate and Junior Schools. Athletics, 
including gym, swimming, golf, horsemanship. 50 piece band. 
For catalog, address Department G, Columbia, Tennessee. 


Castle Heights Military Academy 


R.O.T.C. Preparatory. Post Graduate. Separate Jr. School 
—spacious mansion on adjacent campus; special instructors, 
house mothers. New $50,000 gymnasium. Endowed. Rates 
$575 and $675. Capacity 400. Early application advisable. 
Col. H. G. Armstrong, Pres., Lebanon (near Nashville), Tenn. 





»»» » » » 














Tennessee Military Institute 


Recognized as one of America’s really good schools. Estab. 
1874. Standards high. Prepares for best colleges. Enrol- 
ment limit 200. Capacity attendance last two years. All 
sports, including golf. Beautiful campus. 100 acres. Catalog. 
Col. C. R. Endsley, Supt., Box 78, Sweetwater, Tenn. 


Gulf Coast Military Academy 


Skilled Instructors; personal supervision. Graduates ac- 
credited eastern colleges. *Two departments—Junior 5 to 
14; Senior 14 and over.” On Beach. Open-air quarters. 
Open year ’round. Write for Catalog: wus) & 

$ R-4, Gulfport, Mississippi. 








Fishburne Military School 


Accredited preparation for college, West Point, Annapolis, 
or for business, in an inspiring environment. Military train- 
ing develops leaders. Supervised study, small classes under 
men who understand boys. Sports for all, hobby clubs, band, 
60th yr. Catalog: Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box G-3, Waynesboro, Va. 


Randolph-Macon Academy 


Military. Accredited. 48th Year. At northern entrance to 
Skyline Drive. Prepares for college through intensive 
study methods. Fireproof buildings. Supervised athletics. 
Visitors welcome. Write for catalog and ‘‘Visit’’ folder. 
Col. John C. Boggs, Principal, Box G, Front Royal, Va. 


Fork Union Military Academy 


Highest military rating. Small classes. Accredited. ROTC. 
Supervised study. Prepares for college or business. Highest 
standards. Junior school for small boys. Housemother. All 
athletics. Swimming. 42nd year. Catalog. 

Dr. J. J. Wicker, Box GH, Fork Union, Va. 


Greenbrier Military School 


128th Year. Accredited. Preparation for College. Lower 
School. Near White Sulphur Springs. Altitude 2300 feet. 
Modern fireproof building houses all activities. All sports. 
Summer Camp. For illustrated Catalog, write 

Col. H. B. Moore, Box G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 


Georgia Military Academy 


Splendidly equipped college prep school. Highest military 
rating. Highest academic standards. Individual house plan 
whereby boys live with teachers under tutorial system. 
Junior school, boys 8 to 13. For catalog address 
Commander, G. M. A., Box B, College Park, Georgia. 


Riverside Military Academy 


Nation’s largest military preparatory school. Boys 10-20. 
Six months in Blue Ridge Mountains with winter session 
Hollywood, Florida. Golf course, swimming, tennis, ocean 
sports, aviation. Catalog: 

General Sandy Beaver, Box G-31, Gainesville, Ga. 


Kentucky Military Institute 


A school with a winter home in Florida. Preparation 
for college under ideal climatic conditions all year. Fully 
accredited. Oldest Private Military School in America. 
For fully illustrated catalog, address: 

Col. Chas. B. Richmond, President, Box G, Lyndon, Ky. 




















MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 





Culver Military Academy 

On Lake Maxinkuckee. Educates the Whole Boy. Discovers 
interests, aptitudes, Develops initiative, character, College 
preparatory, Junior College. 8th grade. 450 graduates in 
113 Colleges. All sports—polo, boxing, swimming, golf, row- 
ing. Moderate cost. Catalog. 34 Pershing Avenue, Culver, Ind. 





An Episcopal school dedicated to 
Howe Schoo the development of alert, clean 
minds and sound bodies. Successful college preparation. 
Individual guidance program. Understanding faculty. Mili- 
tary training. Sports for all: Junior school. 55th year. Mod- 
erate rate. Summer Camp begins July 3. Catalog. Burrett 
B. Bouton, M.A., Supt., 239 Academy Place, Howe, Ind. 


Morgan Park Military Academy 


Thorough preparation for college. Personal guidance to- 
ward all-round development, initiative stimulated. Ex- 
perienced teachers. Sports for every boy, including riding. 
Near Chicago. 66th year. Lower school. Catalog. 

Col. H. D. Abells, Box 339, Morgan Park, III. 








. * ele 
Missouri Military Academy 
50th year. Inspires boy to best efforts by teaching How to 
Study. Fully accredited. R. O. T. C. Small classes. Pre- 
pares for college or business. Separate Junior school. 
Sports, Gymnasium. Write for catalog to: 
Col. C. R. Stribling, M.M.A., 439 Main St., Mexico, Mo. 


Wentworth Military Academy 


and Junior College, 60th year. 41 miles from Kansas City. 
High school and 2 years’ regular college work. Accredited. 
All Sports. Gym, stadium, swimming. Music, debating, 
dramatics. Write for book. Non-military Summer School. 

Col. S. Sellers, 339 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo. 








Kemper Military School 














Junior College and High School. 95th year. Fully ac- 
credited. Superior scholastic, letic rating. 
$200,000 gym. Indoor pool, r nge. Golf. 96-acre 
ampus. Catalog and View Book 

Col. A. M. Hitch, 739 Third St., Boonville, Mo. 


St. John's Military Academy 


For more than 50 years, St. John’s has been training boys 
to make wise choices in life. Thorough instruction, plenty 
of good times. Accredited preparation for college. All sports. 
Write for Catalog. 439 De Koven Hall, Delafield, Wis. 


Western Military Academy 


Junior-Senior High School. Accredited. 61st year. Group 
plan of instruction according to scholastic ability. Competi- 
tive athletics for all under unique plan. Modern fireproof 
buildings. For catalog and athletic folder, address: 

Col. R. L. Jackson, Pres., Box G-3, Alton, Ill. 


MIDDLE WESTERN—GIRLS 
For girls. Thorough High School and 


Ferry Hall Junior College training amid beautiful 
surroundings. Accredited. On Lake Michigan. 28 miles 
from Chicago’s advantages. General courses. Music, art, 
dramatics. Riding, swimming, tennis. Not for profit. 
71st year. Mid-term, Jan. 30. Catalog. 
Eloise R. Tremain, Principal, Box {, Lake Forest, Ill. 


Frances Shimer 


Accredited Junior College and Preparatory School. Music, 
Art, Speech, the Dance, Home Economics, Secretarial. 12 
modern buildings on 27-acre campus. Gym, pool, golf 
course. 86th year. No extras. Bulletin. A. Beth Hostetter, 
Acting President, Box 439, Mt. Carroll, III. 


Monticello 


Accredited junior college and preparatory school. Sound 
academic and special courses. Distinguished faculty. 101 
years old. Beautiful buildings. 300 acres near St. Louis. 


George I. Rohrbough, President, Box G, Alton, Illinois. 
For women. Accred- 
aos 


Lindenwood College £% women. Accrea- 


B.M. degrees. Also 2-year Junior College. (A.A. degree.) 
Modernized curriculum prepares students for civic and 
social leadership. Secretarial training. Special work in 
Music and Art. Modern buildings. Sports. Near St. Louis. 
Catalog. J. L. Roemer, D.D., Box 839, St. Charles, Mo, 








216 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


SOUTHERN—GIRLS 


Sullins College — dinier sratets satifea ih 


acre Campus in beautiful Virginia Park. Riding, Swim- 
ming, Boating. Music, Art, Dramatics, Home Ec., Secre- 
tarial, Physical Ed. Modern Buildings, every room has 
bath. Summer Camp. Mention interest. Catalogue and Views. 
W. E. Martin, Ph.D., Pres., Box G, Bristol, Virginia. 
° 

Standard accredited work. Two 
Fairfax Hal years college. Four years high 
school. Secretarial. Fine Arts. In Shenandoah Valley near 
Skyline Drive. Attractive buildings on large campus. All 


sports. Private stable. Indoor and outdoor pools. 
Wm. B. Gates, President, Box G-3, Park Station, 


Waynesboro, Virginia. 
° . ° 

Endowed Junior College 
Virginia Intermont Eniqred Junior Conese 
Accredited. General, vocational courses in Music, Art, 
Speech, Dramatics, Home Ec., Physical Ed., Secretarial, 
Library Science. Beautiful location. Sports, riding, swim- 
ming. Founded 1884. Moderate rates. Summer Camp V. IL 
Ranch. Catalog. H. G. Noffsinger, Pres., Box 122, Bristol, Va. 


° 

For women. Ac- 
Mary Baldwin College 2%,,,wome,,.A% 
The college with a background of culture and scholarship. 
A.B. degree. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial, Teacher 
Training courses. Educationally efficient, socially selective, 

spiritually sincere. Riding, other sports. Catalog. 
L. Wilson Jarman, Pres., Box G, Staunton, Va. 





Two yrs. College, 4 
Blackstone College 2° ,3, Coliese,,8 
plomas in Liberal Arts, Music, Dramatics, Secretarial, 


Merchandising, Home Ec. and Physical Ed. Near Rich- 
mond. Modern, fireproof buildings. Swimming pool, golf, 
riding, other sports. Total cost $515. For catalogue address 
J. Paul Glick, President, Box G-3, Blackstone, Va. 

96th year. Episcopal. Effective prep- 
Stuart Hall aration for College Boards and col- 
leges admitting on certificate. General course for non- 
college girl. Excellent 1 and 2 yr. secretarial courses for 
high school graduates. Separate lower school—grades 4 to 


8. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Riding. Sports. 
Ophelia S. T. Carr, Prin., Box J-B, Staunton, Va. 


Southern Seminary 


Accredited Junior College—High School. A_ School of 
Character for Girls. Blue Ridge Mty. of Va. Music, Art, 
Expression. Home Economics. Phys. Ed. Commercial. Social 
training. Sports. 71st year. Write for catalog. 

Robert Lee Durham, Pres., Box 941, Buena Vista, Va. 











For young women. 
Greenbrier College ¥%,,21g,,7me3, 
College Preparatory. Founded 1812. In the Alleghenies 
near White Sulphur Springs. Art, Music, Dramatic Art, 
Secretarial. Recreational and Social Activities. Modern 
fireproof dormitery. Flat rate $750. For catalog, address 
French W. Thompson, D.D., Pres., Dept. G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 


° 
School for girls—college preparatory and 
Fassifern grades. In ‘‘the Land of the Sky’’ near 
Asheville. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Happy 


homelike atmosphere. Riding. Camp Greystone nearby used 
for year-’round sports. For catalog address 


Jos. R. Sevier, D.D., Pres., Box B, Hendersonville, N. C. 


Bethel Woman's College 


Fully accredited Junior College and Conservatory of Music.” 
Graduates are leaders in their communities, successful in 
careers. Home ec., business, teacher training courses. Art, 
dramatics. Gym, golf. Riding at no extra charge. Moderate 
rate. J. W. Gaines, Pres., Box G, Hopkinsville, Ky. 


Ward-Belmont 


Accredited Junior College and High School. Conservatory 
of Music. Art, Literature, Home Economics, Expression, 
Secretarial. Dancing. Gymnasium, pool, all sports. For 
“Club Village’ and catalog, address: 

Alma Paine, Registrar, Box 103, Nashville, Tenn. 


Brenau College for Women 


Located Foothills Blue Ridge Mts. near Atlanta. Standard 
A.B. Degree. Also 2 year Jr. College. Unusual advan- 
tages in music, oratory, dramatic art, phys. ed. Campus of 
350 acres. All indoor and outdoor sports. Attractive social 
life. Bulletins address: Brenau, Box G-3, Gainesville, Ga. 


pe i eae ete 
By-the-Sea. Fully ac- 

Gulf Park College credited Junior College. 
Also 3-year college preparatory. Music, Art, Speech Arts, 
Home Economics, Secretaryship. Outdoor sports all year. 
eller water pool. Riding, dancing, salt water sports, 

atalog. 

Richard G. Cox, President, Box L, Gulfport, Miss. 


SOUTHWESTERN—BOYS 
New Mexico Military Institute 


Balanced program of academic, military and physical train- 
ing; High School and Junior College. Outdoor life the 
year round; dry climate—3700 ft. altitude. All sports. 
Cavalry R.O.T.C. Every boy rides. Catalog upon request. 

Col. D. C. Pearson, Supt., Box G, Roswell, N. M. 


SOUTHWESTERN— GIRLS 
Radford School jisissisee esapee’ts tae 


year-round climate. Open air classes in patio. Special work 
in music, art, dramatics, secretaryship. Character and 
personality developed. Sports, riding. Limited enrollment. 
Not for profit. Catalog. Lucinda de L. Templin, Ph.D., 
Principal, 4100 Austin Terrace, El Paso, Texas. 


WESTERN—GIRLS 
San Luis Ranch School Accredited. col: 


school. Broad program, music, art, dramatics, dancing. Dry, 
sunny climate. Unexcelled health conditions. Outdoor sports 
all winter: tennis, riding, (saddle horse for each girl), 
pack trips, skiing, skating. Inclusive fee. 

Mrs. Robert F. Potter, Colorado Springs, Colorado. 






































SPECIAL SCHOOLS 





The Woods School 


For Exceptional Children, Three Separate Schools—Girls, 
Boys, Little Folks. Near Philadelphia. Booklet. 


Mo'lie Woods Hare, Principal, Box 170, Langhorne, Pa. 
Separate buildings, boys, 


Devereux Schools girls. Individual programs, 


social training stressed. Kindergarten unit for young chil- 
dren. Devereux Hedges, offering vocational training for 
young women; music, cultural lectures, athletics. Summer 
camps in Maine. Helena Devereux Fentress, Director, or 
John M. Barclay, Registrar, Box 60, Berwyn, Pa. 


The Training School at Vineland 


For those whose minds have not developed normally. 
Between Philadelphia and Atlantie City. Child study 
laboratory. Schools, shops, farms, ample playgrounds. Open 
all year. E. R. Johnstone, Director; C. E. Nash, Superin- 
tendent, Box 406, Vineland, N. J. 


NU nama 











= Est. 1917. For unusual children. 
Trowbridge One of the best in the West. Ex- 
perienced teachers. Resident physician. Individual train- 
ing. Beautiful buildings. Spacious grounds. Indorsed by 
physicians and educators. Enrollment limited. E. H. 
Trowbridge, M.D., 1840 Bryant Bidg., Kansas City. Mo. 


The Mary E. Pogue School fe, 


girls. 36th year. Instruction adapted to child’s needs. 
Manual training, physical education, occupational therapy, 
speech training. Home environment. Separate buildings 
for boys, girls. Near Chicago. Catalog. 

56 Geneva Road, Wheaton, 


Stewart Home School 


For Retarded Children. 46th year. Private home and 
school on beautiful 500 acre estate in Blue Grass Section. 
Cottage plan. Individual mental and manual training. For 
illustrated catalogue address: 

Dr. John P. Stewart, Director, Box H, Frankfort, Ky. 


YUE Vee ae at 


For excep- 


Ilinois. 
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NEW ENGLAND—GIRLS 


SARG = N SUMMER 


CAMPS 
AT PETERBORO, N. H. 


OUTSTANDING camp for girls, on large pri- 
vate lake. Unusual equipment on land and 
water. Well-balanced recreational program. 
Experienced counselors, resident physician. 
Separate divisions: Seniors, 14-19; Inter- 
mediates, 9-13; Juniors, 5-8. Riding in 
fee. Counselor training course. Catalog. 
ERNEST HERMANN, Director 
16 Everett Street Cambridge, Mass. 


NEW ENGLAND—BOYS 
Camp Passumpsic On Lake Fairlee, Ely, 


Vermont. High adven- 
ture for boys 7-16. Fee includes riding, canoe and moun- 











tain trips, golf, sailing, riflery. Music. .3 age groups. 
Cabins. 125 acres. Carpentry and hobbies. All sports. 26th 
season. Write now for catalogue. Mr. and Mrs. D. R. 


Starry, 77 Drummond Ave., Chevy Chase, Washington, D. C. 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC—BOYS 
Camp Carson Hiking, swimming, _ boxing, 


rowing in the foothills of the 

Blue Ridge Mountains in a plain, good, old-fashioned 

camp to build outstanding American boys, 9-18. Eight 

happy weeks, $125.00. Forty. miles from Harrisburg. For 
eatalog and picture booklet address, 

Director Camp Carson, Box 6, New Bloomfield, Pa. 


MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 


ULVER) 


bs SUMMER SCHOOLS 

Naval School—Boys 14-19—ac- 
quire real skill in seamanship on 
Lake Maxinkuckee. Cavalry Camp— 
Boys 14-19—learn the fine points of 
horsemanship. Woodcraft Camp — 
Boys 9-14. Indian lore. Nature study, 
Campcraft. All land, water sports. 
Moderate cost. State which catalog. 
34 Lake Shore Court, Culver, Ind. ~~ 


WESTERN—GIRLS 
San Luis Ranch for Girls Bac, 224 


All sports, also dramatics, handerafts, ete. Daily swimming. 
Riding—a horse for each girl. Pack trips. Motor trips in 
Pike’s Peak region, the Southwest, Mesa Verde, Yellow- 
stone. Two week trip in high Rockies. Inclusive fee, no ex- 
tras. Mrs. Robert F. Potter, Colorado.Springs, Colorado. 


SPECIAL CAMP 
National Speech Improvement 


Cam A non-profit organization, Fund supported, 
D operated in cooperation with the Speech Clinic 
of the University of Michigan. Thirty-five boys ages 8 to 
21. Eighth season. J. N. Claney, Director, Shady Trails 
Camp, Box 340. Ann Arbor, Mich. 













































NURSING 


MOUNT SINAT HOSPITAL 


SCHOOL OF NURSING * NEW YORK CITY 


eo EIONAL educational advantages for 
high school and college graduates. Three- 
year nursing course. Fine, residential building 
overlooking Central Park. Instruction and 
clinical facilities unsurpassed. Over 800-bed 
hospital. Non-sectarian, Classes enter Sep- 
tember and February. Catalog G on request. 


Superintendent of Nurses 1 East 100th Street, New York, N. Y. 
(C3 REL SSE SSS SS 


New Rochelle Hospital School a 
Nursing 


Offers accredited 3 year 
School graduates. Apply 
Principal, Box 55!, New Rochelle, N. Y. 





course in Nursing to High 


PHYSICIANS’ AIDES 





Eastern School for Physicians’ 
y 
Aides Faculty of Physicians. Prepares Qualified 


Students for Physicians’ Aides. Physiotherapy, 

X-Ray & Laboratory Technique. Medical Secretarial 
Courses. Placement Bureau. Booklet GH. 

667 Madison Ave. at Gist, New York City. 








| DENTAL NURSING bets 
. . o e 

Dental Assistants Training Insti- 

tute Short practical course qualifies women for positions 
in Dental Nursing as Assistants or Receptionists 

to Dentists and Dental Specialists. Free Placement. For 


catalog ““4°’ write {| West 34th Street, New York City, 
or {21 North Broad Street, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 


LABORATORY TECHNIQUE 
Gradwohl School # jit!" iatsive in 


struction, plus 4 to 6 months’ interneship in hospital or 
lab. New, important course in parasitology and tropical 
medicine. Micro-photography, bacteriology, blood chemistry, 
X-ray. Placement service. Enter any month. Catalog. 

3510 Lucas Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


Northwest Institute of Technology 


offers thorough, comprehensive courses in Clinical, Labora- 
tory Technique, including Basal Metabolism, in 9 months. 
Also X-Ray technique with correlated Physical Therapy in 
3 months. Men, women. Graduate employment unusually 
hich. Catalog, 3409 East Lake St., Minneapolis, Minn. 

















KINDERGARTEN TRAINING 


Complete education for teaching (5 Pp 
in elementary grades, kinder- CaP 
garten and nursery school. Chil- ¥ 
dren’s demonstration school and. 
observation center. Special summer classes. 
§ Beautiful resident hall. Located Chicago’s 
; = lovely North Shorenear lake. Cultural edu- 
cation plus vocational training. B.E. degree conferred 
(4 yrs.), also 3-year diploma and 2-year certificate. 
Write for list of successful alumnae. = 
National College of Education 


EDNA DEAN BAKER, Pres. Box 96-C EVANSTON, itt. 


Mills School 


For Kindergarten and Primary Teachers. Accredited by 
N. Y. and N. J. Departments of education for state certifi- 
cate. 3-year and 4-year courses. College credit toward degree 
in leading universities. Residence facilities. 30th yr. 

G. H. Lough, 66 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 


~~ TECHNICAL 














eS ee 
Franklin School of Medical Tech- 

Dept. of Franklin School of Science & Arts. 
nology Offers unusually strong, complete, well bal- 
anced 9 mos. training course in Medical Laboratory 
Technology. X-Ray Technology in 6 mos. Free placement. 
Coed. Write for Catalog G. 1906 Spruce St., Phila., Pa. 


PHYSICAL EDUCATION 
Sargent College 


of Physical Education, of Boston University. 
course in Ph i., includes ‘thor 
lan and water ots at Peterborov 
Cultural opportunities. In university cit yr 


i y. 58th y 
Ernst Hermann, Dean, 34 Everett St., Cambridg 








4-year B.S. 























Ce 
&, 








. ° 
Indiana Technical College 
Two-Year B. S. Degree courses in engineering: Electrical, 
Civil, Chem., Mechanical, Radio and Teley ision, Aeronautical. 
l-yr. Mech. Drafting. Prep. courses without extra charge. 
Earn board, Low rate. Enter March, June, Sept., Dec. Catalog. 
249 East Washington Boulevard, Fort Wayne, Indiana. 


“MUSIC AND DRAMATIC ART 
Alviene School of the Theatre 


45th Year—Drama, Dance, Vocal for Acting, Teachi 
i 3 in 1 course—Radio, Sta Ser 3 
ed Astai U Me 
re Appearances while le 


Sec’y Gale, 66 W. 85th St., N. Y. 
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BUSINESS AND SECRETARIAL 


Beautifully located on campus. 
Bryant College Courses (degree in 2 yrs.) 
combining cultural and secretarial training. l-yr. B.S.S. 
course for college graduates. Also 1-yr. course for H. S8. 
graduates. Approved 4-yr. Comm’ Teacher Training Course 
(A.B. in Ed.). Effective placement. Gym, dorms. 77th yr. 
Write for catalog. Secretary, Providence, R. 1. 
Specialization brings results; Weylis- 


li 
Wey ister ter specializes in secretarial-executive 


training for business skill and management of personal 
affairs. Also cultural subjects. Large suburban estate near 
New Haven. Delightful social life. Resident and day. 
1 or 2 years. Placement service. Catalog. 5 

Mrs. Marian W. S. Beach, M. A., Box G, Milford, Conn. 


Packard School 


8lst year. Registered by State Regents. Complete Secre- 
tarial; General Business; Accounting, and Special Courses. 
Co-educational for High School graduates and College 
Students. Placement service. For catalog write: 
Recorder, 253 Lexingtcn Avenue, New York City. 


Katharine Gibbs 


Two Year Course—college and cultural subjects, with thor- 
ough secretarial training. One Year Course—intensive sec- 
retarial training. Special course for College Women. 
Catalog. Assistant Principal, 90 Marlborough St., Boston; 
230 Park Ave., New York; 155 Angell St., Providence. 

cretarial, executive 
The Scudder School secretariat, executive 
school graduates, college women. 2-year college credit course 
with French, Business Psychology, Finance and Invest- 
ments. 1-year intensive. Model office. Social Welfare, 2- 


year college credit course. Field Work. Placement. Resi- 
dence. Miss G. H. Scudder, 66 Fifth Ave., New York City. 


FINE AND APPLIED ART 
Fashion Academy The Accepted School of 


Famous Graduates. Cos- 
tume Design—Styling—Fashion Art—Textile Design—for 
Trade, Screen and Stage. Under personal direction of 
Emil Alvin Hartman, America’s Recognized Design In- 
structor and Fashion Consultant. Write for School Book 9. 
30 Rockefeller Plaza, 5th Ave. at 50th St., New York, N. Y. 


























N. Y. School of Interior Decora- 


tion Six Weeks’ Practical Training Courses. Also 

Vocational. Design and College Courses. Faculty of 

leading N. Y. Decorators. Day and evening classes. Summer 
Term commences July 10th. Send for Catalog 3R. 

515 Madison Avenue, New York City 


N. Y. School of Fine & Applied 


Art (Pa rsons) Study in New York, Paris, Italy. 


Interior Architecture & Decoration; 
Costume Design & Illustration; Advertising Design; 
Teacher Training. Send for General Catalogue. 

Box K, 2239 Broadway, New York. 


Layton School of Art 


and illustration; Sculpture; Advertising. Industrial, In- 
terior and Costume Design; Teacher Training. Frequent 
exhibitions, lectures, trips. Non-profit. 19th year. Moderate 
tuition. Catalog. Charlotte R. Partridge, Director, 19 Lay- 
ton Art Gallery, Milwaukee, Wis. 


Art Institute of Pittsburgh 


18 years of successful graduates in Commercial Art, Ilustra- 
tion, Fashion Drawing, Costume Design, Pattern Drafting, 
Interior Decoration. 9 and 18 month courses. Low-payment- 
plan. Individual Instruction. Start Now! Catalog. Willis 
Shook, Dir., 232 Stanwix Street, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 


VOC SCHOOL 








Thorough professional 
training. Painting 








CHICAGO 


Dress Design, French Cutting, Pat- 
tern Making, Color, Merchandising, 
Styling, Buying, Style Reporting, 
Fashion Hllustration, Interior Deco- 
ration, Advertising, Photography. 


STUDENTS PREPARED FOR PROFESSIONAL CONTACTS 
116 S. MICHIGAN BLVD., CHICAGO, Dept. C. 


The Art Institute of Chicago 


Fine Arts—Industrial Art. A Professional School offering 
degrees and.diplomas in all branches. Not operated for 
profit. 60th yr. Low tuition. Spring term begins March 28. 
Ilustrated bulletins on request. 

Dept. G. A., The Art Institute, Chicago, Hl, 


Chicago Academy of Fine Arts 


Spring Term enrollment date April 17—Commercial art, 
Dress Design, Interior Decorating, Fashion Tilustration, 
Cartooning, Industrial Design, Illustration, Drawing and 
Painting, Stage Arts, Photography. 

18 S. Michigan Avenue, Suite B-3, Chicago. 











American Academy of Art 


Practical courses in Commercial and Fine Art, Dress De- 
sign, Fashion Mlustration. Faculty of international reputa- 
tion. Individual instruction. Enroll now. Frank H. Young, 
Dept. 439, 25 E. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, III. 





HOTEL MANAGEMENT 
Hotel Extension Division 


Three-week course in principles of hotel operation, 
manager of Chicago Apt. Hotel. Class study of duties— 
, Apt. Hotel Mgr., Hskpr., Inspectress, Clerk, Asst. 
r supplemented by observation in hotel itself No ex- 
perience required. Catalog. Desk D, 203 N. Wabash, Chicago. 
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HOUSEHOLD ARTS, 


FOODS, DIETETICS 





Bsa Distitian! 


One year intensive course qualifies you for a 
good position in hotels, restaurants, Schools, hos- 
pitals, laboratories, steamships, institutions. Co-ed, 
Cafeteria by students affords managerial experience. 
Placement service available. Age mo obstacle. 
Licensed by N. Y. State. Write for catalog 14. 


NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF DIETETICS 
660 Madison Avenue, New York, Regent 4-2207 





Lesley 


Domestic Science. Two-year professional course prepares for 
dietetic positions in hospitals, institutions, tearooms. One- 
year practical Home Making course. Dormitories. Extra 
curricular and social activities. For catalogue address: 

The Secretary, 33 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass. 


The Iridor School 


will send you upon request a free book ‘‘Food Opportunities”’ 
which tells you how you can make money at home or in an 
attractive position. There are excellent openings for Iridor 
trained Tea Room Managers, Hostesses, Caterers, Cake and 
Candy Makers. 831-C Lexington Avenue, New York. 


Ballard School of the Y. W. C. A. 


67th Year. Professional Food Service Training. Kitchen 
and Dining-room Mgt. Modern Housekeeping. Cookery. 
Dressmaking. Home Nursing. Secretarial, etc. Placement 
service. Gym, pool, cafeteria. Six residences. Complete 
catalog D. 610 Lexington Ave. at 53rd St., N. Y. C. 


Miss Farmer's School of Cookery 


This long-established school prepares for positions requir- 
ing cookery and dietetics, and for efficient home manage- 
ment. One Year, Eight Weeks, shorter courses. Individual 
instruction in small groups. Residences. Catalog H. 

Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 
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SHE’S HOTEL 
HOSTESS NOW! 


—Earning a Splendid Salary, Although 
a Few Months Ago She Operated 
a Switchboard 


Some people say, “It can’t be done,” but Helen 
D. Pritchard is one of thousands of Lewis 
Students who have done it! Women in exactly 
the same position as you are today—women from 
every walk of life—office workers, nurses, sales- 
women, teachers, as well as those who never had 
a job before—have found the Lewis Course a 
short cut to a steady, permanent position with 
a good salary. 


Not so long ago Helen Pritchard knew nothing 
about hotel work. “Dissatisfied with my income 
as telephone operator, the lack of opportunity 
and long hours,” she says, “I answered an ad- 
vertisement, ‘Hotels Cail for Trained Men and 
Women.’ ” 


The Lewis Schools’ book, “Your Big Oppor- 
tunity,” solved her problem. Here was a pro- 
fession that offered fascinating work amidst 
colorful surroundings, good pay and splendid 
opportunities. Most important of all it meant 
life-long security and financial independence, 
She enrolled. Now—she writes: 


“T had hardly completed my course before I 
secured my first position as Hostess of this 
beautiful Resort. My Lewis Leisure-Time, Home 
Study Training proved the only recommenda- 
tion I needed despite the fact I knew absolutely 
nothing about hotel work before taking the 
Lewis Course.” 


Miss Pritchard is typical of thousands of Lewis- 
Trained men and women who have won quick 
success in the fascinating hotel and institutional 
field. Our FREE book, “Your Big Opportunity,” 
tells how to secure a well-paid position in this 
business where you are not dropped after 40. It 
explains how you are registered free of extra 
cost in the Lewis National Placement Service. 
You have the opportunity to do what Helen D. 
Pritchard did! Sign the coupon and mail it 
NOW! 


V long ago. Mail the 








FROM 
TO A WELL-PAID 
HOTEL POSITION 


—Assistant Manager of Apartment 
Hotel Secures Position, Though 
Without Previous Experience 


HOUSEWIFE 


Imagine getting away from the dull routine of 
house work—saying “goodbye forever” to its long 
hours and futureless monotony. Does it seem too 
good to be true? If Alta Davies had thought so she 
wouldn’t be where she is today! Are you willing 
to do what she did—if it can mean as much to you 
as it did to her? 


Only a short time ago, Mrs. Davies not only had 
no business experience but, as she wrote recently, 
“Previous to my enrollment, I had no experience 
in the Institutional Field. In fact, I did not even 
know of the splendid opportunities that it offers 
the woman of today. Then one day I answered a 
Lewis advertisement.” 


The Lewis book, “Your Big Opportunity,” con- 
vinced her the hotel field offered everything she 
wanted and she enrolled. Today— 


“Shortly after completing the course, I secured a 
position as Assistant Manager of an Apartment 
House. With the help of Lewis Training, I in- 
creased my income 25%,” she writes, 


“The Hotel and Institutional Field is ideal. The 
fascination of the work, luxurious surroundings 
and substantial income it affords contribute to a 
life of happiness and security. I cannot recommend 
the Lewis Hotel Training Schools too highly,” 


Alta Davies knew no more about the hotel and in- 
stitutional field than you do. Today, she is one of 
the many Lewis-Trained men and women holding 
well-paid positions in the billion-dollar hotel, club, © 
restaurant and institutional field. Our FREE book 
tells how you, too, can qualify for a well-paid 
position in this business where you are not drop- 
ped after 40, It explains how you are registered 
free of extra charge in Lewis National Placement 
Service. Do today what Alta Davies did not so 
coupon IMMEDIATELY! 


eee ea nN eT ee Open to Both MEN and WOMEN 


' LJ] Manager OD Apt. Hotel Manager 
(0 Banquet Manager 
(] Matron 

(J Maitre d’Hotel 

CL) Dietitian 

C] Supt. of Service 

(] Publicity Director 
C] Club Manager 


(] Restaurant or Coffee 
Shop Manager 





: (_] Hostess 

I [] Steward 

; (] Housekeeper 

1 (J Cashier 

I (J Purchasing Agent 
: (] Chief or Floor Clerk 
1 [j Social Director 
Auditor 

I Sports Director 
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EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


Clifford Lewis, Pres., 
LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS, 
Hall TE-2475, Washington, D. C, 


Please send me FREE of charge and without 
obligation details as to how to qualify for the 
hotel, club, restaurant and institutional field. I 
am particularly interested in the positions I 
have checked. 


I arg naps oe Seg se on an Se 


. Modern Piece 


(Continued from page 27) 

born. That had been a fine time for her to 
find out about Lois Mercer. The thing un- 
rolled raggedly in her mind now, an old 
film in which the characters moved jerk- 
ily, making extravagant and dramatic ges- 
tures. “I can’t go to the hospital if you’re 
going to be seeing her then.” The Lisa of 
six years ago was sob-torn, hysterical, 
jerking through the film. 

“T won’t be seeing her. I swear it, dar- 
ling. I haven’t seen her for a month. Not 
since—tell me you believe me, Lisa. When 
could I have seen her? It was harmless. 
It’s been just a few times. It’s had nothing 
to do with us. Can’t you see it’s been 
nothing?” 

She couldn’t see, but she had let herself 
be held, trying to believe. She had gone 
to the hospital and had come home with 

. Nickie, and she’d been a little changed. 
Lisa MacAllister, changing and growing. 
Ah, no—changing and shrinking. Shrink- 
ing a little more the next time, her face 
tight and still as it was tight and still now 
in Dr. Baldwin’s waiting room. 

“Why am I going over that now?” she 
wondered suddenly, forcing herself to sit 
down again and bringing the old film to 
a quick fade-out. 

The boys were back, Nickie flushed and 
proud, with a new and minute filling. But 
her zest was gone now, marshaling them 
through stores. The crowds thickened at 
noon, and she had to telescope her shop- 
ping, skipping things, promising herself 
she would come in alone on a weekday 
morning. 

She had meant to send them in to the 
washroom for a clean-up before - lunch, 
and to go freshen her make-up and 
smooth her hair. She remembered it only 
after the waiter had taken them in tow 
and when they were following him down a 
lane lined with filled tables. Everyone 
looked fresh and charming—everyone, 
that is, with the exception of Mrs. MacAl- 
lister and her sons. Oh, well, Lisa was 
thinking resignedly, there’d be no one 
here she knew. 


Gas was thinking that when she saw 
Mace and the girl. She half-turned, but 
the boys were bumbling along behind her, 
the waiter was looking back from the table 
he’d picked for them. They’d attract far 
less attention by going on. 

She wanted, more than anything in the 
world, to avoid attention. She slipped on, 
guiding the children into seats with al- 
most furtive movements. It was strange 
that her heart should beat so, hurting her 
head, blurring her vision. It was strange 
that her hand should shake, taking the 
menu, All this was strange when it was 
no new thing. “The boys,” she thought, 
struggling for control. Bruce was looking 
to her for help with the menu. Nickie was 
contentedly kicking his chair. 

In her panic she had let them be seated 
wrong, she saw now, and at any moment 
one of them was going to see Mac. He was 
perhaps five tables away and across the 
garden from them. He was idling over 
lunch, absorbed in talk, absorbed in the 
girl. Lisa had a new film to add to her 
roars modern piece—five minutes 
old. : 

Five minutes old, ten minutes old, fifteen 
minutes old—while her talk raced. Every- 
thing depended on holding the boys’ at- 
tention now, and their interest in the Nat- 
ural History Museum was flagging. If they 
just wouldn’t see Mac. If they could be 
spared knowing that he was lunching 
slowly and easily and happily here with 
a girl who was slim and dark and young 
when he’d pleaded work as an excuse for 
not taking them to the double header. 

One of her old furies would have helped, 
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IN LIGHT, LOVELY 
RHYTHM STEP SHOES 


with the Protection 


of Weightless Rhythm Treads 


* They’re the smoothest, sleekest little shoes 
you’ve seen—these Rhythm Steps. But they’ve 
a new buoyant comfort that will completely sur- 
prise you. No extra weight—no added bulk—with 
wonderful extra support! Your heel comes down 
in cushioned comfort—your arch is soothing'y 
supported—and the ball of your foot is buoyed up 
to relieve it of all shock and strain. Rhythm Step 
shoes are different! Invisible Rhythm Treads give 
you a sensation of buoyant ease a grand new 
weightless way!. 


Make the 3-Step Test 


Take three steps in Rhythm Step shoes—at your 
nearest dealer. That's all it takes to show you how 
much more buoyant and restful the lightest and 
daintiest shoes can be. See how you can triple foot 
comfort and keep your feet looking trim and young! 


For Name of Nearest Dealer, Write to Manufacturer 


JOHNSON, STEPHENS & SHINKLE SHOE CO. , 
ST. LOUIS, MISSOURI 


Makers of Fashion Plate Shoes. . . Recognized Style Leaders 
for Over 20 Years 
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Hula dancers and music 
make the Luau an ever- 
popular feast in Hawaii. 
Drawing by Millard Sheets 
for the Hawaiian Pine- 
apple Co., Ltd. 







Hawaii sends you a delicious new treat 
—spoon-size Dole “Gems” cut from the 
juiciest and tenderest part of field-rip- 
ened pineapples. You'll love them in 


salads and desserts... and for breakfast! 


DOLE 


PINEAPPLE GEMS from HAWAII 


Listen to Phil Baker in “HonoLtu.tu 
Bounpb”’—coast-to-coast Columbia Net- 
work, Saturdays 9 to 9:30 P.M., E.S.T. 


Be 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 








but no fury came this time; not even anger 
came. Two levels of her mind were busy, 
and only one with the museum. 

She and Mac were going to the Briscoes’ 
tonight, and she was going with her hair 
this way because Mac had disappointed 
the boys about the afternoon. And Mac 
had disappointed them, she saw now, be- 
cause he was going with her to the Bris- 
coes’. That had made trouble for him, no 
doubt, with the slim, dark girl. The girl 
might be twenty-four, twenty-six, and 
she was lovely with youth. She, Lisa, was 
thirty-four. 

There seemed, suddenly, to be a girl at 
her own table, too. She was in the fourth 
chair, and she was looking at Lisa curi- 
ously. “What have you done to me?” the 
girl wanted to know, her voice curious. 
“What have you let happen to me? I was 
young, too. I was proud and gay and—” 
The girl changed. She was a little older, 
and married, and her lips had been touched . 
by life and love. “I was happy,” this slight- 
ly older girl said simply, but it was some- 
how an accusation. “I was sure of myself 
and strong.” But the strange girl didn’t 
look at the boys, and she was wrong in 
that. She had to look at the boys. Lisa 
passed a hand over her eyes. 

Had Mac left? She didn’t know. She 
didn’t know whether to hurry Nickie and 
Bruce and rush them away or to let them 
eat slowly, sitting on in this tension. 

“Dad!” It was a clear young voice break- 
ing the tension. “It’s Dad!” 

A young body rocketed; it plunged down 
a lane between tables. A smaller one fol- 
lowed it, as surely and swiftly as thunder 
follows sharp lightning. There had been 
no time even to raise a hand. She had to 
turn at last. She had to nod and smile, 
somehow, and beckon them back to her 
with a gesture they didn’t see. She could 
turn her head again then and wait, setting 
a treacherous lock of hair back in place. 


opeey came back, finally, Mac with them. 
You could see that they had hurled 
themselves upon him. They were practi- 
cally climbing up his arms now. 

Mac was miserably red and confused. 
“T didn’t know you were coming in today,” 
he blurted. 

“It was the dentist,” she stated flatly, 
looking down. 

No, in the past months he hadn’t known 
much about their plans. Mac was sitting 
down for a moment, talking to his sons, 
trying to regain his composure. They were 
helping him, naturally, spontaneously, and 
the familiar triangle was forming, shutting 
her out. It was building up naturally out 
of the children’s so-special- affection for 
Mac. She sat still and felt it form. 

“We can still make it!” Bruce was stirred 
by a sudden excitement, looking at his 
watch. “We wouldn’t miss more than a 
couple of innings, Dad.” 

“But that lady is probably a very im- 
portant client, Bruce.” Lisa still didn’t look 
up, but she heard Mac’s breath come out ~ 
sharply in relief. 

“She is, son.” He seized upon it, thank- 
fulness in his voice, his glance at her so 
pathetically grateful. 

“Phooey on clients,” Bruce was saying. 
“A double header’s important, too, I 
guess.” 

But there was no rancor in his voice, 
and the encounter had left no slight mark 
upon him. It was accepted, dismissed. It 
was a part of business, and he wouldn’t 
think of it again. 

The Briscoe evening couldn’t, under the 
circumstances, be much of a success. Lisa 
was drawn into bridge, and Mac wasn’t 
playing. She could sit quiet for the most 
part. She played easily and well, and her 
mind was free to follow other things. Was 
it hurt pride, hurt love, or sheer garden- 
variety resentment that was tightening her 


this timg, she wondered wearily. Did she 
still love Mac and, if so, what sort of love 
was it? A woman’s mind being what it is, 
how was it possible for her to know 
whether or not she still loved a man? 
After ten years of marriage, didn’t it come 
to be the mind that had to hold and value? 
There was none of the jealousy of wronged 
love in her feeling. She felt, instead, that 
she and the boys had been drenched with 
cheapness until she could feel it clinging 
to her visibly. 

Douglas MacAllister was young for 
thirty-eight. He. was tall and quick. His 
charm was quick, and he held men’s loyal- 
ties easily and lightly. He was Bruce 
grown tall, cutting through life without 
pausing to look overlong at anything. But 
today he had been forcibly given pause, 
and there was a chastened and waiting 
something about him. Perhaps he thought 
Lisa was going to make a scene, later on 
tonight, when they were home. But there 
was no scene left in her. She accepted that 
fact without surprise. 


EERHAPS he’d been shaken by that en- 

counter with the boys. No doubt that 
was it. He hadn’t said anything when he’d 
come home, but there’d been something in 
his attitude with Nickie and Bruce after 
dinner, something anxious and almost 
apologetic. 

“T can only say I’m sorry,” he’d said in 
the car. 

“Yes,” she’d agreed dully. “That’s all 
you can say.” 

He’d made no attempt to bluster. They 
both knew that his lunching with the girl 
had been no casual encounter, and it lay 
accepted between them. 

“What are you bidding, Lisa?” Marion 
Briscoe broke in on her thoughts. 

They had all, she remembered, been 
kind to her for some months, and no doubt 
they all knew. Things like that commonly 
got about in a closely knit social group. 
It was odd that this time she had no curi- 
osity about the girl involved. She had no 
desire even to know her name. She’d 
looked nice, and young, and even gentle, 
to Lisa’s swiftly startled glance. 

“The boys are growing older.” It was 
what her tangled and intermittent think- 
ing all evening had been coming back to. 
“They escaped today, but they won’t al- 
ways. And—isn’t it going to be always 
with Mac? They can’t stay babies forever, 
and they’ll come to know what everyone 
else knows.” There was that, and there 
was Lisa Camden of ten years ago, shad- 
owy by her chair. 

“Look, Lisa—” Mac’s voice was gruff 
when he came through the dividing door 
into her bedroom—“I said I was sorry, but 
that doesn’t cover it. I can’t.explain—” 

“Don’t try,” she said. 

“Anyway, thanks for bringing that up 
about a client. It was like you.” He stood, 
looking at her helplessly. 

“TI could see you were floundering.” She 
turned from brushing her hair at the mir- 
ror. “It was just necessary to say some- 
thing. But it won’t always serve.” 

He’d been frightened this time, she saw. 
Almost as frightened as he’d been over 
Lois Mercer before Nickie was born. Only 
—wasn’t it on account of his sons that he 
was frightened now? 

“T won’t see her again.” It was so hard 
for him to say it that his throat contracted 
on it. 

Her noting of that was detached, and 
she said nothing for a moment. It was 
extraordinary how clear her plan was in 
her mind, how inevitably it stretched be- 
fore her. 

‘T’m taking the boys and going to the 
lake for the summer. Right away, almost. 
I'll find out Monday if it’s all right for 
Bruce to leave school a week early.” 

“You mean I’m not to come up?” 








GREEN GIANT 
BRAND—REG. 
U.S. PAT, OFF. 


one 


7, are no other peas like Green Giants either in 
cans or on the produce market. They are packed from an 
exclusive breed (S-537) that gives them their distinctive, 
delicate flavor. They are sealed into cans less than three 
hours after they come from the fields. That insures their 


freshness and keeps their vitamin content. 





is 
BRANO 
Grown and packed only by Minnesota Valley Canning Company, Le Sueur, Minn., and Fine 
Foods of Canada, Ltd., Toronto, Ont. Also packers of Niblets Brand Corn, Niblet-Ears and 
Del Maiz Cream Style Corn, 
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How Mary and Bill saw 


Twice as Much ov their trip to the 


California World’s Fair— and saved money too! 


1. MARY: Southern Pacific’s got something here.They have four 
routes to California. We can go to the San Francisco World’s Fair 


on one route, return on another and see twice as much of the 


West. Sounds like a bargain to me. 
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BILL: Humph! I'll bet it costs twice as much, too! 


sO TONlo Sout 
sat sr o180o me 0 nA SAN AN HO! eg. 


TE MATATLA! 







Dew Ones s 


te, on v 
So, Faosnet me 
Ouricen OO 


aS a 


GuapAthl nae 





2. MARY: No—from here we can go one way 
and return another for the same rail fare we’d 
pay to go and return on the same route. And 
Southern Pacific has two marvelous trains that 
are just made for people with big ideas and 
little pocketbooks—like us. They're the Cali- 
fornian and San Francisco Challenger. 


BILL: You win. Let’s call up and see whatit costs. 


ya" 


i 


4. MARY: This San Francisco World’s Fair 
is the most beautiful thing I ever saw. I wouldn’t 
have missed it for anything! 


BILL: You said it. We’ve seen the whole world, 
right here on Treasure Island. 
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3. (Aboard the Californian on the Golden State 


Route nearing Los Angeles). MARY: Who'd ever 
think you could eat dinner on the train for 35¢, 
lunch for 30¢ and breakfast for 25¢? Pinch me, 
I must be dreaming! 


BILL: No, you’re not dreaming. This is the 
Californian and the stewardess says this swell 
scenery were passing through is Southern 
Arizona. I just saw an Indian. 





5. (Going home on the San Francisco Chal- 
lenger, Overland Route). MARY: This train is 
just like the Californian—easy on the budget. 
BILL: .. . but the scenery’s different. Now I see 
what they mean by “see twice as much.” 


MAIL THIS COUPON today for free booklets 
describing our economy trains and the San Francisco 
World’s Fair. Address O. P. Bartlett, Dept. G-3, 310 
So. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois. 
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“Yes. That’s what I mean.” 

“Not even for—’ 

“Not at all.” 

“I see. It’s a queer revenge to take, 
Lisa.” 

“It isn’t revenge.” She was speaking 
honestly. “It’s protection, in a way. It’s 
ae It’s—something I want to work 

ut. ” 

You don’t care this time, do you?” He 
was thrown a little off his stride by her 
calm. 

“Yes. But in a different way, I think. 
I'd like to go to bed now, Mac.” 

“All right.” He looked at her, worried 
for a moment. 

But he wouldn’t be much worried over 
her going, she thought. This way hed 
have the summer free. He’d miss the boys, 
but—and it was here her real fear lay— 
not so much as the boys would miss him. 

“lve been too bound up in their care 
and training,” she thought. “T’ll make this 
a gypsy summer. They can be savages if 
they like, if only they find something else 
in me.” It was to be something that would 
take the place of Mac in their lives. “I 
won't plan. I'll work and watch and pray, 
and if it comes, I'll see it. A summer is 
long enough. It will show me how much 
they need him—and I won’t think any 
more about it now. It’s just an experiment, 
and I'll keep it scientific. I—can try.” 


Ate lake place was hers, and she had 
her own money. Mac hadn’t let her use 
any of that, except for certain luxuries. 
They hadnt used the lake place a lot, 
either; it was a little far for weekend com- 
muting. But she’d had it put in repair at 
the time of her flight three years ago, and 
this time it would need very little. 

“Tl let you know, of course, if anything 
goes wrong. An illness, or anything,” Lisa 
had told Mac. 

“Thank you,” he had said. He had stiff- 
ened more as a reaction to the imper- 
sonality of her move than to anything else. 
“You seem to be in a position to make 
your own terms.” 

Vas”? 

“What are the small fry going to think 
when I don’t appear?” 

“Business. They've had a six-months 
preparation for it, you know.” 

Yes, he knew that. It was on his face, 
closing, defensive. All the evenings he 
hadn’t come home to dinner and all his 
Saturday and Sunday appointments in 
town were rising up to confront him. He 
said good-bye to them all with defensive 
cheer the morning they set out. 

“T still don’t understand your trading 
your car in for this thing.” 

’ “The boys picked it.” 

“You mean to tell me you let them—” 

“Well, I'll be darned.” Mac’s reluctant 
chuckle broke when Nickie walked slowly 
around the car before getting in, a keen 
and professional eye scannning each tire, 
when Bruce took a clean handkerchief ~ 
and carefully removed a speck from the 
windshield. But their excitement over the 
car was making them a little casual about 
the parting, and his smile faded slowly. 
He looked rather thoughtfully at Lisa. 

“Write the old man a note once in a 
while,” he said suddenly to Bruce. 

It was seven o’clock in the morning, and 
if Lisa felt a slight compunction, driving 
off and leaving Mac standing at the curb 
looking rather uncertainly after them, that 
was old habit. It was for an instant as 
though she had three small boys and was 
leaving one behind because he’d broken 
rules. “It’s different from that.” The shad- 
owy girl seemed to lay a cool and sustain- 
ing hand on her wrist. “It’s your life, all 
the rest of it.” 

The lake was, as she had intimated to 
Mac, a haven and a refuge. Its peace set- 


tled about her, and the old friends who } 


were left from the Lisa Camden days 
gathered about. She was very careful. It 
was a careful carelessness that guided her. 
She reminded Bruce and Nickie of noth- 
ing, cautioned them only when there was 
actual danger to life or limb. There’d be 
time later to catch up loose ends, after she 
had built up the free and easy something 
she wanted. There wasn’t once in a month 
that her purpose faltered. It was six weeks, 
it was seven, and she held to her course. 
Her whole hope of success lay in not being 
too watchful, and that was more and more 
easy with each day of rest and sun, of 
woods and water. 

That sailboat—Lisa smiled faintly to 
herself on the cottage veranda one night 
in late July. It was ten o’clock, and a round 
moon was flooding the water with a soft 
half light. It was lucky the boys hadn’t 
known how she’d quaked inwardly every 
time she’d set foot in the boat the first 
month. Learning to sail had been one of 
the things she’d forced herself to do. Bruce 
had wanted a sailboat, and if Mac had 
been with them this summer, he’d have 
had one. She had to reason everything out 
with herself in this wise. George Crosby 
had taken them out at first, giving Lisa 
lessons, and now, tomorrow, on his tenth 
birthday, Bruce was to be allowed to take 
it out alone. 

They had bicycles now, too, Nickie’s a 
miniature two wheeler. She had learned 
to watch, without closing her eyes, Bruce 
hurtling down the rocky path, feet on the 
handlebars. These things weren’t bribes— 
she had to keep telling herself that. They 
were just part of her equipment. They 
were to help stir her out of that over- 
caution she’d been bound by for ten years 
and which she’d have to discard now. With 
Mac not at hand to serve as balance 
wheel— 


AS Mac not to be at hand? Was her 

plan working? She didn’t know. It 
was probable that all children turned more 
to one parent when the other was absent. 
The boys were more quiet; she had to face 
that. In spite of her determination not to 
nag them, not even to correct them, they 
were a little subdued. It was true she 
hadn’t Mac’s warm outrush of vitality to 
surround them with. She had seen that 
catch them up like an electric current 
when he came into the house, and leave 
them tingling and alive when he left. She 
moved in sudden restlessness up and down 
the veranda. 

“Lisa.” It was a man’s voice very near 
the cottage, but it didn’t startle her. 
George Crosby couldn’t have startled her. 
They had come that far in six weeks of 
neighboring on the lake. Lisa had no wish 
to look at any distance they might have 
covered; that could have no part in her 
plan. It was just that, in the limited social 
life of the summer colony, George Crosby 
was there. His wife had died a year ago, 
and he was up here painting the summer 
away. Drawn into himself, rather. Lonely, 
no doubt. She watched him swing over 
the rail lightly. 

“You walked around,” she said. 

“Yes. It’s too lovely a night to stay 


They talked easily now, after these 
weeks. They fell into natural silences. 
George stretched out at the top of the 
steps, one knee flexed, and lighted a ciga- 
rette. He had a serious, sensitive face. She 
had surprised his eyes upon her in a spe- 
cial sort of appreciation several times. 
That was all. It had to be all. 

“You're a restful sort of person, Lisa,” 
he said at last. 

“T was thinking I was too quiet. For the 
boys, I mean. No doubt they miss their 
father.” 

“Have they said so?” He asked it lightly, 
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(especially Enna Jetticks). 


And now, two practical reasons for choos- 
ing Enna Jetticks. First, they fit... as 
beautifully as a lock fits its key. Some 
styles may be had in sizes 1 to 12, widths 
AAAAA to EEE. Second, they’re comfort- 
able from the first step. All Enna Jetticks 
are “hand-flexed”. Meaning—broken in by 
hand on specially designed blocks. 


—= So don’t pay more than five to six dollars 


pel, Black Gabardine and beilenit. Oe without seeing the new Enna _Jetticks. 


224 


Hand -Pleed by (fp Master Craflsmen 
AUBURN NEW YORK 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


looking at her, and immediately looked 






























away. 

“It’s that I’m beginning to worry about. 
They don’t say anything at all.” 

He was looking steadily away from her. 
No doubt there’d been comment about the 
failure of Lisa MacAllister’s husband to 
appear this summer. But “You don’t have 
to tell me anything,” George’s rather 
gentle silence said now. 

He was below her, his face half in 
shadow. He was perhaps forty, his hair 
graying, a commercial illustrator who was 
taking the summer out to do-a different 
sort of work. The work was designed to 
be a cure for Harriet’s two-year illness, 
her death, and his present aloneness, no 
doubt. They’d had no children. Why was 
her mind sticking there, Lisa wondered, 
looking down at him. It was because 
George couldn’t quite get to the boys, of 
course. Her submerged realization of it 
came to the surface as he talked. He was 
suggesting a picnic for all of them to- 
morrow, on Bruce’s birthday, and it 
wouldn’t do. Her swift knowing that he 
had to be kept away on Bruce’s birthday 
held her silent for a moment. 

“Perhaps Sunday, George.” 

“Ts the boys’ father coming up?” 

“I’ve thought several times that you’re 
keeping me away, keeping yourself away 
from me.” He was fumbling for a match, 
and his loneliness struck her. 

“Perhaps I have been, a little. I’m sorry.” 
She spoke slowly. “This summer is an ex- 
periment, and the conditions have to be 
kept just right or—or I won’t be able to 
trust my findings. That isn’t very clear, 
George, but—” 

“No matter.” He spoke quickly. “We'll 
have the picnic another time.” 


pe WAS shortly after he’d left that a fig- 
ure in crumpled pajamas appeared in 
the doorway. “Mom—” Bruce’s only half- 
awake voice was shot with excitement— 
“is Dad here?” 

“No, dear. What made you think—” 

“T heard him laugh. I must have dreamed 
it.” He was coming slowly toward her in 
bare feet. 

“It was just George. He came over for 
a moment.” 

“Oh. Dad didn’t call?” 

NOs 

“Oh. But he’ll be here tomorrow. I 
thought he might fly, and come tonight.” 
Suppressed excitement was beating in his 
voice again. “He doesn’t know a thing 
about the sailboat, does he? You didn’t 
tell him?” 

She had a sudden understanding of why 
Bruce had wanted to live on the boat these 
past few weeks. “I’m afraid he won’t get 
here.” She had to make it sound casual. 
“Especially since he didn’t write.” 

“He’ll come tomorrow and surprise us. 
You see, I wrote—again.” He tried to swal- 
low the last word, but it was out. 

“You wrote asking him to come for your 
birthday?” 

“Yes. I said I had a surprise for him. 
He’ll come this time.” 

Lisa yawned elaborately. “You wrote 
before, asking him to come?” She was very 
casual now, and her voice was smiling. “I 
didn’t know.” (“Not that it matters. We 
aren’t attaching much weight to it—” she 
had to put that across with her voice.) 

He was silent. He sat down suddenly on 
the steps. “I didn’t see any reason you 
should worry about it, too.” It might have 
been one of Mac’s gruff, embarrassed ex- 
plosions. “Well, good-night again.” He was 
up. “If you think he isn’t coming, I sup- 
pose I shouldn’t have told Nick.” He was 
casual again, too. “Oh, he'll come.” He 
bolted precipitantly. 

Lisa followed him, moving rather slowly, 
in to bed. 


Nettie greeted her with suppressed gig- 
gleS at breakfast. “They went off on their 
bicycles, a good hour ago,” she reported. 
“T wasn’t to wake you.” 

“On their bicycles,” Lisa repeated. To 
the station, that would be, to meet the 
early train. 

She had only to wait and see how dis- 
appointed they were. There they were, two 
forlorn figures pushing their wheels up 
the road. She could see them through 
trees. She looked at Bruce, and his face 
was closed. 

There was the added disappointment 
about the sailboat, she thought later in the 
day, brooding over Bruce’s face. A fine 
kit of fishing tackle had come for him on 
the first delivery. Mac had phoned at ten 
o'clock with birthday greetings, remem- 
bering the importance of a person-to- 
person call for Mr. Bruce MacAllister. 

“Business is awful,” Nickie told Lisa at 
bedtime. 

“How do you know, chicken?” 

“Bruce told me.” 

At any rate, she thought gratefully, the 
birthday was over. 


T HAD to come with a crash, or a series 
of crashes, when it came. There was the 
September day she drove to Naugatuk 
with George Crosby, leaving the boys 
with Nettie. There was coming back at 
night to find that Nickie had been sud- 
denly, unexplainably, ill. 

“You had the doctor, of course, Nettie.” 
She looked down at Nickie’s flushed face. 

“Yes, ma’am. I had him right away, soon 
as Nickie began to be sick, like you told 
me always to do.” 

“Well, Pll call him.” But it was hard 
to disengage Nickie’s determined grip on 
her hand long enough to go to the tele- 
phone. 

“He'll be all right,” Dr. Thomas assured 
her. “Some childish upset. Perhaps you 
punished him for something. No? Well, 
Tl look in in the morning.” 

She sat alone until late on the veranda 
and stared at the darkness. If she was 
doing something to their sense of security 
—well, then she couldn’t go on. She had 
to find out, and she could do that easily 
enough. Seeing them with Mac now, after 
three months, would tell her something. 

She was spared sending for Mac. His 
wire asking if he might come arrived next 
day, and he was there, right on the heels 
of it, within twelve hours. 

Glee burst upon the cottage and 
swamped it, with Mac’s coming. Glee 
spilled over the lake, and happiness thud- 
ded up and down the paths. Lisa watched. 
She listened. 

“You see.” She turned helplessly to that 
shadowy girl who’d been nearer and 
nearer to her all summer. There were 
times when the girl had seemed to merge 
with her, making of the two of them one 
whole and self-contained and happy per- 
son. The times when they’d achieved this 
union were times when George Crosby 
was about; she faced it honestly, now, in 
the late twilight. She had even come to 
look more like that girl. Her mirror, show- 
ing tan with a flush under it, simply knot- 
ted hair and alive blue eyes, told her so. 


NLY Mr. and Mrs. MacAllister were 

left on the veranda, darkness fallen, 
and their sons asleep. She was obscure- 
ly glad that Mac hadn’t taken George 
Crosby’s place on the steps or fallen into 
George Crosby’s pose. He walked rather 
nervously back and forth. 

“You didn’t want me to come, did you, 
Lisa?” He came to rest at last on the porch 
rail, his face averted from her. 

“No.” 

“Just took pity on me, did you?” 

“Pity on you?” She looked up, startled. 

“Yes.” His voice was strained. 
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” she said again, “The boys missed 
you. 

“So that was it.’ He walked again. “I 
was beginning to wonder if you were com- 
ing back.” There was something strange 
about Mac. “Are you?” He was very still, 
his back to her, disposing of cigarette ashes 
over the porch rail. 

“T don’t know.” Her voice was faint. It 
was true—she didn’t know. Her eyes went 
once to where the lights of the Crosby 
place showed across the lake. “I had hoped 
—not to.” 

“T wondered about that.” He said it after 
a long time, and his throat seemed to con- 
tract on it. “I’ve missed you all like the 
very devil, but of course you won’t believe 
that. Who is this Crosby person Bruce has 
mentioned in his letters?” 

Mac wouldn’t care about that, was her 
slow thought. “He lives across the lake,” 
she said inadequately. 

“I see. I met him once, I think, in town. 
Illustrator, isn’t he? Married.” 

“His wife died. Harriet Lassiter. I knew 
her a long time ago.” 

“T see.” He was controlled. “I held off 
as long as I could. But school opens in a 
week, and I'd heard nothing from you. I 
came up to ask you if you aren’t coming 
home:” 

They must be two strangers talking, 
Lisa thought. 

“That girl, Mac?” She stirred out of si- 
lence. “I never did know her name.” 

“Mary Dennis. She’s being married. She 
wanted marriage.” 

“You didn’t?” 

“No. I have my life. I had it. Have I 
still got it, Lisa?” 

He’d been hurt by a girl, Mary Dennis. 
He’d missed the boys. He’d been reached, 
perhaps, in some queer way by something 
he’d sensed about George Crosby. 

“TJ” she began. 

“Don’t tell me now,” he broke in rough- 
ly. “What I want to ask, first, is if I may 
have the boys for a week. I have my vaca- 
tion. It’s just a fishing shack. Just a week. 
If you would come, too—will you, Lisa?” 
His words were escaping in a rush. 

“No. But take the boys. Ill get them 
ready. About the other, Mac, I was only 
going to say—I don’t know.” 

She did know, of course. Perhaps she 
had known all summer, and even before 
she had come away. Perhaps she had 
known on Bruce's birthday, or on the day 


* 


* 


Nickie was ill. Or on the morning of Mac’s 
arrival. Perhaps it was the Friday night 
of the week Mac had the boys away and 
George brought her home from the Lowe’s 
cottage that she definitely and finally 
knew. He had helped her out of his boat, 
and they had stood motionless for a mo- 
ment. 

“Lisa,” he’d said. 

But her arm had come up to check him. 

“The summer’s over.” He would never, 
now, be any nearer than this. “You never 
did tell me whether your experiment was 
a success.” 

“The result was very clear, George.” 
The girl Lisa Camden was moving off and 
away from her forever. But she was 
thirty-four, and it was time. “Mac can 
give them more now than he can ever 
take away later,” she said slowly. 

“IT see. I understand.’’ He’d been 
changed, then, taking her hand and hold- 
ing it for a moment. “Lights in your place, 
Lisa. Perhaps the family is back.” 

“Oh, no. Not until Sunday.” 

But they were back. They said good- 
night to George, and she and Mac were 
facing each other again. 

“The boys missed you.” Mac’s voice was 
tight, breaking their long silence. “It was 
their idea that—that we all have the 
weekend here together. I—look, Lisa, may 
I stay?” 2 

“Of course, Mac.” She held her voice 
tranquil. “You can help us get ready to 
go home.” 

“Do you mean that?” 

“Yes.” There couldn’t be strain between 
them, if they were to go on for the boys, 
and she crossed to him. Mac had the kiss 
that might have been George Crosby’s. 

“Thank you.” His head was down on her 
shoulder. “It won’t happen again, Lisa. I 
mean it this time.” 

Perhaps she had really frightened him 
this time, when she’d least meant to. Per- 
haps it wouldn’t happen again. It didn’t 
matter, not too much. Not, right now. For 
something was singing in her mind. “The 
boys missed you. It was their idea—” 

“Mother—it’s Mother!’ A boy’s voice 
rocketed. It was Bruce, with Nickie at his 
heels. They were hurtling upon her. They 
were, curiously, trying to climb up her 
arms. 

“This much for me,” Lisa thought, 
“whatever comes. This much for me—” 
She smiled over their heads at Mac, 
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No matter who does your washing or where it 
is done, you wili want to enter this contest and 
compare the Bendix Home Laundry with your 
present method. 
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2. Must you struggle with 
the lifting of heavy, wet 
clothes between washing 
and rinsing? NO 

3. Do you have the tiring 
job of putting clothes 
through a wringer or tedi- 
ously transferring them to 
a spinner? 

4. Do you have the chore of 
cleaning a hand or power 
wringer or spinner tub? 

5. Must you have your hands 
in hot or cold water dur- 
ing washing? 

6. Do you have the messy 
job of emptying dirty 
water from the set tubs 
and washer? NO 

7. Must you mop the floor 
when the washing is fin- 
ished? NO 


NO 


NO 


NO 


Copyright 1939, Bendix Home Appliances, Inv 
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ting needles and crochet hooks 

and start making all the smart de- 
signs illustrated on this page. You 
cannot pass them up. 

What little girl wouldn’t love to 
own a suspender dress such as shown 
above—a knitted plaid skirt, a knitted 
white blouse? The skirt is made of 
navy blue, Java red, dark green, and 
yellow Bunty Medium Yarn. The 
blouse, of white Bunty Light Yarn. 


(tin on! Take out those idle knit- 


The knitted buttoned sweater be- . 


low has endless uses and is some- 
thing very new. Make it of Bernat’s 
Cashmirdown and Cellophane; or 
with gold or silver thread instead of 
Cellophane. You knit the yarn and 
the Cellophane, gold or silver, to- 
gether—a trick that adds charm to a 
simple but smart new sweater. 





Mrs. C. Reinold Noyes 


BERNAT 


228 


T0 KNIT OR CROCHET 


Center, just the romper that every 
mother wants her child to wear. Easy 
to make, easy to put on. It is knitted 
in baby blue Bunty Light Yarn, with 
a crocheted edge around neck, arms, 
legs; and it has two little ducks done 
in the duplicate stitch or cross-stitch. 


TO.ORDER: Buy materials at local 
stores by their trade names. Send 12¢ 
in stamps for each direction, to Anne 
Orr, Needlework Editor, Goop HousE- 
KEEPING, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 
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ENTER GOOD HOUSEKEEPING’S 
PATCHWORK QUILT CONTEST. 
WIN TRIP TO FAIR 


Win fame as a quilt-maker, as well as an 
exciting prize. You still have time to 
make a quilt commemorating the theme 
of the New York World’s Fair, 1939. 
Besides the all-expense trip to the Fair, 
there are other prizes of $300, $200, 
and 7 honorable mentions of $10. 
Send 10¢ for our bulletin which tells 
the details of this thrilling contest. Entry 
blanks must be in March 30. Prize- 
winning quilts must be in April 30. They 
will be displayed during the Fair at 
R. H. Macy’s, N. Y. C., and may be 
sold by Macy’s if the owner desires. 


JUDGES 


Mrs. Vincent Astor 


Chairman, Committee 
on Women’s Participation in World’s Fair 


Mrs. Theodore Roosevelt, Jr. 


Mrs. Robert S. Montgomery 


Miss Frances Morris Anne Orr 





Mrs. Daniel Woolley 


* BEAR BRAND 


Above is the knitted tailored 
sweater you have been looking for, 
made of Bear Brand Angel Crepe. It 
is easily made, and the yarn comes 
in the most luscious colors. © 

Below is the smartest bolero jacket, 
crocheted to give a shirred effect. It’s 
just the jacket to wear over last year’s 


dinner dress, or even an afternoon 


dress that is still good but needs 
something to dress it up a bit. Easy 
to make. It is made of Clark’s O. N. T. 
Pearl Cotton, which is an inexpensive 
thread and comes in lovely colors. 





CLARK’S O.N.T. 
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WRITE today for New FREE OLSON RUG BOOK. 
See all the rich NEW Rug Colors, Patterns — 
authentic Early American— Oriental — modern 
Texture and Leaf designs — fashionable Solid 
and Two-tone colors —Homespun Mixtures — 
dainty Ovals—in Actual COLORS. 





LSON RUGS have a Beauty all their 
own—a deep-piled texture on both sides 
—a superior “‘twist’’ weave, so rich in char- 
acter—yet so amazingly inexpensive. 
They're Better Than Ever—No thin, one- 
sided rugs will give you such durability 
or luxury underfoot as firmly woven, full- 
scorer, Vins on vse 
Good Housekeeping = 
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Gentlemen: Yes, m 


RUG BOOK in i the big, New OLSON | 


“That’s a fine-looking 
rug, Helen.”’ 


““And think how much 


we saved, John.” 





66 Pages of Rugs, 
Model Rooms, and 
Decorating Ideas. 


Send Your Old Rugs, Clothing 


DIRECT TO THE OLSON FACTORY 


Any Special Size You Want—woven 
seamless up to 16 feet wide by any length 
—sizes you can’t get elsewhere. 


It's All So Easy—your materials are 
picked up at your door at our expense by 
Express or Freight, rushed to our factory 
and your order completed in One Week. 


By Famous Olson Process we sort, merge 
and reclaim the valuable wool in all kinds 
of rugs, carpets and wool clothing—shred, 
sterilize, card, bleach—then redye, respin 
and weave into modern Rugs that have won 
the praises of editors, women everywhere. 


TRY THEM at Our Expense!—We Guar- 


antee to satisfy or pay for your materials. 
Our 65th year. We have no agents. 


World’s Largest Weavers of Rugs 
Dealing Direct with the Home 


Chicago NewYork San Francisco 


OR Send q 17. 


ant ee es 
) MAIL THIS COUPON Topay | 


cent Postal fo: 


» Dept. G-43 
N. Crawford Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


rs, FREE to: 


ee. ae State 
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NO NOISE 
iS GOOD NEWS! 


“Babies cry! Refrigerators are noisy!” 


said Jim. But he changed his mind 


when we gota son...and a Servel! 


Servel Electrolux freezes silently with 


2, “JUST A FEW CENTS A DAY,” said Jim “. 
that’s all a Servel costs to run. The little flame 
couldn’t use more gas than that.” And he was 
right! We’ve hardly noticed the increase in our 
gas bills. And friends who’ye had their Servel 
Electrolux for years tell us we never will. 


I. “LOOK, nothing here to wear!” Jim 


NO MOVING PARTS 


shouted the day our new Servel arrived. “It 


simply can’t make noise.” “No?” said I. 
“No!” said Jim, “cause this tiny gas flame 
does the work of moving parts. At last the 
Dalys have a really silent refrigerator!” 


3. ARE WE TICKLED? It’s paying for itself? Actu- 
ally, our Servel saves us enough on food alone each 
month to pay the installments. Jim said the other 
night, ‘““To think I once had the crazy idea that re- 
frigerators were all alike.” And looking at Junior 
asleep in the high chair, he added proudly, “And I 


had 


was wrong about babies, too! 





P.S. . OWNERS FIND that Servel 
saves you more for more years, too! 


“After eight years, our Servel 
doesn’t cost a cent more to run 


than when it was new. Fact is, 
I’m money ahead over what I 
used to pay for refrigeration. 


all appreciate its 
silence.”"— A. J. Duclos, 2740 
Costiglione Ave., New Orleans, La. 


And we 





SRY product guaranteed 


as advertised—see 


SERVEL 
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4, IF YOU'RE LIKE JIM and believe 
that refrigerators should be seen but 
not heard . . . then Servel Electrolux 
is the one for you! 

More than a million families ave 
proved that this modern gas refrig- 
erator is permanently silent—saves 
you money throughout its long life— 
because there are no moving parts in 
the freezing system. 

So, see the new 1939 models this 
week at your gas company or neigh- 
borhood dealer’s showroom. Learn 
all the facts. And remember, your own 
gas company offers prompt service 
facilities for every Servel Electrolux 
it installs. 


For Suburban and Rural Homes, 
Models Run On 


BOTTLED GAS, TANK 
GAS OR KEROSENE 


Write for complete details to 
SERVEL, INC., EVANSVILLE, INDIANA 





THE CUNEO PRESS, INC., U. S.A. 
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THE SIMPLE STORY BY CONINGSBY DAWSON THAT WILL MAKE PEOPLE BELIEVE AGAIN 


AY Mf 


SHORT STORIES: ARTICLES - SERIALS PAGES OF HOME FEATURES 





“Me. of all people, falling in 





ee 
Dace sakes, a daughter of mine 


teaching me new tricks! But somehow, 
Bess, I don’t feel that I'm in a small 
kitchen. It looks so much bigger than 
it really is. What’s the big secret?” 

“Mother, you’re standing on it! 
Another one of my newfangled ideas. 
And you're partly responsible for it, 
for you taught me what a real work- 
saver Armstrong’s Linoleum could be. 
All I did was to pick out a désign— 
something quite new this season— 
that sort of pushes back’ the walls. 
Now add a color scheme that ties in 
with the-floor—and presto, you have 
a cheery, spacious .room. 

“And have you noticed how com- 
fortable and cushiony my Armstrong 
Floor is when you walk on it? That’s 
another modern idea—cementing in 
place over felt. It cost just a little bit 
more—but the merchant says the floor 
will last so much longer. Jim liked that! 

“Maybe you'll think I’m lazy, but 
I don’t scrub this floor, And I don’t 
polish it, either. Just wash it when 
necessary and freshen it up now and 
then with Armstrong’s Linogloss Wax. 
How is that for a real work-saver?”” 

Why not find out how Armstrong’s 
Linoleum Floors can lighten your 
housework and brighten your home? 
Just stop in any day at your nearest 
linoleum merchant’s. 

7 7 z 


SHE FOUND THE IDEA IN THIS BOOK. It’s called 
“Beauty Hints for the Home Decorator.” Illus- 
trated in full color, Why not get a copy for 
yourself? Just send 10¢ to cover postage (40¥ 
outside U.S. A.). Address Armstrong Cork 
Company, Floor Division, 3904 Nevin St., Lan- 
caster, Pa. (Makers of cork products since 1860) 


PLAIN 
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INLAID + EMBOSSED + MARBELLE 


ARMSTRONG’S 
LINOLEUM — 
FLOORS 


for every room ® in the house 


JASPE 


. 


MONOBELLE 


PRINTED 





love with such a tiny latehen!® 


THE FLOOR that gave spaciousness 
to this small kitchen is a new effect 


this season in Armstrong’s Lino- 


leum, Pattern 5610. Table and 


counter tops are also easy-to-clean 
Armstrong’s Linoleum in_ plain 
black and gray. Walls are Arm- 
streng’s Linowall, Dove Gray 732: 
Complete list of furnishings and 
color scheme of this room will be 
sent you free, Just write. 


Be sure to look for the name 
Armstrong's on the back of the 
goods you buy. 


ARMSTRONG'S QUAKER RUGS and LINOWALL 


Protect your smile! Let Ipana 
and massage help keep your 
gums firm and teeth sparkling! 


es a surge of happiness two 
hearts feel when eyes meet and 
say, “this is the one!” And how lucky 
the boy and lucky the girl if their first 
smiles confirm that quick message with 
the vivid appeal of sparkling teeth and 
healthy gums. But how pitiful, how 
tragic if—in that breath-taking moment 
—a ruined smile, dull teeth and dingy 


gums bring disappointment, indifference. 

Play safe! Don’t risk your smile. Any 
time you see “pink” on your tooth brush, 
see your dentist and see’ him promptly. 


NEVER IGNORE “PINK TOOTH BRUSH” 


You may not be in for trouble. It may 
simply mean gums in need of more work 
than our modern soft, creamy foods pro- 
vide—gums grown lazy from lack of nat- 
ural exercise and work. And, as often hap- 
pens, his advice may simply be“ the health- 
ful stimulation of Ipana and massage.” 


— SMILES WIN NEW LOVELINESS ee /PANA AND MASSAGE ; f 


PINK ON MY 
TOOTH BRUSH. 
NO WONDER 
MY SMILE JS 
SO DULL! 














a 
GET THE NEW 22-22 TOOTH BRUSH 


The re with the TWISTED HANDLE (see above). Designed with 1 the 2 aid of 1000 dentists to clean teeth clean and make gum 


ILL DO IT, DOCTOR! ILL 
START WITH IPANA AND 
MASSAGE TONIGHT! 
















YOUR SMILE IS 
LOVELY, KAY. I'D LIKE 
TO LOOK AT IT THE 
REST OF MY LIFE! 





For Ipana, with massage, is especially 
designed to aid the gums as well as to 
clean your teeth thoroughly. Each time 
you clean your teeth, massage a little more 
Ipana into your gums. As circulation in- 
creases within the gums, they tend to be- 
come firmer, healthier— more resistant. 

Get a tube of economical Ipana Tooth 
Paste at your drug store today. Start now 
with Ipana and massage — one modern 
and sensible way to help safeguard your 
teeth and gums—to help keep your smile 
brighter, more sparkling! 


lpana 


TOOTH PASTE 
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Successor to “The Citadel” , 


At last, the magnificent new serial by A. J. CRONIN ; 


3 
The story of the hospital nurse—her struggle for love, for hope against fear, 
and for life against death. Begin reading it in Good Housekeeping—next month - 
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THOUSANDS ACCLAIM 


SENSATIONAL 


NEW LISTERINE DANDRUFF TREATMENT 


Recent discovery that dandruff is germ disease, and that Listerine kills the 





“I have used Listerine Antiseptic on my own hair, and on my 
daughter's hair as well, for a number of years now. I like its 
stimulating effect on the scalp. It is the most ‘effective treatment 
for dandruff that I have ever tried . . . and certainly the most 
pleasant one.” 

Mrs. S. C. SLOAN, West Palm Beach, Florida 


“T am a retired barber. 
I have barbered 27 years 
and I have often used 
Listerine Antiseptic for 
dandruff. I am writing 
this letter to the manu- 
facturers of Listerine be- 
causel haveusedall kinds 
of hair tonic and want to 
say that Listerine Anti- 
septic beats them all. I 
am absolutely convinced 
that it will restore hair 
to its natural condition 
if properly used.” 

G. S. CUMMINGS 

Saltese, Montana 





“This is the first letter 

that I have ever written 

endorsing a product but Listerine 
Antiseptic has made such an im- 
pression on me that I thought that 
I would tell you about it. You 
have been advertising Listerine 
as a cure for dandruff so I thought 
that I would try it. After the first 
application the intense itching 
stopped. I am nearly finished with 
the bottle now and I am happy 
to say that all traces of dandruff 
have disappeared and my hair and 
scalp are again normal.” 


JOHN KEESER, Wadden, New York 





















germ, results in new scien- 

tific treatment... letters from 

all over the country report 
quick relief. 


1 } 7 HEN the sensational discovery that dan- 
y ia : - i A rs : > 
druii 1S in f€ality 2a germ disease was flashed 
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to the world recently, hope of positive dandmff 
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Said that dandcrufi therapy was 





ovale, which causes dandruff. In repeated tests 





g the germ, Listerine 
_ Ee 
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Now, 2 wave of letters from all over the coun- 


try brings wholesale corroboration. Read this 
first hand evidence of the effectiveness of the 
easy, delightful Listerine Antiseptic treatment. 
Note how quickly scalp and hair were ridded of 
ugly, embarrassing dandruff flakes. 


has entirely disappeared, Continue to enjoy 2 
treatment from time to time to guard against 
possible reinfection. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., St. Louts, Mo. 





MEN: 
Antiseptic on the scalp at orous and persistent mas- 
l once a day. WOMEN: sage. B , 


the hair at various overni 


Douse Listerine 






places, and apply Lister- 


ine Antisepti 
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dropper, to avoid wetting 


the hair excessively. 





Always follow with vig- 


= Fl OR several years we kept in 
our desk a memo to ourself to 
write sometime an editorial to 

[ be headed, “What Are You 

Going To Do When The Woods 

Are Gone?” It was not our in- 
tention to stress the money value of 
our woodlands or even to wonder 
what we shall do for lumber to build 
houses and barns in that day when 
the sound of the ax and the saw is 
heard only in the remoter valleys 
of the farther hills. Rather we were 
going to speculate as to whether the 
esthetic value of a tree shouldn’t be 
measured along with its board-foot- 
age, to wonder whether we, following 
the example of the Psalmist, would 
find strength if we lifted up our eyes 
to bare and naked hills. In short, to 
ask where we were going to play 
when the woods were gone. 

But somehow we never got around 
to that editorial. Perhaps we thought 
it would seem unpatriotic to try to 
give cultural and spiritual reasons for 
not slaughtering trees when work was 
so desperately needed, or to hint that 
those newly gone on relief were 
more than wasting the taxpayers’ 
money when they, in made work, 
stripped roadsides and streams of 
bush and shrub and tree. In an 
emergency, we must do what the 
emergency requires, but afterward 
any waste should be checked, any 
damage repaired, as soon as possible. 
We are glad to record that that is the 
program now being followed, that 
millions of little trees are being set 
out. It is well; trees constitute a 
link in our national life that, broken, 
will result in disaster. 

To make us all aware of these 
things Wildlife Restoration Week 
will be observed throughout the na- 
tion March 19-25. The Week “was 
devised for the purpose of dramatiz- 
ing the need for protecting the com- 
mon heritage of our country’s out- 
of-doors,” and by wildlife is meant 
not only animals and birds and water- 
fowl, but wildflowers and trees. We 
have been prodigal in the extreme— 
criminally wasteful, in fact—of all 
these things, and the time has come 
when we must take thought for the 
morrow. The National Wildlife Fed- 
eration, which has an affiliated or- 
ganization in every state, has been 
organized to help us. It sponsors con- 
servation movements everywhere, 
fights projects that would destroy 
large areas of wildlife without com- 
pensating advantages, and encourages 
young people to take part in the 
movement. Last year, for example, 


A 
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the story of wildlife was told in more 
than 70,000 schools throughout the 
nation. 

The problem of conservation is a 
simple one. It means taking care in 
the use of what Nature gave us. It 
doesn’t mean not using what we need, 
but using it without waste and re- 
placing it whenever possible. We can 
all have a share in it. The farmer who 
cuts a tree can, and should, plant a 
new one in its place. Lumbermen can, 
and should, replace with seedlings the 
forests they sweep into their mills. 





Neighborhoods, states, the nation, all 
can work together—or separately, if 
need be—toward the common end 
of reclothing our country with the 
beauty, the majesty, of the trees, 
knowing that with trees go birds and 
flowers and flowing streams. 
Harvests will be needed tomorrow 
quite as much as we need them to- 
day—harvests of soul uplift as well 
as of utility. We have pretty well 
used up what God tossed out with 
so prodigal a hand. Now we must 
begin to depend upon ourselves. 


WILLIAM FREDERICK BIGELOW 


EDITOR 






Told on the petals o 


THE MAGIC TALE OF HOW 


des simple little experiment outlined 
above, we believe, will convince you 
that Luster-Foam detergent, in the new 
formula Listerine Tooth Paste, is indeed a 
remarkable dental discovery . . . the mod- 
ern, dainty aid to lovelier, more lustrous 
teeth, which you should be using. 


It gives you a close-up of Luster-Foam 
detergent in action ... makes it easier for 
you to comprehend how amazingly it 
cleanses your teeth, reveals its astonishing 
power to spread into danger zones of decay. 


You readily understand how this super- 
wetting agent, as Science calls Luster-Foam, 
surges into neglected, hard-to-reach areas 
that even water alone may not enter, and 
gets after tiny defects on teeth enamel, 


THE MW FORMULA 


P.S. 


Listerine Tooth Powder 
also contains 
LUSTER FOAM 


THE ROSE TEST 


Dip a rose into two inches of water in an ordinary 
glass. Remove, and see how the waxy film has 
repelled most of the water. Then add a little 
Listerine Tooth Paste with Luster-Foam to the 
water and dip the rose again. Now remove it; you 
will note that every petal is covered with water; 
Luster-Foam has surged into tiny pits and cracks 
on the petal surface in a way impossible with 
water alone. On the teeth, Luster-Foam acts 
similarly, foaming into tiny pits, cracks, and fis- 
sures on the enamel, where so much decay starts. 
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where some authorities state more than 
75% of decay starts. (See chart to right.) 


The Luster-Foam “Bubble Bath’’ 


Energized into a dainty “bubble bath’’ at 
the first touch of brush and saliva, Luster- 
Foam gets to these danger zones. Mean- 
while it attacks those oily food films which 
hold fresh stains, foster decay, and make 
the enamel dull. At the same time, Luster- 
Foam aids in preventing dangerous acid 
ferments that attack enamel. 


Is it any wonder that this new tooth 
paste is winning thousands of friends every 
day? See why yourself. Your drug counter 
has it in two economical sizes: Regular 25¢, 
and big, double-size at 40¢. 








= JUSTER-FOAM = 















GETS TEETH SUPER-CLEAN 





TYPICAL DANGER ZONES 
WHERE SOME AUTHORITIES ESTIMATE 
MORE THAN 75% OF DECAY STARTS 





Tiny pits, cracks, and fissures in these danger zones 
are breeding spots of decay. A study of 12,753 per- 
sons showed that most of it is centered in the bicus- 
pids and molars, although other teeth showed a 
substantial amount. 

Listerine Tooth Paste supercharged with Luster- 
Foam was created to get at these vulnerable areas, 
so often neglected and so hard to reach. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL CO., St. Louis, Mo, 





40¢ Contains more than % pound. 


50 





Pro-phy-lac-ticTooth Brush. Famous 
Tuft helps clean back teeth better. 







AT ALL DRUG COUNTERS NOW. 
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Apparel, Clothing, Shoes, Ete. 


Air-Step. Shoes'.\. sven oer’ ss 254 
American Silk Hosiery......... 232 
Berkshire Stockings.........-. 138 
Botany Worsted Mills......... 226 


Lane Bryant Maternity Clothes. 192 
Cat’s Paw Rubber Heels....... 208 
Charis Foundation Garment. . .203 
Clopay Garment Storage Bags. rae 


Country Club Frocks....... 16 
Creed Maternity Dresses ...... 220 
Dob Bal ELAtS, «pee eee. aotele one 233 
- Sara Drew Foundations ....... 230 
Wynlap Hats. ae - dsc we 167 


Ebonettes—Household Gloves . .233 
Enna Jettick Shoes... 18 
Foot Saver Shoes. . 
Free Tread Shoes... 
Fruit of the Loom Products... .188 
Daniel Green Comfy Slippers. . . 258 
Holeproof Hosiery... 256 
Infants’ Wear.......- See Children 
Institute for Maintaining Dry 
Cleaning Standards......... 255 
Kleinert’s Pin-in Bra-form.....169 
Kreme-Skin Beauty Gloves. 
Moth Seal Storage Bags . 
Natural Bridge Shoes... 
Piedmont Shirts—Wings 
Powder Puff Muslin... 
Quaker Stockings..... i 
Red Cross SHOES) res saves 2-2 165 
Spirella Foundation Garments. .187 
Swaggerette Household Gloves. .192 

















Talon Corset Fasteners........ 101 
Tubize Rayons—Chardonize. . . 162 
Venus Foundations..........- 226 
WGbAali ty, SHOES ooo 5.a) Sievepee ne oes 139 
Automobiles, Supplies, Etc. 
Ghevrolef Cars ewe. se. <j00 90 
Pisher Bodies 4. ia... <. 55+ 7 
RY eters ol sis meaetnts la boedee noe 150 
Schult: Pratlers, a. meses... 228 
Super-Shell Gasoline..........- 183 
Bedding, Household Linens, Etc. 
Boott Mills—Towels.......... 196 
Esmond Blankets..........--- 211 


Fruit of the Loom Products... .188 
Mattresses... ..- J)... See Furniture 
Pequot Sheets & Pillow Cases. .136 
Tablecraft Cloths & Napkins. ..194 


Building, Plumbing & Heating 
L-O-F Window Conditioning. . .147 
Paints & Varnishes..... See Paints 
Stoves & Ranges....... See Stoves 
Wall Finishes... .. See Furnishings 


Children’s & Infants’ Specialties 
Carter's ‘‘Jiffon’’ Shirts, etc.. ae 

















Chixdown Diapers..........+. 
Che Draperss 7”. otc ve sie rate 3 184 
Curity Diapers. 25.6 eof s)s egret 224 
Doo-tee Nursery Seat......... 212 
Duxkin & Comfotex Baby Pants.214 
Edwards Junior Footwear...... 227 
Foods for Infants.....-. See Foods 
Health & Happiness Club...... 230 
Klad-Ezee Suits, etc........... 224 
Poll-Parrot Shoes: ...5......-- 194 
Cosmetics & Pharmaceutical 

Supplies 

A Deor piste ee aca nastier aii 209 
Admiracion Shampoo.......... 220 
Ambrosia Cleanser..........-. 220 
Angelus Rouge Incarnat....... 231 
Elizabeth Arden Face Powders. 109 
Arsrid Deodorant. <.... <2. <0. - 229 
Avon Cosmetic Service........ 257 
Harriet Hubbard Ayer Inc...... 144 
Bayer Tablets of Aspirin....... 185 
Blue-Jay Corn Plasters........ 236 
Calox Tooth Powder... 5./:.... 166 
CAMAy visi = ‘auto vabetaemer ls >< 71 
CS Ags as arate s eee Ee las © 230 
Colgate Dental Cream......... 78 
Coty Face Powder, etc.........176 
tro-rax Foot Aigs....2.05)- ain # 238 
Cuticura Soap & Ointment..... 230 
DD ERIC See ns Sian binm os wes tts, 8) 83 
EE SIO oe hin ora tre aoe aan ate ore 204 
T ROLOP ER Ce Vidette «| wta een BS Sy 194 
MOSCONE: oes ho oo. ks naiea ne 206 
Frostilla Lotion. Ce ere 
Glyco-Thymoline Oi ane 
Dorothy Gray Lif etc... .186 
Halo Shampoo....... oe 
Hampden Powd'r Base. wev2s3 
Hinds Honey & Almond Cream, 92 
Hy-Kare Gum Massager . .220 
Iodent Tooth Paste. 237 


Ipana Tooth Paste.. 1 
Jergens Lotion........ 4 . 86 
CORON SD eiclisis. o.0s sora a aemenere ale a OS 
TOV IAON: GEC... dest ek ck 5 bie. Goes 
Laco Castile Soap....... 423209 
Laymon's Cosmetics..... Sr ee. 
Lucien LeLong Perfumes, etc ..188 
Linit Facial Mask, etc. 134 
Listerine b 3 
Listerine Tooth Paste 5 
Lovalon Hair Rinse 238 
Lucky Tiger Hair Tonic, etc .21¢ 
Lux Toilet Soap. GC raae alegre 8 
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Lysol Disinfectant & Soap......146 
Manicare arctica omelet ere 202 
Mosco Corn Salvé.. Big eine 212 
ATID. . F012 5 So ee ae ore 94 
Pepsodent Tooth Paste...... 145 
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia... ..102 
Pond’s Cold Cream. .,....-. 65 
Pond’s Vanishing Cream...,. 113 
Primrose House Chiffon Powder . 232 
Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brushes.. 74 
Purepac Household Remedies. .212 
Revlon Nail Enamel ........ 116 
Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads........ 103 
Shulton Old Spice Toiletries ... .133 
Sitroux Face Tissues........ 214 
Sofskin, Cremié. 3... eek a cant 230 
E. R: Squibb & Sons........2+ 68 
Squibb Dental Cream, etc.... . 95 
Tampax....: Pee eee tag tater a ios net 186 
Ungitentine Jime pi -fs Ore ee 250 
Walk-Easy Cushionaire......- 202 
Wix—Holly-pax............ 202 
Woodbury’s Cold Cream...... 163 
Woodbury’s Facial Soap...... 67 
Yardley’s English Lavender, etc..181 
Electrical Appliances. Etc. 
Belden Electrical Cords.. .... 248 
Bell Telephone Service.......- 148 
G-E (Edison Mazda Lamps). . .249 
Ironers, Washers..... See Laundry 
Ran gee yrs saves mayo See Stoves 
Refrigerators..... See Refrigerators 
Vacuum Cleaners..... See Vacuum 
Flocr Coverings 
Armstrong's Linoleum...2nd Coyer 
Bigelow-Weavers—Rugs . .200 
Certified Rug Cleaners. . 225 
Nairn Sealex Linoleum... . 132 
Olson Rugs (Rug Makers) . STZ 
Ozite Rug Cushion....... «7S 
Alexander Smith Carpets......159 
Foods & Food Products 
As 2; Sauces iy iat peatetnas 235 
Armour Food Products.....- 98 
Bakers Chocolate, Cocoa......131 
Bread Diet—American Institute ~ 
OL, Baking cee eee 73 
Brer Rabbit Molasses.......- 221 
Burnett’s Vanilla........... 234 
Campbell’s Soup. 6,02) sae 59 
Clapp’s Baby Foods......... 76 
Goca-Colas i ..\se scare 117 
CornaKol Xin. sve Re eee ee 143 
Cream of Wheat. t2:5: 422.0 247 
CIBCOR 5 o's ids ee eee 16 
Crosse & Blackwell Date & Nut 
Bread... ). 25. .ca- een ems 196 
Del Monte Vegetables....... 97 
Dole Pineapple Juice........ 223 
Durkee Marshmallow Fluff... .236 
Fleer’s Dubble Bubble Gum....114 
Fleischmann’s Yeast........ 207 
Franco-American Spaghetti -161 
French's Mustard... . 105 
Gerber’s Baby Foods.... 198 
Good Luck Lemon Pie F: 236 
Heinz Beans. .:..... 84 
Horlick’s Malted Milk. 197 
Hormel’s Spam....... 236 
Ivanhoe Redi-Salads..... 220 
“‘Junket’’ Rennet Powder. 237 
Kellogg’s All Bran......... 66 
Kellogg’s Corn Flakes...... #2285) 
Honox Gelatine. vasa. en stent 99 
Ieraft Cheeses. '\.) Jk otiemme 11 
Lea & Perrins Sauce........ 229 
Lem—Lemon Pie Filler...... 235 
Labby 8° Pease |..ac ct nteen ate 251 
Morton's Iodized Salt....... 112 
Niblets Brand Corn......... 141 
Iie 5 eS coat ate eee eter ieee 79 
Ovaltine (Wander Co.)...... 236 
Ann Page Foods.......:..+- 115 
Pillsbury’s Best Flour......... 218 
Dr. Price’s Vanilla Extract.....225 
Royal Baking Powder....... 85 
Royal Crown Cola........-- 110 
Spry: ss 0 sats dee a ate ees 8 
“Steero”’ Bouillon Cubes..... 210 


Sterling Salt—International Salt.142 
Stewart & Ross Vitamins.... 1 


22 


Swift’s Premium Meats....... 12 
Wheaten. .<. sn.s:4 sete eae < 81 
Worcester Salt... 2.05.50 237 
Furnishings & Decorations 
Armstrong’s Linowall. . .2nd Cover 
Artex Venetian Blinds....... .228 
Clopay Window Shades, etc.. ..210 
Columbia Venetian Blinds. ....226 


Fincastle Draperies.......... 2 
Imperial Washable Wallpapers. 
Kleinert Shower Curtains... . 
Nairn Wall Linoleum........ 
Quaker Net Curtains........ 
Scranton Craftspun Curtains... 
Sure-Fit Slip Covers........ 
Wall-Tex Wall Canvas...... 


Furniture, Ete. 


Imperial *“*Masters’’ Tables .... 


Robert W. Irwin Co. 
Johnson Furniture. 


Karpen Pil-O-Rest Mattress ae 
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Refrigerators & Accessories 
Crosley Shelvador.........-.. 
Frigidaire Electric Refrigerator. 10 
General Electric Refrigerator... .11 

Hotpoint Refrigerators........ 8 

Kelvinator........-.. pie Siniwis abe 

National Ice Association....... 

Servel Electrolux Refrigerator. .111 

Westinghouse Refrigerators ....17. 

Schools 

Resident Schools & Camps .. 
Summer Campern wees) oe 
Vocational Schools....... 

Correspondence Schools 
Chicago School of Nursing ...228 
Lewis Hotel Training Schools.215 


Sewing, Knitting, Notions, 





Cliveden Waris :..'42 ests eee 
Colonial Varn Sipe) v< Gai ee « 2 

F & K Yarn Co..... pa aS 208 
J.C Main Con nt300 hee ts 


Royalsun Yarns 
Snow-proof—for leather ..... 








Silver, Glass & Other Tableware 
4 r ; Community Plate....... 140 
Kindel Furniture’, 32.0. iu ters 228 Holmes & Edwards. . 
Mueller Furniture..........+. 227 Towle Silversmiths. . . 
Geter oo A. 4 cat Tudor Plate...... 
endleton Furniture.......... 
Spring-Air Mattress.........-. 171 Soaps, Cleansers, Polishes, Ete. 
Tomlinson Furniture.......... 235 Bab-O........--+++s+0++ -+++-246 
qugle< ae Mattress....... 239 Goene S82 tg ee +++ +.196 
eee Club Aluminum Cleaner... ... 19 
Widdicomb Furniture......... 223 Dic-A-Doo Paint Cleaner...... 
Fels-Naptha Soap..........-.. 63 
Household Supplies & Utensils Ivory Flakes & Soap........... 60 
Clotoxi$2.% vouneee a enpeaeee 184 Lux Flakes........- 
DuPont Cellulose Sponge...... 229 Old Dutch Cleanser 
Gator Roach Hives.........-. 231 Pro-Tex-Sil 5.20 oo) aeaeeee ee a 
Glad Rags. 00 Sirs <i neers 208 Rigsoes cease ee 
Johnson's Wax? ce)... secre 106 S.O.S.—Magic Scouring 14 
KVP Dusting Paper, etc....... 235 Sani-Flush (Hygienic Products) . 238 
* SLarvex’ - shies es = tee ae 212 Savogran Heavy Duty Cleaner. .204 
Lysol, 25. teiew oo bs pre 146 Shell Glass Kleanzit. ; 
Puro Moth Tablets.........-. 236 Sunbrite Cleanser... 
Ritz, Clothsium on). eeet mer 222 Super Suds. Ue vi-g = 0) = 
Scot Tineue <1. oh see a ple 170 Tavern Window Cleaner, etc....246 
ScotTowelln us: 34s bee Eee cere 75 Toilet Soaps. ....... See Cosmetics 
sospe See apts ats See oor? Windex. 2.02.2 ote oie ieee oe 
avern Floor ‘ax, (CtCre aims as Stationery, Books, Ete. 
3-in-One Oil e ee ew 224 Eaton’s Writing Papers........ 
Insurance Ott Wedding Invitations....... 


Stoves, Ranges & Heaters 
American Gas Association.. 
‘American Stove Company. 


Metropolitan Life Insurance Co. 64 
Kitchen Supplies & Utensils 












Bridgeport Brass Sink Strainer. 225 Hotpoint Electric Range BT 
Edlund Can Opener........... ait Kelvinator Electric Range, etc..199 
Memco Enamel Ware .. Tappan Gas Ranges 234 
Sanette Refuse Container £1966. Sh Se A ad one ge en ; 
Scot T owela::\ttin doctor ee Travel, Tours, Etc. 
Alaska—Canadian Pacific...... 190 
Laundry Equipment & Supplies California—Southern Pacific... .217 
Armstrong Porta-Lectric Ironer.214 Canadian Travel Bureau....... 248 
Paultless(Sterch'- Son -ia-aee oi 214 Hawaii—Matson Line. . .3rd Cover 
Kelvinator Electric Washer, etc. 199 Sante Fe Railroad.......... ...208 
OA De ear i cao See Soaps Vacuum Cleaners, Sweepers, Etc. 
Paints & Varnishes Cadillac Vacuum Cleaner...... 206 
Kyanize Floor Enamel........ 213 Hoover Cleaning Ensemble ..... 182 
Pratt & Lambert ‘61’ Floor Miscellaneous 
Warrmaisla 8 cs osc ce eeitptione leer 234 beet es Sk Ae ee Se ie 
Pets & Pet Supplies amel Cigarettes.............- 
Dodson Bird Houses.......... 236 Clark Grave Vaults. ..........206 
Miller's Dog Foods... .......- 212 Good Housekeeping Bulletins 
Sergeant’s Vitapets........... 204 - Le 230, 237 
Spratt’s Dog Biscuit Foods. . . .238 Magazine Subscription Work. . .222 
7 Old Gold Cigarettes........... 104 
Pianos, Radios, Music Personal Finance Co.,.......-. 252 
Baldwin! Piasos sen ohests-s sf see 193 Rock of Ages Memorials...... s2n3 





YOUR GUARANTY 


cE IS the definite policy of Good Housekeeping to 
make its advertising pages trustworthy and reliable. 
Every product advertised in Good Housekeeping is 
guaranteed by us as advertised in our magazine. 

Before we accept advertisements for mechanical 
household equipment, devices, and utensils; and 
household soaps and cleansers, such products are 
tested and approved by Good Housekeeping Institute. | 
Before we accept advertisements for foods, cosmetics 
and pharmaceuticals, such products are tested and 
approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. Advertis- 
ing is not accepted on products that are disap- 
proved, Approved products in these classifications 
are permitted to use the Good Housekeeping Seal 
of Approval.* 

All other products are carefully examined by 
Good Housekeeping’s technical staff. They, too, must 
prove satisfactory before advertising is accepted. 

This is your Guaranty: If you purchase any product 
advertised in this issue of Good Housekeeping within 
one year from its date and find the product unsatis- 
factory, we will carefully investigate your complaint 
and if the product is defective it will be replaced or 
your money refunded. 

(*Note: The award of the Seal of Approval to a 
product is not contingent upon advertising in Good 
Housekeeping. As a matter of fact, of all the products 
that have received the Seal of Approval less than 30% 
have ever been advertised in Good Housekeeping.) 
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T’s the style this year to have a car you can see out 
of + And in the Buick pictured here, the total glass 
area has been increased 412 square inches —all safety 
plate glass—with 30 per cent more area in the wind- 
shield alone } That increased visibility gives you a 
view of the traffic—and the world around you — that’s 
a new note in safety too in General Motors cars this 


year {) Add to this the honest craftsmanship, the 





“BUICK’S THE BEAUTY” 
quite obviously in more ways 
than one. And you get more 
than a hint of that from its 
new Body by Fisher—a beauty 
on all counts — in style, 
safety, luxury and comfort 


solid comfort and silent security you get in Body by 
Fisher—add the convenience and protection of Fisher 
No Draft Ventilation and you'll know why smart motor- 
ists say . . . “For 39, better pick the car with Body by 


Fisher,” which means a Gen- 






——= 


= 
7 soxBEL TURRET 





mae 
10, 








s eral Motors car of course. 
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TRY THIS NEW LEMON PE 
--@ with JOASTED 
t.  \ MARSHMALLOW 
4 ae MERINGOE 


YOUR FOLKS WILL LOVE IT! 










SAYS AUNT JENNY 





See how easy to get tender, 
flaky crust the Spry way 


ON’T say,‘My goodness, I never could 

make a pie like this!’ Just get Spry and 
follow the receipt exactly. You'll get such a’ 
wonderful pie that you'll do all your bakin’ 
an’ fryin’ the Spry way from now on! 


“Spry’s creamier, blends so easy with your 
other ingredients. Spry’s purer. Cakes, pies 
an’ fried foods have such fine, delicate flavor. 
An’ they’re so digestible—why a child can 


PASTRY 





eat foods fried the Spry way! 


“Spry stays fresh on the kitchen shelf, 
always creamy an’ ready to mix. Quick? Say, 
you can have a Spry cake mixed an’ ready 
for the oven in lesstime thanit takes just to 
cream a shortenin’ that comes out of the re- 
frigerator! Take my tip an’ change to Spry.” 












IN 6-LB., 3-LB., 1-LB. CANS 


pry 





THE NEW, PURER 
ALL-VEGETABLE 
SHORTENING 


SPRING SUNSHINE PIE 
Tangy lemon topped with toasted 


marshmallow meringue 
¥% cup cold water 1 tablespoon butter 
7 tablespoons -1 baked Spry Pie 


cornstarch Shell 

114 cups hot water 3 egg whites 

1144 cups sugar 6 tablespoons sugar 

3 egg yolks, 1 teaspoon lemon 

slightly beaten juice 
Juice of 5 marshmallows, 
2 lemons cut in quarters 
Grated rind of 
1 lemon 


Mix cold water and cornstarch until 
smooth. Combine hot water and sugar in 
top of double boiler, bring to boil over 
direct heat. Add cornstarch mixture; 
cook until it begins to thicken; return 
to double boiler and cook until thick and 
smooth (15 min.), stirring constantly. 
Stir a small amount of mixture into 
beaten egg yolks, return to double boiler 
and cook a few minutes longer. Add 
lemon juice and rind and butter and 


Beat egg whites until stiff. Add sugar 
gradually (1 tablespoon at a time), beat- 
ing constantly. Add lemon juice. Pile 
lightly on filling. Press marshmallows 
lightly into Agen cut side up, Bake 
in slow oven (325° F.) 20 minutes or 
until firm and delicately browned. 
BAKED SPRY PIE SHELL 
114 cups sifted all- 14 cup Spry 
purpose flour 3 tablespoons cold 
1% teaspoon salt water (about) 
Sift flour and salt together. Add ¥% of 
Spry and cut in until mixtureisas fineas 
meal. (Easy ascan be with ftriple-creamed 
Spry. ) Add remaining Spry and continue 
cutting until particles are size of a navy 
bean. Sprinkle water, 1 tablespoon at a 
time, over mixture. With a fork, work 
lightly together into a dough. Roll ‘dough 
¥g-inch thick and prick with fork. Place 
dough in pie plate and let relax 5 min- 
utes. Pat with ball of dough. Trim pastry 
4 inch larger than pan and turn back 
edge. Flute rim. Bake in very hot oven 
(450°F.) 15 min. 


T R | Pp [ F ay C R F A M E D / blend. Cool, stirring occasionally. Pour (All measurementsintheserecipesarelevel) — 
e into baked pie shell. (Clip and save this Spry recipe) —__ 


































SEE HOW SNOWY THE NEW 


_1940 RINSO cor my wast. ' 


CLOTHES LAST LONGER 
THIS "NO-SCRUB” 


THOSE LIVELY RINSO ) \WEAIGUBP( o06Le...B006LE! < NEW 1940 
SUDS SOAKED OUT ms TRANSLATION: % RINSO 
THAT DIRT IN TEN MINUTES. NEW 1940 . 
ave a RINSO contains Nez 


"Me, aSUDS-BOOSTER’ PN 
THAT MAKES IT 


GIVE RICHER , 

























HOW BRIGHT THE 


NEW 1940 RINSO 
KEEPS WASH 

A. ABLE | 

FS C 


COLORS 











New1940 RinsoContains Remarkablessudes Booster” 


—at no extra cost to you! you by 1940. Today, the price of this amaz- 

ing ingredient has been so reduced that we’ve 
@ Ladies—here’s good news! The New 1940 _ been able to add it to the New Rinso a year 
Rinso contains a marvelous new “suds- aheadoftime—at no extra cost to you! For richer 
booster” that makes it give richer suds in suds...greater economy...get the New 1940 
hardest water. A few years ago we couldn’t _Rinso today! It’s the only soap recommended 





The Rinso 
your grocer 
now has is 






have added this wonderful ingredient by the makers of 33 washers. The New 1940 the NEW 

to Rinso without increasing Rinso’s price. | Rinso comes in the same familiar box. TE COM ave 1940 RINSO 
: 4 d ; SAME. BUT, OH! WHAT 

At that time we thought we could give it to Approved by Good Housekeeping Institute j . 


A DIFFERENCE IN THE SUDS 


\pril 1939 Good Housekeeping 
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’D ALWAYS believed it virtu- 
ally impossible to make good 
portraits with a box camera, 
but this snapshot of my seven- 
el year-old daughter (and her 

daughters) changed my mind. 
Because it was taken right in our 
living room with an inexpensive box 
camera and a portrait attachment that 
costs exactly one dollar. 

Don’t let the idea of using a portrait 
attachment worry you. It’s just_a 
simple mechanism that fits over the 
lens of a box camera and makes 
close-ups possible. Once you’ve tried 
it you’ll find—as I did—that it’s an 
invaluable accessory. 

With the portrait attachment in 
place, I loaded the camera with Su- 
per XX film, which can be bought 
anywhere, and which is more sensi- 
tive than ordinary film. Dorothy and 
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HOW THIS PICTURE 
WAS MADE 


BY ANDREW RANSOME 


her dolls I placed in a chair about 
three feet from a window. The sun- 
light streaming in cast the right side 
of her face into shadow, so I hung an 
ordinary white sheet a foot and a 
half beyond her to reflect light onto 
the shadowed part of her face. The 
sheet doesn’t show in the picture, of 


course, but the results were very sat- 
isfactory. It’s a useful trick to re- 
member, especially in portrait work. 

Then I made sure that the camera 
was set for instantaneous exposure. 
In direct sunlight time exposures are 
unnecessary with this very fast film. 
To keep the camera perfectly steady, 
I placed it on a table about three feet 
from Dorothy. 

“Keep still, now,” I warned her, 
and clicked the shutter, hoping to 
catch a natural expression. Somehow 
I managed to keep from moving the 
camera, and Dorothy and her daugh- 
ters remained admirably still. You 
can judge the results for yourself. 

No, you don’t need complicated can- 
did cameras or artificial lighting to 
make good indoor portraits. Just use 
your old-fashioned box camera and 
some old-fashioned common sense. 
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\ OU’LL find it hard to be- 
\ Vf lieve, but these two pho- 
\ # tographs are views of 
| the same store before and 
after an architect, car- 
“=== penters and painters had 
worked a bit of magic. Perhaps 
the contrast here is too great 
to be typical, but at least it is 
symbolic of the progress which 
has been made during the past 
few decades in both the making 
and the marketing of grocery 
store products. The inviting clean- 
liness and orderliness of the mod- 
ernized store above reflect in 
general the quality and de- 
pendability which today are found in 
the leading brands of foods, soaps, 
cleansers and other canned or pack- 
aged merchandise you buy in grocery 
stores. 


Few consumers realize what an 
achievement it is to produce a good 
product, so commonplace an article as, 
for example, a can of peas. In the first 
place, it isn’t one can but perhaps a 
million cans of peas which the canner 
must produce, all as nearly alike in 
size, color and flavor as, well,—two 
peas. That’s because when you buy a 
can of XXX Brand and like it, you ex- 
pect the next can, and the next and 
next, to be just as good as the first. If 
it isn’t, you change brands, and so do 
thousands of other consumers. Twenty- 
five years ago you might not have been 
so choosy because people then didn’t 
expect too much of canned goods. To- 
day we have different standards of 
quality, higher standards which pro- 


BY CHRISTOPHER BROOKS 


ducers first developed themselves and 
then taught us to demand. 


The canner of good peas, to stick to 
our example, works literally from the 
ground up. First, by a system of plant 
eugenics he grows on his experimental 
farm vines which give the desired yield. 
The seeds from these perfected vines 
are distributed among the farmers who 
grow for the canner. They are in- 
structed how to plant and cultivate. As 
harvest time approaches the swelling 
pods are watched more closely than 
ever was a Spanish debutante by her 
duenna. At almost the precise moment 
of ripening the pods are stripped from 
the vines and rushed to the cannery. 
Here the peas are shelled, cleaned, 
graded, cooked and canned by methods 
and in surroundings which are immacu- 
late. Ready to pounce upon any irregu- 
larity in method or result is the can- 
ner’s own laboratory, which tests as 
a matter of routine the quality and 
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purity of the contents of a 
number of cans from each 
batch going through. The 
same sort of thoroughness, 
care and watchfulness mark 
the methods of the big major- 
ity of manufacturers of well 
known, widely distributed 
foods. 


Soaps and cleansers tell 
another story of progress. 
The harsh soaps of yester- 
day compare with the mild 
soaps of today, and their 
streamlined, dirt - removing 
“efficiency, as the oxcart to 
the automobile. And as for soap chips, 
flakes, beads and similar aids to snowy 
clothes and sparkling cleanliness there’s 


no comparison, because we just didn’t - 


have them. 


In April leading manufacturers of 
foods, soaps, cleansers and other grocery 
store products will celebrate “Parade 
of Progress Week”, during which they 
will report to you, the consumer, on 
the progress which has been made in 
their respective industries. Look for 
“Parade of Progress’ announcements, 
for they will have something interest- 
ing to tell you and helpful in guiding 
your future buying. We're enthusiastic 
about it because at Goop HOUSEKEEPING, 
through the testing work of Good 
Housekeeping Bureau and Good House- 
keeping Institute which began 30 years 
ago, we've played no small part in help- 
ing manufacturers improve their stand- 
ards of quality and performance, and 
achieve sound progress. 





Pull your meals out of the doldrums with Kraft 
dishes like these. A Kraft maindish, for instance, 
gives you a wholly ‘‘new tack’’ on the menu, 
and furnishes important food values. For Kraft 
Cheese is rich in valuable minerals from milk 
and protezn from milk. Supplies Vitamin A, 
too. Remember, it takes more than a gallon 
of whole milk to make a single pound of cheese. 
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Asparagus and Scrambled Eggs. Place 
whole stalks of hot, buttered asparagus on 
a chop plate, radiating from the center to 
the rim. Fill the center with a fluffy mound of 
hot scrambled eggs. And then to make this 
main dish more nutritious, more flavorful, and 
different, grate Kraft American and sprinkle the 
golden cheese generously over the asparagus and 
eggs. Kraft American is the processed American 
cheese that always has the same rich, delicious 
flavor—thanks to Kraft Master Blending! And, 
it always melts and cooks perfectly, too. 
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Kraft Radio show! Bing Crosby, | 
Bob Burns, famous guest stars, : 
ee ear | “Philadelphia” Ring with Strawberries. 
I Blend 3 packages of ‘‘Philadelphia’’ Brand 
Ll ' Cream Cheese with 114 teaspoons lemon juice, 
a“ sB J 34 teaspoon salt, a little pepper and paprika. 
KE? : Gradually add 1% cups warm milk. Soften 2 
Ee — : 1 tablespoons gelatin in }4 cup cold water; 
F R é : dissolve over hot water. Add gelatin to cheese 
Krak tg fi ag : I mixture, blend well. Pour into 614”’ ring mold 
write ior pavort oe I that has been rinsed with cold water and chill 
pookle® Marye® inn cs ! until firm. Unmold, fill center with fresh 
pes fr° me EC SS ee : strawberries. Garnish with lettuce cups filled 
File- Krait Box ; with strawberries. 
a : -l, - Ornese : Copr. 1939 by Kraft-Phenix Cheese Corporation 
ca rd size \ 





ee ee ee ee ee ee ee eh ee ee ee ee eee ee ee ee ee ee ee 





—— ee — ee eee eee ee ee 


“Just fancy!... a pedigree for every cheese!’ 





I was telling a visitor how 
even the finest cheeses natu- 
rally vary in flavor... how the 
character of milk itself changes 
with the seasons so cheese 
must follow suit. 

“Then how is it that the 
Kraft Cheese I buy always 
tastes the same?” she quizzed. 

The Kraft process of blend- 
ing cheeses was the explana- 


tion, of course. And, as she 
watched a Master Blender 
work, I mentioned that we 
have a full record on every 
cheese we use... a sort of 
“birth certificate and personal 
history” on it. 

“Just fancy ...a pedigree for 
every cheese!’ she exclaimed. 
‘No wonder you get such a 
‘blue ribbon’ flavor!” 


. Report of Kraft Guide L. K. 


April 1939 Good Housekeeping 


Meat is especially noted 
for its protein, needed for 
body-building and re- 











pair. But it makes other 
valuable contributions 
to the balanced diet. It 
is rich in iron, phos- 
phorus and vitamin G. 
Satisfying, too, meat 
commends itself for 
breakfast as well as lunch 
or dinner.—Statement au- 
thorized by the Council on 
Foods of the American Medi- 


cal Association. 
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Fine Foods, created 
these recipes in her ~ 
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Test Kitchen in 


Uhicago. 
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Lamb at its finest is branded Swift’s 
Premium! Whether you’re buying a crown 
roast for a company dinner or an econom- 
ical everyday cut, ask for Swift's Premiwm 
Lamb. Those words identify lamb which 
has been selected by experts at America’s 
Meat Headquarters. They are placed right 
on the meat itself, and they assure you lamb 
that is really tender, juicy, delicious. 





Broiled Ham in just 5 minutes! Save time 
with Swift’s Premium, Quick Serve Style. 
It’s ready to serve cold, or you just reheat 
it. Slices need only about 2 to 4 min. heating 
on each side. For a breakfast surprise: Trim 
off crusts and hollow out thick slices of 
bread (or half buns) to a depth of about 44 
inch; brush with melted butter; drop an egg 
in each; bake until set in a 325° oven. 






























Which style for Easter? No 
you can buy Swift’s Premiw 
Ham in two styles. Uncooke 
in the blue and white pacl 
age. Or Swift’s Premiu 
Quick Serve Style in the r 
and white wrapper. It’s reac 
to reheat or slice cold. 


REMEMBER, 
THE MEAT MAKES THE ME/ 








I enjoy the talkies 
When I can hear them; 
But there’s another kind, 
And I sit near them. 


Leaving just as 

The last scene closes— 
Maybe you'll die 

And not get roses. 





If you’d only give them 

A sporting chance, 
They’d get out from under 
Your grim advance. 


Verses 


by KAY RILEY 





I’d like to have that lady’s name, 
So I could start a Hall of Shame. 


This is the thing 

I’m being weaned on: 
Chairs with the arms 
Already leaned on! 
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AST month on this page, you 

may remember, we said we 

were always intrigued by those 

perennial lists of “Ten Books 

I Would Take To A Desert 

Island.” Well, shortly after that 
we had a dream. We dreamed that 
we were called upon to choose, not 
ten books, but ten authors with whom 
to share a South Sea atoll. 

When, somewhat shaken, we awoke 
from this vision, we got to thinking 
about it seriously. (Well, we dare you 
to write and tell us which ten you 
would choose!) And honestly, though 
we may be prejudiced, it seemed to 
us that to compile an ideal list we 
wouldn’t have to go much beyond the 
pages of the magazine that you’re 
holding in your hands. 

Just turn over those pages and 
you'll see what we mean. The first 
writer you'll come to is Albert Pay- 
son Terhune, who'd be a fine com- 
panion on a desert island or anywhere 
else. We’d begin our sojourn on the 
atoll by challenging him to tell us as 
good a dog story as the one by Edith 
Barnard Delano on page 42 of this 
issue—and he’d probably do it the 
first night. 

Next comes Coningsby Daw- 
son, whose magnificent miracle story 
opens the fiction this month; as a 
twice-wounded war veteran he’d 
know how to deal with any cannibals 
we met. And Ursula Parrott, who 
should feel at home inasmuch as her 
current serial (you'd better start it 
right now if you didn’t last month) 
actually deals with a desert island. 

Farther along you'll see the names 
of two of America’s greatest literary 
figures—Pearl Buck and Stephen 
Vincent Benét. If we had them on our 
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island, we’d probably be speechless 
with pride, but eventually we might 
pluck up courage and ask Mrs. Buck 
which gave her the bigger thrill— 
having The Good Earth become an 
immediate best seller or receiving 
the Nobel Prize. And we'd timidly 
inquire of Mr. Benét when he’s going 
to write another book that will stir 
mee the way John Brown’s Body 
did. 

Oh, we’d have a fine time on that 
island; everybody could do whatever 
he or she liked best. Marjorie Hillis 
could go about daydreaming the 
kind of dreams she prescribes this 
month for the teens. Selma Robinson 
and Helen Welshimer could investi- 
gate everything; they seem to be good 
at investigating, judging from the ex- 
cellence of their articles in this issue. 
Max Miller, whose article Don’t Call 
It Frisco is a delight and a revelation, 
could cover the waterfront (remem- 
ber his famous book?) to his heart’s 
content. And if we had a murder 
(quite conceivable when authors and 
editors get together), Elizabeth Troy 
could probably solve it as debonairly 
as she does the one in this month’s 
absorbing story Under One Roof. 

The problem of spare time could 
be neatly solved by taking along the 
material that, will afia@iee up. Goop 
HOUSEKEEPanNGfor May. Triumphantly 





heading the list is the first installment 
of the new novel by A. J. Cronin that 
the whole literary world has been so 
eagerly awaiting. Only Cronin could 
write the successor to The Citadel, 
and here he has done it, contrasting 
brilliantly sacrifice and selfishness in 
the nursing profession. Our castaways 
would probably clamor for the re- 
maining installments instantly, but 
they would just have to content them- 
selves instead—as you will—with the 
magnificent short stories by Naomi 
Lane Babson, Barbara Aldrich, 
Charles Hoffman, Earl Reed Silvers, 
and others. ; 

Only one thing troubles us about 
this island scheme of ours. That is the 
recollection of a remark which Selma 
Robinson once made. Jn an unguarded 
moment we asked Miss Robinson 
(who is also Mrs. Howard Markel and 
who seemed reasonably well provided 
with everything) whether there was 
anything else in the whole wide world 
that she had a yen for. Without think- 
ing twice or even drawing breath she 
replied, “T’d like three more children 
—all right, make it two more—a mink 
coat, fresh flowers every day, a coun- 
try home, lots of pretty clothes and 
perfume, exciting food to eat, travel 
to distant places, and a Will of Iron!” 

Maybe we’d better leave Miss Rob- 
inson at home. 
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YOU WONT BELIEVE 10 ints ts 
UNTIL YOUVE TRIED IT! 


THERES NO TROUBLE 
GETTING THE CHILDREN TO 
EAT A GOOD WARM BREAKFAST 
WHEN | GIVE THEM 
KELLOGG'S CORN FLAKES THIS 
NEW WAY. AND IT SAVES ME 
TIME AND TROUBLE, TOO! 





hind locked doors! That’s what 
makes this exciting new hot 
breakfast so downright delicious! 
And this secret is an exclusive Kellogg 
discovery. Noother maker cancopy it. 

That’s why it’s only by using gen- 
uine Kellogg's Corn Flakes that you 
can discover how marvelous this 
“piping hot’’ breakfast tastes. No 
cheap brand of corn flakes, lacking this 
flavor secret, can bring you the rich, 
malty goodness, the mouth-watering 
fragrance that makes this Kellogg 
treat such a hit! 

You know how good these famous, 
golden-brown flakes taste just as they 
come from the package. Everyone 
does. Now, for a special treat, enjoy 
them—piping hot! Just put Kellogg's 


| FLAVOR SECRET that’s guarded be- 


Copr. 1939 by Kellogg Company 


SE_ATHE ALL-AMERICAN 





served LYLPING HOT 
with AYO] milk or cream. 


o 


Corn Flakes in a pan and heat them 
in the oven. Then, just before eating, 
pour on the hot milk or cream. 
Mm-m-m-m. Even before you taste 
the first tempting mouthful, a rich, 
malty fragrance will tell you some- 
thing specially good is on the way. 
And watch the children dig in! No 
coaxing is necessary. And this good 


: be > Hlloggs eo : : standard siete 
PIPING HET BREAKFAST or conver 


warm nourishing breakfast is good for 
them, too... it helps to supply the 
energy and heat-producing elements 
their active bodies need: : 
Get a package of Kellogg’s Corn 
Flakes from your grocer today. Serve 
them just as usual, or—piping hot! 
Then you'll know why they're Amer- 
ica’s favorite ready-to-eat cereal! 








Family si 
for economy 


HEAT Kellogg's Corn ae 
Flakes in the oven 
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Try Today’s New Creamier Crisco— 
made by the Gyro-Churn Process—then 





TWO CONTESTS 


FIRST CONTEST SECOND CONTEST 


March 137 to April 2N° April 10™ to April 307 
FIRST PRIZE $5,000 FIRST PRIZE $5,000 
2ND PRIZES—500 MIXMASTERS 2ND PRIZES—500 MIXMASTERS 










Because your store now has the 
grandest, creamiest Crisco you ever 
dipped a spoon into . . . we’re offer- 
ing these wonderful prizes so you'll 
try the New Crisco. 


$5,000 IN CASH is top prize in 
each contest, all in one lump! What 
a thrill! And 1,000 Sunbeam Mix- 
masters—the pride of any kitchen 
—each a $23.75 value. 


SO GET STARTED NOW. This con- 
test is fun. Get the family to help! 
They’ll spark with ideas when you 
serve delicious foods so easy to get 
with New Crisco . . . wonderful 
light cakes, pie crust that melts in 
your mouth, crisp golden fried foods 
that come out of a smoke-free 
kitchen. 


SLOGANS ARE EASY! Here are a few 
examples just to start you off— 


WRITE YOUR SLOGAN 
ABOUT THE NEW CREAMIER 
CRISCO IN TEN WORDS OR 
LESS. IT'S EASY! jT's FUN! 












COOK WITH THE NEW 
CREAMIER CRISCO AND 
YOU'LL GET HEAPS OF 

IDEAS ON WHAT To say! 










GET YOUR FAMILY'S HELP! 
THEY LL LOVE CAKES, PIES 
AND FRIED FOODS MADE 


WITH THE NEW IMPROVED New Crisco’s the cream of yege- 


table shortenings. 


Ask the best cooks—they’ll tell you 
“Crisco.” 


Fussy digestions prefer Crisco fried 
foods. 

Your STORE CARRIES NEW 
CREAMIER CRISCO NOW!—either 
with the familiar white label or the 
new-design blue label, 


Makes everything easier—cakes, 
pies and fried foods, too! 


Now you start! Here’s hoping one 
of your slogans wins a prize! 
TRADEMARK REG. U, 8. PAT. OFF, « MADE BY PROCTER & GAMBLE 
Cee > 
(At 
ee 
nay 
*S With each slogan, send a Crisco label (any size) to Crisco, Dept. M, Box 25,° 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 





Another source for ideas. 
Fry regularly with all-vege- 
table Crisco. Easy, with New 
Crisco, to get crisp fried 
foods—as digestible as if 
baked! 


Pastry tip for winners. 
Try New improved Crisco for 
pie crust—an enthusiastic slo- 
gan idea will come to you. 
New Crisco blends complete- 
ly—gives you tender pastry. 


Tip on slogan. Let New 


Crisco’s creaminess help you 


t a light cake easily! Mix 
risco, sugar and eggs all at 





family’s delight in 


will inspire you! 







$5,000 


IN CASH! WATCH ME 


TRY THE NEW 


IMPROVED CRISCO 
EVERYBODY'S TALKING | 
ABOUT AND THEN 
WRITE A SLOGAN! 


1,000 
cP TUT 3 
UT ev 
ELECTRIC 


COMPLETE RULES: 


1. Simply write a slogan for to- 
day’s creamier Crisco using 10 
words or less. Write your entry 
on one side of a plain sheet of 
paper. Print or write plainly your 
name and address. Send no extra 
letters, drawings or photographs 
with your entry. 


2. Send in as many entries as you 
wish, provided you attach one 
label from any size can of Crisco 
(or a facsimile) to each entry. Mail 
to Crisco, Depa M, Box 25, 
Cincinnati, Ohio. Be sure to use 
sufficient postage. 


3. There will be 2 contests, ea¢h 


lasting 3 weeks, and each contest . 


will havea separate list of prizes: — 


FIRST CONTEST 
Ist Prize . . . $5,000 Cash 
2nd Prizes . . 500 Mixmasters 
Opens Monday, March [3th 
Closes Sunday, April 2nd 


SECOND CONTEST 
Ist Prize .. . $5,000 Cash 
2nd Prizes . . 500 Mixmasters 
Opens Monday, April 10th 
Closes Sunday, April 30th 


4. Entries for the first contest 
must be postmarked on or before 
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. .. THIS SPLENDID MIXER 


saves hard arm work and 
time. Quickly beats up 
icings, mashed potatoes, 
cream, batters, etc. Has 10 
speeds—beats evenly at 
every speed. Comes with 
juice extractor, handy fun- 
nel and strainer; also salad 
oil dripper. Two snow-white 
glass bowls. You can lift 
motor and beaters off stand 
for portable use. In white 
enamel with black trim. 





Sunday midnight, April 2, 1939. 
Entries for the second and final 
contest from Continental United 
States and Canada must be post- 
marked before Sunday midnight, 
April 30,1939. Entries from Hawaii 
must be received on or before 
May 12, 1939. 


5. Entries will be judged for origi- 
nality and aptness of thought con- 
cerning the quality of Crisco. De- 
cision of the judges will be final. 
Duplicate prizes will be awarded 
in case of ties. Entries, ideas and 
conteuts thereof become the prop- 
erty of Procter & Gamble. No 
entries will be returned. 


6. Anyone may compete except 
employees of Procter & Gamble, 
The Chicago Flexible Shaft Co.. 
their advertising agencies and their 
families. These contests apply to 
Continental United States, Hawaii, 
and Canada, and are subject to 
Federal, State, and local regula- 
tions. 

7. Cash prize-winners will be an- 
nounced shortly after each contest 
closes over Crisco radio programs, 
“‘Vic and Sade” and ‘‘This Day Is 
Ours.”’ The 1,000 winners of Sun- 
beam Mixmaster prizes will be 
notified by mail, 


Crisco is the registered trademark 
of a shortening made by Procter 
& Gamble 
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Photograph by Torkel Korling from Black Star 


templating the Ark’s two 

dogs, who coined the axiom, 

“To train a dog, you must 

know more than he does.” 

It has come down through 

the years by reason of its truth. It 

might well be extended by, “And the 

best trainer can learn more than he 
can teach.” 

Few of us have the faintest idea 
how much. we can learn from our 
dogs. Far more, in a way, than they 
can hope to learn from us. For in- 
stance: Left to himself, your dog will 
eat only when he is hungry; drink 
only when he is thirsty. How many 
of us have mastered that supreme 
wisdom? How many of us have tried 
to? Yet there stands our living ex- 
ample. Instead of profiting by what 
he could teach us, we concentrate 
‘on teaching him far less important 
things. 

Another instance: You go for a 
long hike with your dog; a strength- 
straining hike. In the course of it you 
meet an acquaintance and stop to chat 


[ ERHAPS it was Noah, con- 





with him. As soon as Rover finds you 
are not going to move on for a few 
minutes, he lies down, relaxing every 
muscle and sinew, storing up new 
energy. 

Meanwhile, though you are far 
more tired than he, you continue to 
stand. He is renewing waste tissue. 
You are not. Your tired body is still 
erect and tense. You resume the hike, 
more or less fatigued. Your dog re- 
sumes it, built up afresh from his 
short rest. He knows how and when 
to relax. You don’t. 

Again: On a hot day, too often, you 
and I take needless exertion under 
the glare of the sun. We eat too much, 
and we gulp so-called cooling drinks. 
Our dogs are saner. If we call on them 
for no service, they seek the least 
torrid and dimmest spot they can find. 
There they snooze away the hot 
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hours; coming gaily to life again in 
the cool of the sunset or dusk. They 
are fresh. We are worn out. They 
have eaten lightly, if at all, and lapped 
a little water now and then. We have 
been speeding up the heat’s ill effects 
by gorging cold-weather meals and 
by swigging chilled liquids and by 
needless motion. 

Your dentist bill is rather a stiff 
item in your budget. Chiefly by rea- 
son of the food you eat and lack of 
dental care. Your dog, in his natu- 
ral state, will choose the foods best 
suited to his teeth. By bone-gnawing, 
etc., he will keep his teeth and gums 
and jaws in prime condition. At sixty, 
as a rule, your dental system-is a 
mess. At nine or ten (which corre- 
sponds roughly with the human age 
of sixty), your dog’s teeth are still 
finely serviceable unless you have 
forced on him a diet as foolish as 
your own. 

I have touched only on physical 
matters—and on but a handful of 
those—in which your dog excels you 
and wherein you could learn from 
him. There are a score of less tangible 
and perhaps more important traits he 
could teach you. 

When your dog is sick—and in nor- 
mal conditions his illnesses are in- 
credibly few—he keeps his woes to 
himself and does his best to be alone 
and to trouble nobody. When death 
is nearing, he tries to go away some-. 
where in solitude; so saving those he 
loves from the burdens of bother and 
expense which crowd upon human 
deathbeds. 

Here are some more of the intan- 
gibles: Rejection of needless worry. 
Common sense. Patience. Gay loyalty. 
A calmly perfect philosophy that 
takes life as it comes and asks no 
unanswerable questions. A shining 
quality of forgiveness. A ninety per- 
cent inability to brood or to sulk or 
to nurse useless grudges. A genius 
for reading human moods. 

Yes, we could learn much from our 
dogs, all of us. But the chances are 
that we won’t. It is so much easier 
to teach than to learn! 


BY ALBERT PAYSON TERHUNE 
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This is the story of Maria Tucker, an obscure 


woman who agreed to forego her revenge. 


What followed after was a mystic thing that 


belongs in the comforting realm of faith 


OR YEARS Joshua Cape, the 
distinguished portrait painter, 
had nursed a secret ambition. 
Transferring to canvas only 
the polite faces of those who 
could pay had not satisfied 
him. He longed to achieve a master- 
piece. He had the subject chosen. It 
was taken from one of the oldest 
stories. He knew how it should be 
handled. It must be given a typically 
American setting and brought vio- 
lently up-to-date. His conscience had 
reached that point of tension where 
he could no. longer procrastinate. 
When he departed on his pilgrimage 
to fulfill his dream, he little guessed 
the ecstatic difference his decision 
was to make in the life of an obscure 
woman, Maria Tucker. 


ADLOCKING the door of her 
shack. Maria Tucker hurried along 
the beach of the landing against which 
her fishing boat, The Johnny Boy, 
was lying. ; 

Andy Hanks, the village drunkard, 
was digging for clams. He cupped his 
hands and shouted to her, “Heerd yer 
got yerself in wrong last night.” 

Paying no attention, she reached 
The Johnny Boy and was casting off 
when Andy Hanks caught up with 
her. 

“From what I make out, you 
haven’t a friend left in town, ’cept me, 
Maria.” 

Starting her old-fashioned engine, 
she headed through the reedy inlet 
to the outer harbor. 

Mists of early morning hung in 
banks. From sandy bluffs secure cot- 
tages of summer visitors looked 
down. Directly astern the quiet vil- 
lage of Elm Harbor nestled. 

For Maria Tucker its peace had 
been shattered. On her return from 
the fishing grounds the previous eve- 
ning, a deputation had waited on her. 
They had made a request which was 
a demand—that she should lend her 


shack, her boat, The Johnny Boy, and 
herself for an ultra-modern painting. 
The painting was to depict Christ 
landing with a catch of fish, met by 
friends and accompanied by his disci- 
ples. Everybody in the picture was 
to be an inhabitant of Elm Harbor, 
dressed as he or she dressed in daily 
life. Nothing Eastern or fantastic 
about it. 

When completed, before being ex- 
hibited in New York, the picture was 
to be shown in the village church, the 
price for admittance going to the 
organ fund. Elm Harbor as a summer 
resort would be placed on the map. 
A local boom in land values was ex- 
pected to result. And Maria Tucker 
had been selected by the artist, the 
great Joshua Cape, to pase as Christ’s 
mother. 

She had refused point-blank, stat- 
ing that she owed Elm Harbor noth- 
ing. Arguments had followed. The 
doctor, the leading lawyer, and at 
last the Reverend Isaac Eldridge, had 
taken a hand. The Reverend Eldridge 
had rebuked her with Christian mild- 
ness. If he, a preacher of the gospel, 
sponsored the project, who was she 
to object? All Elm Harborites, from 
the highest to the lowest, were co- 
operating. George Biddle, who ran 
the gasoline station, had agreed to be 
Simon Peter. William Whiff, the real- 
estate speculator, had accepted the 
not too flattering role of Judas. Red- 
headed Daisy Holly, who served be- 
hind the soda fountain at the drug- 
gist’s, was to impersonate Mary 
Magdalene. Even he, the Reverend 
Eldridge, was sitting for Joseph, the 
father of Jesus. The proposed picture 
was to be to painting what the Ober- 
ammergau play was to drama. If 
Maria Tucker insisted on standing 
apart from her community ... 

“But why,” Maria Tucker had in- 
terrupted, “should you want me and 
everything I possess in your picture? 
I don’t belong here. From the day I 
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married and settled here, you’ve re- 
sented me.” 

She then learned that it was the 
great Joshua Cape who wanted her. 
He had picked her out as pre-emi- 
nently the mother type. The deputa- 
tion had left, having hinted that the 
price of refusal would be ostracism. 

Maria Tucker knew her fellow vil- 
lagers. She also knew that she had 
acted unreasonably. But why should 
she be asked to be generous? She’d 
given her all long ago. Nobody had 
thanked her. She’d been allowed to 
go out to the fishing grounds winter 
and summer, risking her health for 
a pittance. She foresaw that by her 
refusal she had courted condemna- 
tion. That was why, to escape the 
tight-lipped persistence of neighbors, 
she had risen with the dawn. 

Having threaded the treacherous 
inlet and passed the harbor, she began 
to follow the long spit of uninhabited 
sand which jutted out into sunlit 
loneliness. 

How often she had made this jour- 
ney! She foresaw her entire day. It 
would be a repetition of all the days 
that were past. Ten miles out, where 
land ended,gghe would drop anchor 
and let shipping pass, while she re- 
mained tethered. Sea birds already 
followed her, attracted by the smell 
of bait. Once she, too, had had wings. 
On such a morning, blue and vague, 
the scene reminded her of the ap- 
proach across the lagoon to Venice. 

Slowing her engine, she was about 
to anchor when she realized that she 
was not alone. From beneath a tar- 
paulin in the prow a man’s foot pro- 
truded. She studied, the foot, her 
heart beating wildly. The shoe was 
broken and patched. Her first thought 
was that Johnny Boy had come back. 
Lifting the tarpaulin, she found her- 
self gazing into the eyes of a young 
man. He was lean and shabby. The 
skin on his cheekbones was tanned 
and tightly drawn. 

He spoke first. “I had to sleep 
somewhere. I found your boat. You 
don’t mind?” 

“Who are you?” Her voice was 
sharp with alarm. 

“A hitch-hiker. There’s no need to 
be afraid. Life’s gone against me.” 

Life had gone against her, too. 

“T’m not afraid,” she said. “What is 
there to be afraid of when you've lost 
everything?” 

He propped himself on his elbow, 
regarding her. “You think that’s true 
—on a morning like this?” 

There was no sense in disputing. 

“You can’t have had breakfast,” 
she suggested. “Drop the anchor 
while I prepare something.” 

As he went about the work, he 
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questioned, “You’re not a native?” 

“Everyone’s a foreigner who wasn’t 
born in Elm Harbor,” she answered 
tartly. 

“lve discovered that.” Then, 
changing the subject: “I see your 
boat’s called The Johnny Boy. You 
looked at me as though you would 
have liked to recognize me.” 

“I guessed you were hungry.” 

Having handed him a cup of coffee, 
she boiled him an egg. “You'll have 
to stay out here all day,” she warned 
him. 

“T shan’t worry,” he laughed. “It'll 
be better than tramping. Why are you 
so good to me?” 

“You’re somebody’s son.” 

She wanted to be stand-offish. 
Hitch-hikers weren’t to be trusted. 





They were either shiftless or fugitives 
from justice. Perhaps this young 
man’s purpose was to dump her over- 
board and steal her boat. She met his 
eyes and felt that he had read her 


thoughts. 

He said: “I know all about this 
fishing business. I’ll pay my way. Let 
this be your day off.” 

Without waiting for her permission, 
he started to bait the lines. He was 
older than Johnny would be by now, 
but he reminded her of Johnny. She 
had hoped in that foolish way moth- 
ers have that she and Johnny would 
have gone on fighting their battles to- 
gether. She’d fought Johnny’s bat- 
tles when he was too little to fight 
for himself. And then, when he was 
strong enough to fight for her— 


She noticed that the sleeve of his coat was torn, and 


patched it. Later she was to remember. For that 


was proof of the miracle her eyes alone were to see 


“What happened to him?” the 
hitch-hiker asked. 

Taken off her guard, she didn’t no- 
tice the mind reading. 

“To Johnny? That’s a long story.” 

“See here, Mother, make yourself 
comfortable.” 

When he called her Mother, she 
felt limp. The spirit of defiance which 
had kept her taut for years went out 
of her. She allowed him to arrange 
a resting place for her. 


“This is a hard life for a woman,” 
he said. “It’s a man’s job, going out 
in all weathers.” 

“When there isn’t a man, a woman 
has to do it.” 

“Well, you have a man with you 
today.” 

She closed her eyes. The gentle 
rocking of the boat lulled her. Every 
now and then she roused and glanced 
about her. The hitch-hiker was haul- 
ing in fish, rebaiting the hooks, and 


throwing back the lines. He meant 
no harm. There in the gray cathedral 
of heaving sea and blowy sky she 
watched him and wished that he were 
Johnny. Dreamily she retraversed 
her past. 

“T wasn’t always like this.” 

Sensing her meaning, he answered 
without turning, “To me you're still 
beautiful.” 

“Flattery doesn’t go with me, young 
man.” 

“Nevertheless to me you're still 
beautiful. Not only to me; Joshua 
Cape must think you're beautiful.” 

“So you’ve heard about Joshua 
Cape? If he sent you to persuade me 
to let him paint me, you're wasting 
your time.” 

“Fe didn’t (Continued on page 247) 
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He had got to his car and was opening 
the door before Patty got back enough 
breath to call softly after him, “Guy!” 
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HE telephone was in the hall 
beyond the stairs, but the 
acoustics of the house were 
such that Patty’s voice came 
through to the dining room 
clear and unmuffled. The group. 
around the dinner table engaged in. 
the ragged conversation that people 
achieve when they are trying not to 
listen to a telephone conversation. 
Not that they were interested in the | 
conversation. Far from it. 

“Well, Allen, I’m sorry you feel 
that way,” came the voice from the 
hall, in the politely implacable tones 
of a woman who doesn’t care, really, 
what one man thinks because she’s 
developing an interest in another. 
Patty had been at the phone twenty 
minutes, and that was all she had said 
so far. “No, “Al, I simply can’t. Well, 
I’m sorry you feel that way.” 

Mr. Horner, Patty’s father, was 
becoming restless. He looked plain- 
tively around the table, at his wife, 
his elder daughter, Anne, and their 
dinner guest, Guy Todd. 

“Can’t they ever call up any time 











but dinnertime?” he asked at wee 

“They do—all day long,” Mrs. 
Horner said. ““Dinnertime means 
nothing to them.” 

“Don’t they eat?” 

“They live exclusively on sundaes 
and malted milks and hamburgers,” 
Anne said. “More coffee, Guy?” 

Guy nodded. “Thanks. Patty seems 
a lot more grown-up this summer.” 

Mrs. Horner sighed. “Before, there 
was generally a man in her life,” she 
said. “Now, there are men. It makes 
things much more complicated.” 

“Well, ’'m sorry you feel that way, 
Al... Well, I’m sorry, but—” 

The voice ceased abruptly. There 
was silence for a minute, and then 
Patty Horner replaced the receiver 
and returned to the dining room. She 
swept the table with a sufferin 
glance, which became even m 
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harrowed as her eyes fell on ae plate 
of.cold food. 
“He hang up on you?” Ree in- 


quired. 


“What if he did? He’s just prej- 
udiced.” 

“What's he sore about?” Mr. Horner 
asked. 

Patty looked pained. Why did they 
have to discuss her affairs in front 
of people? Why discuss them at all, 
in fact? She didn’t go around talking 
about Anne’s affairs in front of 
people. Of course Guy hung around 
so much he was practically one of 
the a or wanted to be, but after 


She smiled wearily. “Oh, nothing,” 
she said. 
“He doesn’t want her to go with Bo 
ault,” Anne said. 
h, shut wp,” Patty said. 
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She wanted to oe and he told her. Then she 
wanted to know more. And still more. Erety. soon 


she knew | as ht as_he. About men. About love 


“What’s the matter with him?” Mr. 
Horner asked. 

“His mother is a lovely woman,” 
Mrs. Horner said. 

“Oh—AI thinks he’s the lounge- 
lizard type,” said Patty. “All the girls 
like Bo. Al’s just jealous.” 

“Well, I don’t think Allen ought to 
dictate to you,” Anne said. 

“Neither do I,” Patty agreed in- 
stantly. “I should say not.” 

“What do you think of woman’s 
rights, Guy?” Mr. Horner asked théir 
guest. 

“Don’t put me on the spot,” Guy 
said. “It depends on whether she 
wants to hang onto Allen and Bo, 
too, or exchange Allen for Bo, or 


' whether you’re willing to throw Bo 


out to keep Allen,” he went on to 
Patty, “and whether Allen’s bluffing 
or really means it.” 

Patty’s eyes opened wider, and she 
sat up and regarded Guy with new 
interest. Why, he was actually taking 
a practical view of the matter! This 
might be worth listening to. An older 
man, a man (Continued on page 161) 
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How the Story Began: 
T THE unmistakable sound of 
starting engines, the five people 
in the yacht’s salon froze with dismay. 
Vivian Yule rushed to the door. It was 
locked. 

“Won’t anyone scream for help?” 
Rosamond Douglas asked hysteri- 
cally. 

“No one would hear you,” Tony 
Nash said. 

Bevan Rhodes sat down abruptly. 
“Why should that old woman want 
to kidnap us?” he asked. 

Vivian said: “We are in the hands 
of aremarkable woman who has been 
known for forty years principally for 
her charities. Whatever is happening 
to us is extraordinary, but not likely 
to be disagreeable.” 

A few hours before, they had been 
five charming people amiably drink- 
ing tea in Vivian’s studio, each ac- 
complished and successful: Vivian 
Yule, at forty, one of New York’s 
eminent photographers, whose wife 
had deserted him years before, leav- 
ing with him their daughter Emily, 
now passing her sixteenth year in a 
fashionable school; Paula Humph- 
reys, who had been for some years 
his very efficient and attractive office 
manager, and for the last hour or so 
his fiancée; Anthony Nash, a popular 
picture star, who had come East to 
play the lead in a New York play, 
whose obvious intelligence was nicely 
balanced by a delightful sense of hu- 
mor; Rosamond Douglas, Nash’s lead- 









Tony’s need of her drove him to 
recklessness. He said, “You admit 
you are going to marry Vivian, but 
you haven’t said that you love him” 


ing lady, about whom there was 
nothing natural except her ambition 
and determination; Bevan Rhodes, 
his producer, who at forty-five had 
for the theatre the enthusiasm of a 
very young man and the astute judg- 
ment of a very old one. 

Then to this sophisticated gather- 
ing had come Madame Haverlock, 
more charming, more gracious, more 
worldly than any of them, who had 
at one time been a great beauty and 
a fine actress, and who at seventy- 
nine was still a great personality. She 
had invited them to attend her birth- 
day celebration on her yacht. Gaily 
they had followed her aboard the 
yacht to the little salon, where there 
was a tremendous birthday cake and 
champagne in silver coolers. Then 
with a murmured excuse Madame 
Haverlock had departed. 

Now, prisoners on a yacht already 
rolling on the swells of the open sea, 
they stared at the cake (which had 
turned out to be papier-maché), with 
different emotions: Bevan in despair 
because rehearsals should be begun 
on his play at once; Rosamond with 
anger at the thought that the best part 
she’d ever had was slipping through 
her hands; Vivian gallantly and with 
resignation; Tony with enjoyment as 
he realized that the monotonous pat- 
tern of too great success might be 
interrupted; Paula quietly, as if she 
were waiting for the curtain to go up 
on the next scene. 

Just then the curtain did go up as 
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the latch clicked. They all turned. 
Madame Haverlock stood in the door- 
way. She was wearing black velvet, 
looked more impressive than ever and 
very pleased with herself. Her voice 
was the voice of a polite hostess to her 
guests. 

“Are you all quite comfortable? ’m 
afraid it’s going to be a rather blowy 
night.” 

re rere sek 


T WAS Tony Nash who an- 
swered. “We’re very comfort- 
able, thank you. Won't you 
join us?” 
Madame Haverlock came in- 
to the room, smiling. “Miss 
Humphreys and Miss Douglas, I’ve 
asked my maid to assemble you some 
sort of temporary wardrobe.” 

“Temporary wardrobe!” Bevan 
Rhodes ceased to keep up any pre- 
tense at aplomb. “I have a first read- 
ing of my play with full cast some- 
thing like thirty-six hours from now. 
I’ve got to be back for it.” 

Madame Haverlock regarded him 
a long moment, and said with what 
sounded like genuine sympathy, “It’s 
a shame that you should be caused 
such inconvenience.” 

The tone seemed to silence Bevan. 
He put his head in his hands again. 

Vivian said thoughtfully: “I admit 
that the people who expect to be 
photographed by Yule Incorporated 
on Monday, in time to have the most 
flattering (Continued on page 133) 
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RS. GRAHAM is planning 
her spring wardrobe. From 
her neat bedroom closet 
she takes the clothes she 
has been wearing all fall 
and winter—the grape-col- 
ored woolen reefer she bought last 
October, the delft blue sweater and 
the grape wool skirt, the black crepe 
afternoon dress, and the navy silk 
crepe. Though she knows them per- 
fectly well, she tries them once more 
and studies them with a cold imper- 
sonal eye to get a really objective 
slant on the way she looks to others. 

“Too somber,” says Mrs. Graham, 
shaking her head disapprovingly. 
26 








“What I need is a new spring dress.” 

The wool reefer, being classically 
simple, will do her until coatless 
weather, so she decides to buy a 
dress that will harmonize with it. In 
her mind’s eye she sees a frock 
which will look equally well with her 
coat and with her navy, black, or 
brown accessories—say a green. Very 
well, then, says Mrs. Graham to her- 
self, a green dress it is. And off she 
goes in search of one. 

She decides she is tired of the old 
greens and wants one of a differ- 
ent shade. She will probably have 
quite a time finding it, but she is re- 
signed. She thinks of having to go 


Dress from Lord & Taylor 


through racks and racks of Kelly 
green, bottle green, apple green, and 
grass green, and she sighs. Of course 
no one in all the world would know 
that she has set her heart upon a 
peculiar grayish, yellowish green—a 
sort of cactus green. 

No one in all the world knows it! 
Except some thousands on thousands 
of manufacturers of dress fabrics, 
manufacturers of dresses, designers, 
button manufacturers, belt makers, 
leather merchants, milliners, sales- 
women, buyers, stylists, cutters, ad- 
vertising women, display men, and 
the unnamed others engaged in the 
swarming ranks of fashion. Through 


their efforts and knowledge, their Aoy honest desigtiag and nimble adap- extremes)of fashion. They know that 


experience and background, their’ 


hunches and their scientific analysés, 
Mrs. Graham, along with twenty ynil- 
lion other women like her, is able to 
find her cactus-green dress An the 
size she wears and at the pricé she is 
able to pay. ; 

For Mrs. Graham has been sub- 
consciously led by them to [think in 
terms of the new green, a fresh clean 
color that makes her want te own it. 
For months the fashion wadrld has 
been busy preparing her for it, High- 


style magazines have been full of _ 


it. Department-store advertisements 
have hinted at it broadly. Sedfuctive- 
looking manikins in sk6p windo\s 
have suggested deljefously how we 
she would look int. By the time she 
is ready to buy’ her new frock, her 
mind, though Ahe may not suspect it, 
has been logically made up for her. 

Once y assemble all the tiny, 
ices of this whole fashion 
u find a degree of law and 
t is amazing in a field so 
far-flung geographically, artistically, 
and ecohomically. By trips to Paris 
York, by cabled advices 
-Atlantie telephone calls, 
ph and radio and wireless, 
















tations, a oneness is~aehieved that 
makes it possible for a whole nation 
to appear simultaneously in cactus 
green or stone blue, in collarless 
necks and full skirts, if it so chooses. 
These experts can predict with sur- 
prising accuracy what Mrs. Graham 
is likely to appear in at the next 
bridge of the Ladies Aid. They have 
sniffed the air for fashion trends, 
put their ears to the ground for 
fashion footsteps, pointed their eyes 
at fashion horizons, months before 


Les-GYraham goes shoppimg-—They go 


over their collective sales record of 


the fall and winter to see what mil- 
lions of Mrs. Grahams have pur- 
chased. They have studied the kind 
f life she leads and the economic 
corditions of her part of the country. 
With e things as a basis, they are 
able to predict_her needs for the 
spring. : aT 
They know, for instance, that there 
has been a slight business upturn, 
which means that Mrs. Graham can 
spend a little more on her dress in 
the spring of 1939 than she would 
have spent in 1937. They know that 
she and her friends are fairly con- 
servative in their tastes, so they avoid 


she wes her clothes for more than 
“Ome season, so they consider last 
year’s fashions while planning this 
year’s crop. 


If a small part of Manhattan, only 
+ a fraction of that fabulous island, 
80 percent of America’s garment 
manufacture is housed, with the re- 
maining 20 percent in New England, 
the South, and the Middle West. From 
Fifth Avenue with its glamorous 
shops westward to Eighth Avenue, 
where are the last of the manufac- 


—iurers’ lofts, from the Thirties north 


to Foxtieth Street, in tall towers the 
rivers of ¥eshion rise to flow all over 
the United Sjates. 

At the noon‘hour, when the factory 
workers emerge to have lunch and 
read the headlines and gab at the 
curb, the ngrfow sidewalks are black 
wi anity. There are bearded 
elderly men who talk in a mixture of 
foreign tongues. They are the cutters 
who cut with shears or with razor- 
sharp cutting machines garments that 
will be turned out en masse or a 
handful at a time. There are velvety- 
eyed Italian girls who sew the gar- 
ments. (Continued on page 105) 


_ Back of any dress that hangs on any rack in any store is a story of 
human hunch and ingenuity that needs to be told. This is it, from 
beginning to end, from Seventh Avenue to Paris and back again 
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AREN was looking hand- 
some tonight, and knew it. 
. She knew also how to seem 
ih unconscious of the effect her 
\ appearance produced. Paul 
Cranston, who had done her 
portrait more than once, had told 
her that. Paul had said nice things 
to her. A year ago Paul had gone to 
Colorado. 

Standing now—hair dressed to per- 
fection, gowned in black for an eve- 
ning with her old friend and rival 
Susan—Karen saw herself as the lady 
she knew herself to be: young, strik- 
ing, clever, self-reliant. And success- 
ful. Not so successful yet as she meant 
to be, for though her sharp-finished 
sophisticated writing had its admir- 
ers, her stories were not really ac- 
claimed; and though there had been 
offers of marriage, they hadn’t been 
dazzling. More success would come! 
Meanwhile, her post as assistant edi- 
tor of a large popular magazine was 
a good one, and many a personable 
young man asked her to dine and 
dance, especially when he had stories 
to sell. 





och ay 


Her present prospect of dining téte-- 


a-téte with another woman Karen 
would have described to herself any 
other evening as a piquant and amus- 
ing change. But tonight she felt a 


SOW 


sinking of the heart. She said almost 
fretfully to herself: “I don’t want to 
go. Why didn’t I break this engage- 
ment!” 

For tonight was too soon after 
Paul’s death. Both of them had loved 
him (what woman who ever knew 
Paul hadn’t loved him—gifted, sen- 
sitive, irresistibly appealing), and he 
had loved her. But Karen had never 
been able to escape from the subtle 
mortification of her certainty that 
Susan had loved him more. Now he 
was dead, having belonged to neither 
of them; dead in that far-off sani- 
tarium where he had coughed his life 
away; and some of her conscious 
shrinking from this meeting with 
Susan was born of that same mortifi- 
cation, which she would have liked 
to pretend wasn’t there. 

But their plan to have dinner to- 
gether and go on to the first night of 
a play by somebody Susan knew— 
some scribbling lad, one of the young- 
sters whom she was always encour- 
aging, working over—had been made 
weeks ago. Reluctantly she shrugged 
into her becoming silver-fox jacket 
and went out. 

But she felt a tremulousness as she 
knocked at Susan’s studio door. It 
was opened by Susan herself, a cheer- 
ful, unfashionable figure in a deep 
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The one door was closed now, could never be opened any 


more. She had stepped firmly through, having made her 


decision. Later the doubts came, as doubts do. There 


were other doors then, but they weren’t quite the same 
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rose-red dress. She was dressed ex- 
actly as if Paul had not died. Karen 
felt suddenly theatrical in her pen- 
sive black. 

They had reserved a table at a 
smart restaurant which Karen liked. 
A place where one made an entrance. 
But a third person was to be with 
them, she now learned for the first 
time: the insignificant visiting mother 
of young Jimmy, author of the play. 
Karen recalled the woman with dis- 
taste. How exactly like Susan to have 
asked the old creature to dinner with 
them! Karen’s familiar mood of irri- 
tation with Susan began to come over 
her. She asked with foreboding, 

“Does she look any less like a pen- 
wiper?” 

Susan, unconscious as usual of hav- 
ing done anything irritating, only 
smiled. “This is her great hour. 
Doesn’t the thought of it warm your 
very bones?” 

Karen’s bones were far from being 
warmed by the prospect of entering 
a smart restaurant in such company. 
Especially on an evening when she 
needed every prop for her self-es- 
teem. In these days since Paul’s death, 
her old long-stifled doubts had more 
than once revived in her; she had 
lived over again the day she had 
seemed to (Continued on page 81) 


Karen controlled a shudder of distaste 
as Susan, eyes suddenly wet. said, ““We 
ean’t go out as if nothing had happened” 
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* Partv * 


IT TALLANT, stealing up 
on deck because of the moon, 
whose light fell in bands of 
gold across her bed, leaned 
upon the rail. Everybody 
was asleep surely, except the 
men who watched the ship’s course 
through the night. She and Bert, since 
it was their last night, had” joined in 
the dancing, and everyone had danced 
until the band, exhausted, had put 
away their instryiments and gone be- 
low. Bert had_ still not wanted to go, 
and people came up to them who had 
not spoken/to them before. “Since 
this is the last night,” they said pleas- 
antly, “perhaps you won’t mind—” 
Only a few had even asked for Bert’s 
autograph. Most of them only wanted 
to shake his hand and wish him luck, 
they said. Kit, watching them, saw 
the same eagerness in each face 
turned to Bert as he stood in the 
moonlight. He was always his hand- 
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Thereis a long road that heroes follow, winding some- 


times, but leading always in the same direction. 


For heroes owe a debt which seldom is fully paid 


somest in his black and white dinner 
cléthes, and now he was fantastic 
with romance. Then at last they, too, 
went below. 

But Kit could not sleep. And after 
a while she got up quietly and put on 
her skirt and coat over her-pajamas 
and went on deek again. She stood 
alone, gazing at the’tmeon. And then 
suddenly someone stood) beside her. 
She turned. It was John Baker. 

“I beg your pardon,” ‘he said. “I 
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hope I don’t disturb you. But I’ve 
wanted all afternoon to see you and 
tell you I’m sorry,” 

“How is your eye?” she-asked. 

“At its worst;*"he said cheerfully. 
“What.awwhack he has in his right 
paw! I hadn’t any idea he was serious 
until then. He’d been up to a childish 
trick, and I let out at him in fun— 
well, nearly in fun. I happen to hate 
practical jokes.” He hesitated, and 
she saw a twinkle in his enormous, 
shadowy left eye. “Then my eye felt 
a pulp, and I was astonished—and 





about his expedition, and she had 
stopped him. So he had gone to the 

mnasium in his willful mood and 
had begun to tease Baker. 

“T don’t know what Holm told you,” 
Baker went on. 

“Nothing at all,” she answered. 

“No?” he murmured drily. 

‘It really isn’t his way to com- 
plain,” she said proudly. Bert must 
be shielded against this cold young 
man. 

“See here,” he said, “I wanted just 
to tell you—I’m not going to let my- 
self get into this sort of nonsense 










She waved as long as she could see 
him. But it was for only a mo- 
ment. Then suddenly she was all 
alone in the dark, swarming crowd 


yself. I don’t fight 
ore, like a cowardly 


again. I blame 
with fists any 
child.” 

“TI don’t think Bert’s a coward,” she 
said quickly. “He has plenty of phys- 
ical courage.” 

“Do you know what physical cour- 
age is?” he demanded. 

“No—only I have none, I know,” 
she confessed. 

‘Don’t admire it,” he said. “It’s 
merely lack of imagination. The mind 
that cannot imagine anything else 
also cannot imagine disaster or death, 
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icularly to itself.” He laughed and 
lit ac e. 

“The last thing in the world that I 
‘want out of this trip is glory,” he flung 
out. “I hate glory. I distrust it. It’s a 
silly mess of sentimentality and crowd 
stupidity.” 

“Don’t laugh at Bert,” she said hur~ 
riedly. “When I’m gone and he has 
to—to fend for himself, don’t be hard 
on him.” 

“You forget,” he said ironically. 
“Here’s my black eye. Doesn’t it ren- 
der him the victor?” 

“You know what I. mean,” she 
begged him. “He’s so—defenseless, 
really.” 

“Maternal instinct working.” His 
scorn leaped at her. “That’s the 
trouble with you women—you con- 
demn men to perpetual babyhood 
with your darned maternal instinct.” 

“T haven’t a scrap of maternal in- 
stinct in (Continued on page 183) 
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ISS MABRY sat on the 
edge of her chair, very neat 
in her best clothes. Her 
dress was brown, her coat 

\ black, her hat blue. Miss 

Mabry didn’t know much 
about color schemes, which was just 
as well, for her last employer, Mrs. 
Erickson, had given her the coat, and 
her dress was two years old. 

She held her purse in her cotton- 
gloved hands as she listened to Mrs. 
Flower. 

‘Dr. Roberts said you were very 
good,” said Mrs. Flower, who wasn’t 
accustomed to engaging anyone, let 
alone a nurse for a first baby. 

“T do the best I can,” said Miss 
Mabry. 

“You like children?” 

“Of course,” said Miss Mabry; and 
added, the words stumbling a little, 
“otherwise I wouldn’t want to tend 
a baby.” 

“That seems logical,” said Mrs. 
Flower, and smiled. The trained nurse 
could leave, Dr. Roberts had said. 
She was terribly expensive. Miss 
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Perhaps you have known a person like Miss Mabry. 


She is the woman who takes care of a baby for a few 


years, and then moves on—to another home, another 


baby. In later years you wonder what became of her 
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Mabry was just as good as a trained 
nurse, he’d said, too. Could be trusted 
absolutely. 

Miss Mabry opened her bag, took 
out a letter, handed it to Mrs. Flower. 
“You—you didn’t ask for references, 
but I’d like you to see this.” 

The letter was written in an 
angular hand on a single sheet of 
paper with a printed name and ad- 
dress on the top. , 


“To Wuom It May Concern,” the 
note read, the way those notes always 
read. “Edda Mabry has been in my 
employ for five years. She is an ex- 
cellent nurse in every way. She is 
skilled at nursing and is good- 
natured, honest, and thoroughly re- 
liable. I find her a perfect treasure 
and am letting her go only because 
my little boy is too old for a nurse. 

“Amy RHODES ERICKSON 
“(Mrs. JEFFERSON ERICKSON)” 


“That’s a very nice letter,” said 
Mrs. Flower. She didn’t know what 
else to say. 


Miss Mabry smiled. “You want me 


to start right away?” she asked. 


Mrs. Flower felt caught. Miss 
Mabry was plain, and her teeth 
weren’t very good, but Dr. Roberts 
had said she was capable. 

“You may start tomorrow morn- 
ing,” she said. 

Miss Mabry shared the room 
with Bobby. “I hope you'll like your 
room,” Mrs. Flower had said, though 
she didn’t see how Miss Mabry could 
help liking it. The walls were white, 
the furniture was blue enamel. Miss 
Mabry’s bed was imitation mahogany, 
the only discordant note. 

“It’s very nice,” Miss Mabry had 
replied. 

Neither of the women admitted 
even in thought that it was really the 
baby’s room, that Miss Mabry was, 
to all appearances, an outsider there, 
and that this tiny portion of a baby’s 
cubicle was the only home Miss 
Mabry had in the world. 

Miss Mabry stowed her things away 
and went into the kitchen to sterilize 
the baby’s bottles. Like a trained 
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‘“T’m going away. The baby doesn’t need 
me any more,” she explained. Helmouth 
came over, distressed. ““Oh, Miss Mabry! 
Maybe, if I could see you sometime—” 
She didn’t know what to say. Nothing 
like this had ever happened to her before 


horse going into his act she did the 
necessary things. It wasn’t until the 
baby was asleep for the night that 
Miss Mabry had time to come to her- 
self. 

The Flowers had gone to the mov- 
ies. 

“Tt’s such a relief after being cooped 
up for weeks, and then the hospital,” 
Mrs. Flower had said. “We go out 
frequently. I know you won’t mind 
ovine with the baby. Dr. Roberts 
said—” 

‘T always stay home,” Miss Mabry 
had said. Yes, except for her night 
out, she always stayed home. 

Miss Mabry looked at the baby. A 
nice baby, she decided. Blond and 
plump, like his father. 

“T won't let myself get fond of him!” 
she said, almost aloud. 

He was just a baby! And nothing 
to her. She was paid to look after 
him, that was all. She’d told herself 
that before, she knew. Before Edwin. 
And before Gracie—Gracie had been 
the best of all, soft and cuddly and 
sweet. And before Richard. Maybe 
Richard had been the sweetest. His 
mother had died when he was a week 
old, and he had seemed, of all her 
babies, most really her own. She had 
even dared hope—and then Mr. 
Hamilton had married again; and 
Richard had gone to live with his 
grandmother, and the grandmother 
knew all about raising children— 
didn’t need a nurse at all. And before 
Philip. He had been the last baby. 

She missed Philip now. Philip had 
such a nice way of waking up in the 
morning. And saying “Ta-Ta!” He 
always called her Ta-Ta. No one 
knew what it meant. No one but 
Philip. She wondered what Philip 
was doing. She wondered if Mrs. 
Erickson would do all the things that 
Philip liked having done—giving him 
his rubber bunny in the bathtub, even 
if he was a big boy; and reading 
stories to him at night. 

Philip had been her whole life for 
five years. Just as the other children 
had been her whole life when she had 
been with them. It was different now. 
Miss Mabry squared her shoulders. 
Here was a little baby who needed 
looking after. A helpless little baby! 
She’d look (Continued on page 220) 





O ONE had to tell you that 
something very important 
was about to take place. 
Every one of the 600 girls 
sitting in the straight-backed 
chairs in the auditorium had 
expectancy written on her face. 

Outside there was a mellowing 
rr oon. Outside there was a night foot- 
ball game at one of the colleges in 
the town. And outside there were 
boys—tall, thin, short, fat, gay, stu- 
dious—any way you wanted them. 

But in the auditorium there wasn’t 
a boy. Every girl present was date- 
less by choice, for the evening. It was 
pretty important, wasn’t it, to spend 
at least one night a month getting a 
weight off your mind, getting ques- 
tions answered that had been bother- 
ing you for a long time—and getting 
them answered without any embar- 
rassment?: 

_ Marjery Sloan, who sat in the third 
row, had been in a fuddle for some 
weeks now. She feared she was going 
to lose out on romance if she didn’t 
learn pretty quickly how to handle 
the good-night kiss problem. A kiss, 
it seemed, had reached the stage 
where it was like a cloakroom check 
to be cashed in at the close of a show. 
She didn’t want to scatter wholesale 
affection, but how could she be sure 
of a seat in Pete’s jalopy or of a re- 
spectable number of cut-ins at the 
school prom if she continued to sell 
short on nightly demonstrations of 
fondness? 

Marjery was here to find out! 

Across the aisle sat Millie Horn. 
She had plenty on her mind, too. Talk 
had filtered back to her. It seemed 
that her numerous boy friends had 
agreed in the locker room that she 
was “easy to kiss.” It was most hu- 
miliating. She hadn’t counted on be- 
ing described as a pushover for the 
stag line. What did the other girls 
here do about it? 

But to Hazel Mealy, sitting timidly 
in a back row, dates and kissing were 
no problem at all. She only wished 
they were. Her pleasant face was 
blemished with acne, her abundant 
hair was lusterless, and her clothes— 
well, they would have looked better 
on someone else. She presented a 
problem in personal appearance, and 
in a helpless way she knew it. She 
also knew that this was the place to 
learn. 

So, Marjery, Millie, and Hazel and 
597 other teen-age girls waited for 
the show to begin. That’s what it was, 
a show. A show based on their prob- 
lems, acted out by girls of their own 
group, and staged here behind closed 
doors for their own intimate benefit. 
Tonight there would be two playlets. 
One was entitled, “How do YOU rate 
at a dance?” The other would show 
how to keep your parents from wor- 
rying when you’ve had to be out at 
a late party. 

We are in the little steel metrop- 
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THESE ARE QUESTIONS ASKED BY 
-_ GIRLS -OF BETHLEHEM 


How can you a for home at midnight, 
when the rest of the crowd wants to “carry 
on” until 2 A. M., without appearing to be 


a poor sport? 


Is it right, when you have gone out with 


a boy a few times, to let him kiss yee 


: good-night? | 


Is it right to call a bay on the telephone? 


What can be foe to” cure all inferiority 


complex? 


What can you do if a mo insists on mak- 
ing suggestive remarks, without making 
him think you're a prigee 





How should 


olis of Bethlehem, Pa., where smoke 
stacks and college towers mingle in 
the soft haze which hangs low over 
the town. On this particular Friday 
night, teen-age girls of the Bethle- 
hem Girls’ Council have gathered in 
the high-school auditorium for their 
monthly playlets of morals and man- 
ners. 

The Girls’ Council came into being 
three years ago when fifteen enlight- 
ened women, after hearing details of 
a brand-new plan for dealing with 
the problems of their high-school 
girls, set about to put it into effect. 
They have succeeded so well that the 
National Council of Women now has 
taken up the Bethlehem Plan and will 
sponsor girls’ councils in communi- 
ties all over America. 

The woman who: created the plan 
had some original ideas as to the 
method of working it out. One was 
to get the girls to teach themselves— 
rather than be lectured to—through 
their own dramatizations. Another 


handle a ay who tries 





was to make it easy for them to un- 
burden their minds of questions they 
sometimes wouldn’t ask even the 
most sympathetic mother. 

This they worked. out through the 
question-box and regular informal 
forums where questions, such as those 
appearing on this page, are dropped 
unsigned into the sealed box, read 
aloud, and answered for the benefit 
of all by one of the women of the di- 
recting committee. There are plenty 
of problems, big and little, for to be 
a teen-age girl is to be a problem 
child. What to do about smoking, 
drinking, and heavy petting. How to 
acquire charm, poise, and personality. 
How to distinguish love from infatu- 
ation. Whether’you can fall truly in 
love at seventeen. Whether you must 
always have an introduction to a 
strange boy. How to head off sug- 
gestive stories. 

From the trend of the questions 
the themes of the monthly plays are 
chosen. Members of the women’s 
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In the town of Bethlehem in Pennsylvania a plan has been 


found to make life pleasanter and living more gracious for the 


teen-age daughters of America. It is a new plan and a good one. 


Actually it works. Soon it will be in operation the country over 
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committee prepare the scripts in 
rough outline and turn them over to 
the girls, who polish them up with 
current teen-age vernacular and at- 
mosphere. Simple props are used. It 
is amazing how easy it is to create 
a movie-theatre lobby, for example, 
with half a dozen colored posters 
tacked to the wall. 

I have just returned from two vis- 
its to the little city of 50,000 people 
where Goop HouSEKEEPING sent me 
to make a first-hand study of the 
Bethlehem Plan. I saw the plays, went 
to the Council dances, and attended 
the personal-appearance clinics and 
the pre-marriage and pre-business 
classes, around which the ten-month 
program is built, the complete course 
covering a three-year period. I talked 
with scores of mothers, with the girls, 
with teachers, ministers, doctors, 
businessmen, and city officials. Every- 
one agreed that the Bethlehem Plan 
is “the best thing that ever struck this 
town.” 


But the curtain is going up back in 
the auditorium and 600 girls are lean- 
ing forward in their chairs. On the 
stage a group of young swains in din- 
ner jackets are lolling in easy chairs 
in what is obviously the smoking 
lounge adjoining a ballroom. Clothes 
make the men—for girls are taking 
the parts! The lads are in high fettle. 
They’re sounding off about their 
dates, and they’re pulling no punches 
in the process. Pretty soon it becomes 
clear that Marjery hasn’t too much 
to worry about after all. They are 
talking about a girl like her, and she’s 
been described as “pretty regular.” 

As the dialogue rattled briskly 
along, Millie decided she’d better get 
off the bargain counter, and Hazel 
made up her mind to consult a skin 
doctor, a hairdresser, and a stylist. 
Other girls heard the boys’ unabridged 
opinion of the gold digger, the life- 
of-the-party girl, the gusher, and the 
girl who thinks an ice-cream soda is 
a proposal. Also they heard what it 


takes to make a girl rate tops. She 
is the girl who is on time for her dates, 
who keeps her promises, who likes 
dandelions if orchids are too much 
for the purse, who isn’t always acting, 
who doesn’t hog the spotlight, and 
who can take any boy or situation in 
her stride. 

Respect, so the leaders convey to. 
the girls, is a good foundation on 
which to build romance, marriage, 
careers. It pays the best dividends. 
You mustn’t freeze up when a boy 
asks for a kiss, as though he is after 
your pocketbook! Of course, be gay 
about your refusal. Explain that you 
do your kissing on Friday afternoon 
after gym practice only. He’ll get the 
idea! 

But the committee not only tells 
the girls how to act at a dance. It pro- 
vides the dances. In this way it gives 
the girls an opportunity for social 
contacts they may not have other- 
wise. It also offsets the tendency of 
teen-agers (Continued on page 64) 
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“MY FAVORITE SHORT STORY’? 
* 


I consider“Glamour”one of the finest 
stories of our generation; a story so full 
of the nostalgia and bewilderment of 
youth, the dream of young love, city 
sights and sounds, the sweet, heavy 
movement of summer, that for the reader 
it is like being young again himself, and 
living over the rapture and heartbreak 
of his first hopes and earliest despairs. 


ROBERT NATHAN 
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USED to read quite a lot of 

books when I was younger, but 

now they just make me sore. 

Marian keeps on bringing them 
come back from the lending library 

and, occasionally, I'll pick one 
up and read a few chapters, but 
sooner or later you're bound to strike 
something that makes you sick. I 
don’t mean dirt or anything—just 
foolishness, and people acting the 
way they never act. Of course, the 
books she reads are mostly love 
stories. I suppose they’re the worst 
kind. 

But what I understand least is the 
money angle. It takes money to get 
drunk and it takes money to go 
around with a girl—at least that’s 
been my experience. But the people 
in those books seem to have invented 
a special kind of money—it only gets 
spent on a party or a trip. The rest 









of the time they might as well be 
paying their bills with wampum, as 
far as you can figure it out. 

Of course, often enough, the people 
in books are poor. But then they’re 
so darn poor, it’s crazy. And, often 
enough, just when everything’s at its 
worst, some handy little legacy comes 
along and the new life opens out be- 
fore them right away, like a great big 
tulip. Well, I only had one legacy in 
my life and I know what I did with 
that. It darn near ruined me. 

Uncle Bannard died up in Vermont 
in 1924, and when his estate was set- 
tled, it came to $1237.62 apiece for 
Lou and me. Lou’s husband put her 
share in Greater Los Angeles real 
estate—they live out on the Coast— 
and I guess they’ve done pretty well. 
But I took mine and quit the firm I 
was with, Rosenberg and Jenkins, 
mechanical toys and novelties, and 


She was dark, and yet she had 
that white skin—the color of 
freesia petals. And there’s 
a word—glamour. She had it 
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went to Brooklyn to write a novel. 

It sounds crazy, looking back on it. 
But I was a bug about reading and 
writing in those days, and I’d done 
some advertising copy for the firm 
that pulled. And that was the time 
when everybody was getting steamed 
up about “the new American writ- 
ers,” and it looked like a game with- 
out much overhead. I’d just missed 
the war—I was seventeen when it 
finished—and I’d missed college be- 
cause of father’s death. In fact, I 
hadn’t done much of anything I really 
wanted since I had to quit high school 
—though the novelty business was all 
right as businesses go. So when I got 
a chance to cut loose, I cut. 

I figured I could easily live a year 
on the twelve hundred, and, at first, 
I thought of France. But there’d be 
the nuisance of learning frog-talk 
and the passage there and back. Be- 
sides, I wanted to be near a big 
library. My novel was going to be 
about the American Revolution, if 
you can picture it. ’d read “Henry 
Esmond” over and over and I wanted 
to write a book like that. 

I guess it must have been a bunch 
of my New England ancestors that 
picked Brooklyn for me. They were 
pioneers, all right—but, gosh, how 
they hated to take any chance but 
a big one! And I’m like that myself. 
I like to feel tidy in my mind when 
I’m taking a chance. 

I figured I could be as solitary in 
Brooklyn as I could in Pisa, and a lot 
more comfortable. I knew how many 
words it took to make a novel—I’d 
counted some of them—so I bought 
enough paper and a_ second-hand 
typewriter and pencils and erasers. 
That about cleaned out my ready 
cash. I swore I wouldn’t touch the 
legacy till I was really at work. But 
I felt like a million dollars—I swear I 
felt as if I were looking for treasure 
—when I got into the subway that 
shiny autumn day, and started across 
the river to look for a room. 

It may have been my ancestors that 
sent me to Brooklyn, but I don’t know 
what landed me at Mrs. Forge’s. Old 
Wrestling Southgate, the one who 
was bothered with witches, would 
probably have called it a flowered 
snare of the fiend. And I’m not so 
sure, looking back, that he’d have 
been wrong. 

Mrs. Forge opened the door her- 
self—Serena was out. They’d talked 
about putting an ad in the paper but, 
they’d just never got around to it; 
and, naturally, they wouldn’t have 
put up a card. If it hadn’t looked like 
the sort of house I’d wanted, I’'d never 
have rung the bell. As it was, when 
she came to the door, I thought that 
I had made a mistake. So the first 
thing I did was beg her pardon. 

She had on her black silk dress— 
the one with the white ruffles—just 
as if she were going out calling in the 
barouche. The minute she started to 
speak, I knew she was Southern. 
They all had that voice. I won’t try to 
describe it. There’s nothing worse 
than a whiny one—it beats the New 
England (Continued on page 202) 
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fiancée lovingly. “The 
next stop is the last one,” 
he said, “and it’s ours.” 
Vale Franklin caught her breath 
and turned eyes darkened with sud- 
den despair upon him. “Ward, it’s no 
use. Honestly. I’ll go and look and be 
looked at, but don’t count on me. 
We've been over it dozens of times 
before, but you know how T feel.” 
“T know.” He kept on beaming. 
“You don’t believe that more than one 
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& 7 HEN the local came to its 
\ ¥} Wf nineteenth stop, Ward 
\ Lorry beamed upon his 





family can live peaceably together. 
But you haven’t seen my family.” 

“Families,” she amended drily. 
“Douglas and his family. Bill and his. 
And your uncle, who, if you ask me, 
is at the bottom of the whole fantastic 
arrangement.” 

A tinge of red touched Ward’s 
cheeks. ‘Uncle Kirk is doing this the 
way he thinks it should be done. In 
his way he is being kind. And he is 
very old—nearly ninety. You must 
make allowances.” 

“He,” thought Vale exasperatedly, 
“should be making you and your 


The old man’s hand lay in Vale’s, dry 
and lifeless. “Pretty,”’ he chuckled. And 
then suddenly, “You look expensive” 


brothers allowances. Advance them 
something out of their inheritance to 
give each family a home of its own. 
Each marriage is a separate unit. It 
should have privacy—the chance to 
grow in its own way without the in- 
trusion of other people’s egos.” 

But Vale did not say it. She had 
beat stubborn fists against Ward’s 
stiff pride often enough to know that 
she could not break it down. He 
would not marry her if he had to de- 
pend for the maintenance of their 
home on her income. He wanted her 
to live, as his two brothers and their 
families were doing, in the old Lorry 
homestead, the property of his uncle. 
He never said, as he might have, 
“There will be a great deal of money, 
but it won’t be ours until Uncle Kirk 
dies.” 

With a sense of bleak certainty, 
Vale knew that tonight, when they 
met her for the first time, they and 
she would be putting a best foot for- 
ward. The Lorrys were civilized, 
highly-bred people, but smooth sur- 
faces could not always withstand the 
pressure of the little unspoken re- 
sentments, of the real or imagined 
grievances that are natural growths 
when assertive personalities are 
forced into a cramped space. 

“Vale, we’re pulling in!” 

She started. Ward rose and put up 
his long arms to lift her bag down 
from the rack. He put it on the seat 
and leaned over her. Frightened boy- 
ish appeal was in his dark eyes. 

“Love me?” 

She nodded, adoring him, and her 
fears melted away. She was happy to 
be with Ward. It didn’t matter where 
or for what reason. 

As the ancient taxi rattled toward 
the Lorry place, three miles outside 
the limits of the tiny village, Vale’s 
misgivings stirred again. 

“Just a step farther. At the end of 
the lane.” 

Ward’s tone was warm and con- 
fident, but she sensed the nervous- 
ness behind it. He was afraid that 
her clear young eyes might see the 
only home he had to offer with the 
critical detachment of an alien and 
find it unacceptable. Her heart. went 
out to him. She told herself that 
though she fell in love with each 
Lorry separately she must not yield 
an inch. She treasured her love too 
highly to subject it to... 

“Here we are.” 

Thinking stopped, leaving only the 
hard pounding of her heart. The 
house loomed up, big, square, grayish, 
gold eyes of light shining. They went 
up. the steps and across a wide ve- 
randa to the door. It opened instantly. 

One of the most beautiful women 
Vale had ever seen stood in the open- 
ing. She was tall; her creamy skin 
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Among them they worked out a simple formula for mur- 


der. It was, naturally, only in fun. But that was before 


the sound and the cry. It was while they all were still alive 


gleamed from the black of her simple 
dress, and her bronze hair flamed in 
the lamplight. She was smiling, her 
hand outstretched. Her voice, low, 
rich, and warm with welcome said, 
“Well, Vale, my dear.” 
“Vale,” Ward said, a little awk- 


wardly, “this is Margot, Doug’s wife.” 
Before the girl could answer, a big, 
brown-haired, tanned man, amaz- 
ingly like Ward, loomed up behind 
Margot. He bowed deeply from the 
waist. 
“IT am Bill, chairman of the wel- 


coming committee.” He took her 
hand. Over his shoulder he called, 
“Boy, take the lady’s luggage up to 
room 24.” 

“Yes, sir.”” The mock-respectful re- 
sponse came from a slightly stooped 
man with gray eyes twinkling behind 
gold-rimmed spectacles. 

“Vale,” Ward said, “this is Doug, 
whose nurse is said to have dropped 
him on his head when he was a baby.” 

Douglas took her hand. He studied 
her critically. “Bill,” he said, without 
taking his eyes from her, “what do 
you think?” (Continued on page 92) 








SHALL be sorry the day I 

learn the answer to why I like 

San Francisco. The moment I 

should learn the answer—from 

that moment on San Francisco 

no longer will be the place it 
is for me. 

Some city may be distinguished by 
a near-by waterfall, let us say, and 
visitors will be told to go to it. The 
residents of the city then have done 
their duty, and there is no more to 
do. It is easy. But the day the people 

-of San Franeisco begin to define too 
precisely its places of interest and be- 
gin to demand that one see them, on 
that day San Francisco will have lost 
its magic. 

I am particular about my cities. I 
do not like cities, to begin with. But 
I do not consider San Francisco a city 
as such. It is not so much a place con- 
taining a lot of people as it is a phi- 
losophy which has stood a definite 
test of time. 

There are the easy things to name, 
of course, the things one automati- 
cally names: Golden Gate Park, 
Fisherman’s Wharf, yes, the bridges, 
Chinatown. But one does not feel 
homesick for San Francisco just be- 
cause of these landmarks; yet when 
asked “What do you like about San 


Francisco?” the answer may be 
something specific because it is the 
easiest way to answer any question. 

Some may say, “I like San Fran- 
cisco because of the people.” But 
people are people anywhere. All of 
us know that. Geography does not 
change people much. Or at least not 
that much. 

Or some may say they like San 
Francisco “because of the views.” 
There may be something to that, too. 
But again it is not the answer. It is 
not the answer even though one of 
the principal occupations here does 
consist in looking down out of the 
windows. 

When one is in San Francisco, he 
always is aware, I do believe, that 
San Francisco and no other is the city 
he is in. You glance around you, 
whether in a restaurant or on a walk 
or while awakening, and you know 
instantly that the surroundings, or 
the mood, are San Francisco’s. 

That white-bordered clock on the 
tower of the Ferry Building! The 
dirty-gray tower itself! That tower 
certainly is no Taj Mahal. And yet to 
all the city that plain old clock on 
that plain old tower has been through 
the years and years like a compass 
to a ship. It is here, always has been 
here, and when you look at it, you 
know you are in San Francisco. But 
people do not say, “I like San Fran- 
cisco because of the clock on the 
Ferry Building.” Nor do they stand 
there enraptured gazing at it. Nor are 
a million postcards printed of it as 
of Big Ben. But should that funny- 
faced tower clock suddenly be re- 
moved, the weather-stained tower 
with it, why—why, San Francisco 
would be like somebody who sud- 
denly has lost his nose. 

Now mind, there is much about San 
Francisco I do not like. But then there 
is much about my best friends I do 
not like. The tough and hungry part 
of town, for instance, is tough and 
hungry indeed, though largely ap- 
parent because of the ghosts of the 
past. The thousands of stories and 
books one has read of San Francisco’s 
old days—all these cannot help re- 
turning to one, at least in spirit, while 
walking among the shadows on the 
outskirts in the yellow lights of night. 

San Francisco has been written. 

The bravest writers of America 


Millions of citizens who have never been there before are going 


this year to the Golden West, planning to start with the Fair. 
What is that famed city like in which the Fair is being held? Why 


do people the whole world over speak with honest reverence of 


San Francisco? The editors of Good Housekeeping asked Max 


Miller—a lover, not a resident, of San Francisco—to set down 


his impressions. Mr. Miller lives in La Jolla, in the south of Cali- 


fornia. He visits San Francisco often. He is the author of I Cover 


the Waterfront, The Man on the Barge, and many other volumes. 


With pleasure the editors present what Mr. Miller has to say 
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have written of San Francisco and, 
if still alive, would still be writing of 
it. That is just the point. Her past can 
be overtaken and catalogued, but 
never her identical present. San 
Francisco is a come-on. This accounts 
for libraries’ being so filled with its 
histories, while the present is left to 
“official information guides.” And we 
know what they are like—they are 
like the printed dimensions of a 
fighter, and one is supposed to judge 
the fighter’s heart from them. 

To try to duplicate San Francisco’s 
writers of the past would be silly, to 
try to imitate them would be disas- 
trous, but to try to weigh the con- 
tributions of each and to add them 
—that is what one does automatically. 
He cannot help it. And out of it all 


comes his own emotion of the San 
Francisco of today—of today, when 
the whole front yard has been trans- 
formed, revoluti@nized, by what from 
a distance is something to joke about. 
Yes, those b-r-i-d-g-e-s. 

You may laugh about these bridges 
if you are in Des Moines. You may 
shudder at one more mention of them 
if you are in Kansas City. Yougw 
wonder what all the“noise-is*about if 
you are in New York, itself a city of 
bridges. On going to San Francisco 
again, one swears ahead of time he is 
not going to say or write anything 
about the. bridges. Yet here they are, 
and from anywhere one looks here 
they are, so much so that a San Fran- 
cisco without them already might ap- 
pear not a San Francisco at all. They 
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as if they always should have 

en here, although as with any new 

ewelry the wearer cannot refrain 

from being aware of them, fingering 

them, trying to become accustomed 
to their weight and brightness. 

Some day, of course, the Golden 
Gate bridge will be ancient and ob- 
solete, and your grandsons will laugh 
at the bygone times when it meant 
so much and when so much ado was 
made about it. But when you are on 
that bridge today, in our generation, 
you do not laugh. You cannot laugh. 
The simplicity of man’s greatest arch 


over space is too much for even fools 
to become foolish about while going 
across. I had wanted to make some 
smart remark, I know, but could not. 
How could one when the towers that 
day were speared deep into a cloud 
and when below, far below, were the 
spars of a passing vessel? 

Like everything else, though, even 
this sensation cannot last forever, so 
spoiled are we by miracles. The gen- 
ius of others has made us blasé; it is 
easier for us to crack wise than to 
create. Or even to comprehend. 

The best time to go across the other 
bridge, the world’s longest bridge, the 
Bay Bridge, is at night. The bridge 
lights as they go on and off and on 
again make an event of it. And from 
the shore (Continued on page 213) 
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‘IS mother was Briardale 

| Beatrix Countess of Buffing- 
ton, and her proud mother- 
[ hood was unconscious of mis- 
demeanor. She fed her litter 

of seven copiously, groomed 

them with care; a day came when she 
began to carry them out-of-doors, 
taking her favorite, the largest one, 
first. The runt was completely fed and 
bulging at the time, but in order to 
be so he had had to develop his cour- 
age and the use of his wits; now, see- 
ing his brothers and sisters being 
carried into the sunlight, he had no 
intention of waiting his turn. Stag- 
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gering on his small unsteady legs, he 
made his way out of the stable; his 
blue eyes could not yet quite fully 
focus, but he knew his brothers and 
sisters were over there. He made his 
way toward them, but encountered 
something that seemed to him ex- 
ceedingly large. He sat himself down 
and considered it; he yapped, but it 
did not move. Then he arose, backed 
a little, walked around that hummock 
of grass. The foundations of his char- 
acter were there. 

The family were out in the sun 
every day after that, and learned to 
gambol, to chew at each other de- 





liciously, to eat out of a pan; rapidly 
outgrown by the others, the runt soon 
learned the limit of his powers, 
learned to be watchful and adroit, 
philosophically to bide his time. And 
he learned to be very curious. He was 
the first of the family to discover that 
the sounds made by humans meant 
something; he was the first of them 
all to cock his head and listen when 
anyone spoke. That man who brought 
them the pan of food, now— 

“Ain’t ‘ny use’n you standin’ there 
wavin’ yo’ tail an’ grinnin’ lak you’s 
proud of ’em,” that man said to the 
Countess of Buffington one day when 
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the puppies may have been six weeks 
old. “Yo’ marster an’ missy comin’ 
home today, ’most any minute. What 
’ey goin’ say when ’ey see what you 
done did?” 

The words meant nothing to the 
puppy, but the big collie drooped at 
the tone; that sound in a voice, then, 
meant that something was wrong. A 
little while later, when his mother 
became a golden whirlwind of noisy 
welcome, he watched to see what that 
was all about, too. 

“Buffy—Buffy—you darling—you 
beautiful,” a woman was saying, anda 
man: “Here, here—get down! That'll 


do now, Buffy—get down, I say!” 

It seemed to be exciting; the puppy, 
wanting to share in the fun, suddenly 
emitted a yelp and went forward. His 
mother nosed him, looked proudly up 
at the man and woman; for a moment 
they were very still. Then the man 
said under his breath, 

“Good Lord!” and the woman said: 

“Oh, my dear—look at the others! 
Oh, Buffy, how could you, how could 
you?” 

The man’s voice raised to a shout. 
“Sam—you Sam!” 

The one who always set down that 
pan of food came from the depths of 


the stable. There was much talk. Said 
Sam: 

“Yassuh, but ef I done drown ’em 
befo’ they git they eyes open, wouldn’t 
anybody believe what kind o’ pup- 
pies Buffy done had, and I git me in 
trouble. I been prayin’ to de Lord ev’ 
day y’all come home an’ tell me what 
to do, suh. Kin’ o’ bad luck drown ’em 
now they got they eyes open. Mout 
be I c’n fin’ homes fo’ um.” 

“T don’t care what you do with 
them so long as I don’t have to see 
them again,” said the man, and Buffy 
followed him and the woman away, 
her tail waving proudly. 

The little dog’s next impression was 
of being dropped into something dark, 
of being jostled against his brothers. 
and sisters; gradually there were 
fewer puppies in the sack, and at last 
the runt was in Sam’s arm, seeing 
strange places and strange people. 
Said one of those, 

“How much you want for him, 
Sam?” 

And said Sam: “’Is dog’s worth 
money. ‘Is dog’s got a pedigree on 
one side o’ him. Anybody kin see jes’ 
by looking at ’is dog he’s a good dog— 
yassuh. Y’all ain’t got money enough 
to buy ’is dog.” 

“Let me hold him,” said the other, 
and the puppy was transferred. “I 
been wanting a dog. Look—I’ll give 
you two cents and a dime for him— 
that’s all I got. Oh, aM right—Ill 
throw in my three-bladed knife.” 

The runt was carried away, shown 
to various other boys, taken at last 
into a house and set down on some- 
thing pleasantly soft. Somebody 
laughed, and he wanted to make him- 
self agreeable; he thrust his paws 
forward as he had seen his mother 
do, waggled his whole rear end, 
cocked his head inquiringly. There 
was more laughter. Said the boy who 
had brought him: 

“He’s mine. I bought him. I can 
keep him, Mom, can’t I? I’m going 
to name him Mutt.” 

“Not that kind of dog,” said an- 
other, whom the little dog came after- 
ward to think of as the Tall One. 
“We'll get a real dog some day. You 
don’t want a cur, Bob.” 

“Aw, Pop! Aw gee, Mom! I’ve al- 
ready showed him to the fellers! Aw, 
please! He won’t be in anybody’s way. 
He’s cute.” 

“Oh, well,” said that one called 
Mom. “I suppose you'll have to keep 
him until you can find a home for 
him.” Then suddenly she shrieked. 
“Oh, look! Take him out! Take that 
puppy out of this house this minute! 
And don’t you ever bring him into 
this house again! Oh, my goodness!” 

The runt was lifted by the scruff 
of his neck and rushed out-of- 
doorsls. . 

Not once during the rest of that day 
did he have a nap. He was taken to 
many places, shown to many people, 
handled a (Continued on page 232) 
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m= giF YOU drive, madam, this means 
you. If you don’t, it still means 
you. For we assume that you'd 
rather not kill anybody your- 
self. Or ride in a car that kills 
somebody. Or have some mem- 
ber of your family come home, white, 
tense, and broken-voiced, with the 
news that he has just killed some- 
body. 

So far I have had no personal ex- 
perience with any of those variations. 
But I can imagine just enough of 
what it would be like to smash the 
life out of an old person, or a child, 
or anybody else. It doesn’t even bear 
thinking of. I once had the bad luck 
to be in a car that ran over a dog. I 
can still feel the crunchy thump as 
the wheel struck and bumped over. 

Civilization spares the average per- 
son most of the risks of accidental 
manslaughter. Relatively few of us 

handle firearms, poisons, or explo- 
sives. But all of us drive cars or ride 
in them. Few of us are skillful enough 
to take the curse off the fact that, 
handy though it is, the automobile is 
a potential killer, once its wheels be- 
gin to roll. Few of us have the me- 
chanical intelligence to realize vividly 
enough that, the faster the roll, the 


more chance of killing if something 
goes wrong—and the greater the re- 
sponsibility of the man or woman at 
the wheel. 

For Death likes to ride fast, his 
black shroud streaming in the wind. 
That is one of the few facts definitely 
known about the relationship be- 
tween speed and safety. Faulty as 
most speed figures still are, it is in- 
escapably true that accidents result- 
ing in death occur less than half as 
often in cars traveling under 40 miles 
an hour as in cars whose speed is be- 
tween 40 and 50—which happens to 
be the customary cruising speed on 
the modern highway. And speed over 
50 miles an hour means that death 
will strike in one accident out of 
every eleven. 

What with chance and the 
unavoidable presence of poor 
drivers on the road, not even 
the best driver is accident- 
proof. But, by ‘keeping his 
speed in the lower killing 
brackets, the best driver can 
do a lot to guard against 
that always possible moment 
when hurtling metal will kill 
someone—someone, perhaps, 
who is going about his own 





business in a reasonable way. There 
is a lot of hard common sense in those 
speedometers on certain of the new 
cars that show warning lights—green 
under 35, changing to a cautioning 
yellow between 35 and 50, and shift- 
ing to an ominous, blazing red over 
50. That doesn’t mean the 35 to 50 
range is always safe. It does mean it 
is a lot safer than over 50. 

Being a woman, you may be for- 
tunately exempt from some of the 
speed impulses that affect men. Ac- 
cording to some figures, the average 
speed of women drivers is several 
miles an hour slower than that of 
men. Yet whatever difference there 
may be between men and women on 
the speed impulse, it proves little 
here. For the modern car is so 
smooth, so silkily insidious in 
pickup, that the woman driver 
is often equally guilty of the 
great motoring speed sin— 
speed in excess of driving con- 
ditions, That is, driving too 
fast for your own skill under 
adverse conditions that may 
result from the skiddiness of 
the road, the time of day, the 
visibility around curves and 
over hills, the condition of the 


An accident while we’re driving under forty miles an 


hour results in death less than half as often as an 


This article is the fifth in Good Housekeeping’s cam- 
paign for greater traffic safety. It has to do with speed. 


accident while we’re driving between forty and fifty 


The terms in which the facts about speed are here set, 
forth are blunt. They must be. People who drive too 
fast, who think they bear charmed lives, need blunt 
talking to. For speed cannot be wholly regulated by 
law: it is largely a personal matter, depending on com- 


mon sense and common decency. Mainly this article 
is about men drivers. Which is sheer politeness. For 


speed is impersonal—it never heard of chivalry to 


women. Drive too fast, whoever you are, and an un- 


welcome stranger sits beside you everywhere you go 
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car, the traffic, the weather, and sev- 
eral other factors. 

All this sounds pretty definite. Ac- 
tually, however, it is about as defi- 
nite as how high is up. Even expert 
traffic engineers have a lot of trouble 
figuring out “safe” speeds after care- 
ful study, because the factors in- 
volved are extremely difficult to 
measure. The one definite rule that 
always holds is never to drive so fast 
that your brakes won’t stop you 
within the distance you can see ahead. 
But few drivers realize that even with 
good brakes it takes over a hundred 
yards to stop a car doing 60—and, 
if they did realize it, few could ac- 
curately estimate that distance. Speed 
in excess of driving conditions is 
something for engineers to worry 
about. As a basis for the average 
driver to work on while he is actu- 
ally driving, it is no help at all. His 
only solution is always to drive more 
slowly than he thinks is safe. 

At this point we had better become 
tactful. Granted that, if you drive, 
you are a cautious, workmanlike 
driver. Granted that, even if you do 
pester him a good deal, your husband 
is also a good driver. Let’s start talk- 


ing about the husband of the lady 
next door—who very probably stands 
badly in need of re-education about 
speed. He doesn’t know how to use it, 
he doesn’t know what it costs him, 
he doesn’t know in any behavior- 
affecting way how dangerous it is. By 
the time we get through talking about 
what to do about him, perhaps your 
husband or you may learn something 
you didn’t know before. 

Common sense naturally maintains 
that if Mr. Nextdoor won’t voluntar- 
ily acquire sound speed habits, he 
should be made to acquire them. Or- 
ganizers of school safety programs, 
figuring that it is impossible to train 
small children in traffic judgment, 
lay out definite compulsory routes 
to and from school and force the 
children to stick to those streets and 
intersections. Just so should the com- 
munity’s good judgment be substi- 
tuted for Mr. Nextdoor’s bad judg- 
ment. That is the theory behind all 
speed laws. 

Speed zoning is one of the best 
precautions. With careful charts and 
maps and photographs and mileage 
records, traffic engineers survey the 
whole main highway system of a 


given state, mark off any and all dan- 
gerous stretches, and figure out the 
top safe speeds for each. That speed 
is then marked on roadside signs: 
“Unsafe over 50 miles an hour”’—or 
40 or 35, as the case may be. The en- 
gineer, who knows what he’s talking 
about, provides the motorist’s speed 
judgment for him in advance. To ex- 
ceed the limits on those posted speeds 
means arrest and punishment—the- 
oretically. Actually, of course, en- 
forcement is spotty at best and often 
nullified by ticket-fixing or bribery. 
Besides, because of past experience 
with oldtime, unscientific speed lim- 
its, the American motorist has an an- 
noying mental habit of figuring that 
four, five, ten miles an hour beyond 
any given limit is all right. 

And the worst of it is that speeds 
posted for a zoning system are often 
too high. Not because the engineers 
figured wrong, but because they did 
their figuring for average driving 
conditions—the only possible basis 
—and bad weather, darkness, indi- 
vidual shortcomings, make average 
driving conditions look foolish. Un- 
less the motorist uses good judgment 
about slowing down well below the 
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posted limit, the sign might as well 
not be there. So we are back at in- 
dividual judgment again. And the 
grim fact is that many a half-witted 
driver takes the posted limit as a 
moral obligation to drive that fast re- 
gardless of conditions. Doesn’t the 
sign say he can? A properly zoned 
state is better off than one with no 
zones at all, but a state where most 
motorists used more good sense 
would be still better off. 

People often propose solving Mr. 
Nextdoor’s. speed troubles for him by 
working on his car—with a gover- 
nor, compulsorily installed, that will 
choke off the gas supply when he hits 
50. Or 40. It is a tempting notion, But, 
say engineers, governors 
would be highly dangerous. 
Passing another car, for in- 
stance, is one of the riskiest 
situations in motoring, a 
matter of a second or two be- 
tween the passing driver and 
a very bad smash. When 
your car can accelerate 
quickly far above 50, passing 
takes only a few seconds. If 
it were “governored” down 
to 50, passing another car 
doing 40 would take four or 
five times as long—each split 
second critically increasing 
the danger. And once again, 
to governor at a given speed 
would be taken by a multi- 
tude of fools as encourage- 
ment to drive at that speed 
regardless—with results that 
would often be tragic. 

That las¥argument applies 
to the statewide speed limits 
that are now tending to come 
back. Several states slap 
down an absolute 45-mile 
limit after dark, on the sen- 
sible principle that, with 
headlights what they are, no 
road is safe at a higher speed 
in the nighttime. Pennsyl- 
vania has recently caused a 
stir with a strictly enforced 
50-mile limit all over the 
state. Since that limit went 
into effect, with violators de- 
prived of drivers’ licenses for 
three months, Pennsylva- 
nia’s motoring deaths have 
been reduced 40 percent— 
the best proportional record 
in the country during a year 
when nation-wide traffic deaths were 
taking a startling, year-long drop. 
Admiral Foote, head of the Pennsyl- 
vania State Police, is understandably 
proud of that record and attributes it 
largely to the speed-limit enforce- 
ment with teeth. 

Still there is nothing to prevent any 
given individual—Mr. Nextdoor, for 
instance—from continuing to drive 
his own car too fast for his own skill 
and the condition of the road. To con- 
vert him will necessitate a good deal 
of missionary work on the part of 
good drivers—like yourself. And you 
had better make up your mind to 
meet certain stubborn, standard ex- 
cuses for speed. Suggest that all too 
often Mr. Nextdoor is hitting a clip 
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far beyond anything justified by his 
own skill, and he lashes back, “Now, 
let me tell you, the real menace on 
the road is the fellow who drives too 
slow—pokes along at 25 or 30, makes 
everybody pass him all the time, 
blocks off curves, can’t make up his 
mind what to do.” 

Which is just the old childish dodge 
of trying to minimize your own fault 
by shouting about a different kind of 
fault that other people commit. Natu- 
rally the timid poke-along driver is 
a menace and does cause accidents. 
But that is no excuse whatever for 
sinning in the other direction. 

The next standard excuse is that, 
in order to average good speed over 





a long trip, Mr. Nextdoor must travel 
at dangerously high speeds a good 
part of the time. The trouble with this 
excuse is that a good driver, who 
makes a skillful job of handling lower 
speeds, can make very good average 
time indeed without giving way to 
the temptation to step on it. If Mr. 
Nextdoor refuses to believe that, tell 
him about the Atlantic Oil Com- 
pany’s experiments at Toms River, 
N. J. Boiled down, this is what hap- 
pened: 

Sixteen drivers, none of them ex- 
perts, most of them just average 
youngsters, were turned loose in six 
new stock cars to cover a fixed 80- 
mile course every two hours, running 
through towns, over several different 


types of highway day and night, in all 
driving conditions. The boys, working 
in four-trip relays, had to observe a 
rigid safety code calling for dead stops 
here, slowing down to 10 miles an 
hour at this railroad crossing, 20 at 
that traffic circle, proper rest inter- 
vals, and so forth. To make sure they 
stuck to the rules each car carried 
an automatic recording device that 
registered their speed and timing 
throughout. The most rigid of the 
rules was never to go over 50. Those 
cars turned in a total of 600,000 road 
miles without an accident except for 
one nicked fender. They had aver- 
aged a clean 40 miles an hour for all 
that distance—which even Mr. Next- 
door will admit is good going 
over such a stretch. And yet 
they had never gone over 50, 
In fact, the recording dises 
showed that they very sel- 
dom got over 45. 

The average driver usually 
refuses to believe those fig- 
ures. But there they are, all 
the more convincing because 
the company was primarily 
interested in oil consumption 
and only indirectly in the 
speed-average-plus-safety 
angle. 

Most men behind the 
wheel could turn in similar 
performances if they made 
themselves observe the same 
rigid rules and handle speed 
skillfully; they could, that is, 
if they took half as much 
trouble about it as they 
probably do about their golf 
games. Mr, Nextdoor, spurt- 
ing in the stretches, jamming 
on the brakes instead of de- 
celerating, taking chances to 
maintain speed he doesn’t 
need, is a duffer driver. If 
you can convince him of that, 
the road would be a lot safer 
place. 

Maybe you can hit him’ 
harder with the economy an- 
gle. Engineers design cars to 
do 70 or 80, not because they 
approve of people’s driving 
that fast, but because a mod- 
erate speed is mechanically 
efficient. only when the car 
has a huge reserve of speed 
still untapped—to be used 
only in emergencies. Un- 
reasonable speeds are thoroughly in- 
efficient—and so they cost money. 
Many motorists complain bitterly 
about gasoline taxes. They seldom 
realize that, by driving clumsily and 
dangerously, they are imposing heavy 
motoring taxes on themselves. The 
heavy foot is an expensive luxury. 
A light modern car in good shape 
should get about 20 miles to the gallon 
of gas at 30 miles an hour. At 60 miles 
an hour, it gets less than 16 to the 
gallon. Over a long trip that mounts 
into money. 

Oil-consumption figures are even 
more startling. A car uses almost 
seven times as much oil at 55 miles an 
hour as at 30. And speed has plenty of 
other ways (Continued on page 72) 
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ith two great World’s Fairs going 

on—one on each coast—literally 

millions of Americans will be trav- 
eling, sightseeing, and out for a good 
time generally. And they'll have it. 
But to make a trip or sightseeing the 
pleasure which is anticipated, clothes, 
in the broad sense, must be right: 
they must be those which are really 
needed for the time and the place. 
Everything counts: comfort in cor- 
sets and shoes; practicality in wrin- 
kleproof, sunfast fabrics of the right 
weight; having not too many clothes, 
but enough, with the same costume 
affording different combinations for 
hot sunny days and cool rainy days. 

Keeping in mind Rainbow Avenue, 
one of the main thoroughfares of the 
New York World’s Fair 1939, and 
the Path of Gold, of the San Fran- 
cisco World’s Fair, we have found 
some cheerful and bright wardrobe 
values for you—and they are good 
whether you travel or stay at home. 

In San Francisco, which is gener- 
ally cooler than New York City, you'll 
need more wool, and darker colors. 
The weather man says little rain but 
cool breezes for San Francisco. New 
York points to fair and warmer; it can 
be hot there in summer, and thunder 
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All-day at the Fairs—a bud-green rayon dress, and matching wool jacket 


showers come along. So for New York 
have a raincoat, and choose one of 
the costumes like that shown above, 
which is cool on the hottest day, yet 
which, with its wool jacket, can brave 
a sudden change. 

Now, don’t feel that you need all 
these clothes. Choose this or that 
which suits your needs; but we sug- 
gest this basic (Continued on page 48) 


East or West, New York or San Francisco 
—here is the costume you cannot be 
without at the Fairs. Smart, practical for 
sightseeing all day and still just the thing 
for a country weekend, it will become 
your uniform: tailored collarless dress of 
rayon crepe (see sketch) with matching 
wool jacket; bud green (gray green), 
porcelain blue, rose, or beige; 10 to 20; 
dress about $20.00, jacket about $19.75, 
complete about $39.75. Hat, Sally Victor 
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For afternoon and a hot day 





Gray-O’ Reilly 
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A collarless wool suit and casual tweed coat for traveling, or a cool day at the Fair 
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WHAT 10 WEAR 10 [HE FAIRS — 


wardrobe. A travel suit, under which 
you may wear a cool blouse or a 
warm sweater, and over which your 
topcoat looks well. A sightseeing 
dress, wool for San Francisco, rayon, 
silk, or sheer for New York; and 
choose one of these we show, which 
leads a double life, so that some com- 
bination of it would answer equally 
well for the country or beach. A 


softer dress, a print perhaps, or the 
dotted dress with jacket, to change 
into for some special occasion, or for 
informal evening wear. And one 
evening dress, which, like all the 
other clothes, has a double purpose— 
a dancing frock without its coat; and 
a dinner, restaurant, or theatre frock 
with it. You’ll want to do things be- 
sides the (Continued on page 51) 
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Looks like a dress, is a suit, and may be completed by the coat; for San Francisco coolish weather 


Summer comes late in New York. May 
is apt to be chilly. Women live in suits— 
a skirt and jacket, or a dress and coat 
—until extreme heat descends upon 
them. They love navy, but beige is new 
this season. Why not the collarless beige 
monotone tweed suit on opposite page, 
practical for town or country weekends? 
It is belted; skirt is gored. Also in Cadet 
blue, rust, navy, black; 10 to 20; about 
$29.75. Over it throw a casual herring- 
bone tweed coat with swing back and 
tuxedo front; brown, violet, luggage, iris 
purple, navy. Coat also comes in same 
monotone as suit; 10 to 20; about $29.75. 
Two-toned felt hat, Madame Pauline 


Don’t start out for San Francisco with 
light-colored clothes, thinking it is hot 
there. They wear dark, rather formal 
clothes. Be prepared for heavy fogs in 
the morning, cold winds at sundown. 
Carry a wool jacket or coat all day. For 
travel, wear this navy tweed suit but- 
toned up front; with white piqué collar, 
gored skirt. This suit will prove useful 
shopping and sightseeing, too; also in 
light blue, black, nutmeg; 10 to 20; about 
$29.75. The gored collarless coat of navy 
tweed with wide leather belt slips per- 
fectly over the suit or over dresses; also 
luggage, beige, iris purple, black; 10 to 
20; about $29.75. Hat, Madame Pauline 


Luggage from Abercrombie & Fitch 





New York women love prints, and 
polka dots are a favorite. You seldom see 
them, except in extreme heat, without 
a jacket or coat. Running back and forth 
to the World’s Fair or sightseeing in 
town, you will always feel comfortably 
dressed all summer long in the costume 
at extreme left of opposite page. It is a 
twin-print ensemble of rayon crepe in 
a white dot on color with full-length 
double-breasted, long-sleeved coat; 
small velveteen collar. The dress under- 
neath, short-sleeved with softly tailored 
bodice, can be worn alone; black, navy, 
brown, luggage, or wine with white dot; 
10 to 20; about $25; toyo Harryson hat 
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ANNOUNCEMENT 
In future issues Goop HOUSEKEEP- 
ING will show how the current fash- 
ions can be adapted to the Short 
Broad-Hipped Woman, the Angu- 
lar Woman, and the Woman with 
Large Bust. Personal appearances 
arranged by Goop HOUSEKEEPING 
will be made in leading shops. 
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Contrasting flannel suit dress is just the thing for a cool day 


air-going shoes must do heavy duty, 
Pend can make or break your fun. 

Fit your feet before you please 
your eyes. Remember that shoes with 
high closing (like oxfords and straps) 
demand little hold-on-ability of your 
feet and don’t tire them so readily. 
Choose heels with broad bases, and 
foreparts with broad treads. Avoid 
low-cut styles. Look for flexibility. 
Avoid thinnish soles. Above all, buy 
fit—not size. 

The two-eyelet calf tie, top left, can 
be the mainstay of an ambitious 
sightseer; for comfort, alternate with 
another sensible pair like the gypsy- 
vamp kid oxfords, center. For sports 





have sturdy bucko oxfords like the 
one with the perforated calf mud- 
guard—worn by the girl above. She 
also sensibly wears a Botany flannel 
suit dress: grape wine with rose, 
spice tan with gold; Talon slide fas- 
tener in skirt; 12 to 20; about $11. 

Because all sightseeing will not be 
of the heavy-duty kind, you will want 
at least one pair of dressier shoes for 
the times you just sit and are enter- 
tained. For this consider the dainty 
open-shank, open-heel sandal (be- 
low). Because a Fair wouldn’t be a 
Fair without nighttime gaiety, you'll 
want evening shoes, such as these 
sandals in white satin and grosgrain. 








(Continued from page 48) Fairs. You'll 
go to parties, visit restaurants, so 
you'll need the minimum wardrobe. 

And don’t imagine that these clothes 
are just for young girls. They suit ma- 
ture women as well. Take the four- 
way dress on this page. It’s ageless. 

Yes, we have found real values 
for you. It’s wise to pay a little more 
for a costume of good material and 
cut which can be used for a number of 
occasions, than to buy two which will 
not give the same service. In fact, 
have the right things with as little 
packing as possible to get the most 
comfort and fun at the World’s Fairs. 


A four-way outfit for the woman who likes to be attractively dressed for traipsing around 


SEEING [HE SVOHTS OF [UF CLIILS 


Through the arch at Washington 
Square—where lovely old lower Fifth 
Avenue in New York City begins. Up 
the Avenue the buses roll, past old 
houses, smart shops, public library, Ra- 
dio City, the Plaza, and Central Park. 

This four-way suit is just about the 
neatest bit of style and comfort to be 
found for a day of sightseeing. Wear it 
as a suit, wear it as a dress. The dress 
is a rayon blouse and skirt, the suit a 
wool jacket and skirt with the rayon 
blouse. Charming color combinations: 
navy suit with dress in Sorento—a new 
copen; awning blue with Sorento; spring 
wine with rose; lettuce green with 
matching green; black with rose; 12 to 
20; similar suit 36 to 42; about $19.95. 


Photo by Arthur O’ Neill 












Printed rayon dress with tied bolero front 





Without jacket for dancing—with it, for theatre, dinner 


Blouse feeling in one-piece afternoon dress with jacket 


Consider the life you are to 
lead on your trip to the New 
York World’s Fair. If you are 
visiting or lunching and dining 
with many friends, you will 
naturally need more clothes. 
Have a softer dress for lunch- 
eons or informal dinners. We 
suggest the dress above of black 
or navy semi-sheer rayon crepe, 
as it has the new fullness in 
the skirt and the smart sepa- 
rate-waist idea; of checked 
rayon, navy or black and white, 
in a one-piece dress. The short 
jacket is faced with check; red 
leather belt; 10 to 20; about 
$39.75. Perhaps you prefer 
a one-piece print dress. Why 
not the one at top of page? Of 
rayon with semi-bolero front 
tied up at neckline; wide swing- 
ing skirt; navy or black ground, 
multicolored print; 10 to 20; 
about $17.95. Harryson hat. A 
dinner dress is essential, and 
prints are becoming—as wit- 
ness the multicolored rayon 
print, left; draped girdle, sep- 
arate bolero; light or _ dark 
grounds; 10 to 20; about $35 
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efore starting out to buy clothes for 
your trip, adopt a color scheme. 
Everything must go together—not 
necessarily match, for contrast is smart. 
For New York, for instance, start with 
a beige suit and matching coat, if beige 
is becoming. The coat will be smart over 
bud green, the new gray green, iris pur- 
ple, black, or navy. For San Francisco, 
combine fuchsia, beige, green, or luggage 
tan with a navy suit and matching coat. 


At noon in San Francisco the sun shines 
brightly, and the temperature rises rapidly. 
You need a print, especially for luncheons 
with friends, or at night for dining infor- 
mally (take a coat). The model of olive 
green and white flocked rayon crepe, at 
right, with white piqué collar and bow, is 
an attractive luncheon dress—gored skirt, 
Talon slide fasteners at neckline, and self 
fabric belt. The fitted jacket has three- 
quarter sleeves. Also in black, cedar rust, 
navy, or wine, and white; 10 to 20, about 
$39.75. Piqué hat, John-Frederics. Let your 
dinner dress be both formal and informal. 
The one of aqua semi-sheer rayon and silk 
crepe, below, has a deep V neckline front 
and back and wide tucked waistband. It 
can be worn formally. With the waist- 
length (buttoned, if you like) jacket, it 
becomes informal and looks like a short- 
sleeved dress; also rose, citron, dusty blue; 
12 to 40; about $29.75. Gold Seal bead bag 


To wear formally or informally at any age 


Photos by Gray-O' Reilly 
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A jacket dress for luncheons or informal dinners 


HAVE FUN IV SMART 
NEW CLOTHES 


THESE CLOTHES WILL BE DISPLAYED DURING 
MARCH AND APRIL IN THE FOLLOWING STORES: 


J. L. Brandeis Co., 
Omaha, Neb. 


Kaufmann Dep’t Stores, Inc., 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 


The Marting Bros. Co., 


T. A, Chapman Co., ; 
Portsmouth, Ohio 


Milwaukee, Wis. 


Sanger Bros., 


Ernst Kern Co., 
Dallas, Texas 


Detroit, Mich. 


The William H. Block Co., 
Indianapolis, Ind. 


The Jones Store, 
Kansas City, Mo. 


The Higbee Company, Cleveland, Ohio 


_ 
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f you’re going to the World’s Fair 
—either in New York City or San 
Francisco—you can bank on the 

brimmed hat for packability, for com- 
fort, for style, for that necessary 
“shade over your eyes” on sunny days 
of sightseeing. It’s the soft dress- 
maker treatment in the crowns that 
makes these felt hats comfortable. 
And it’s the same soft detail and 
height that gives them style, for 
we've come into a very feminine era 
in clothes—prettier from our hat to 
our shoes. And these softer felt hats 
pack into little space and come out 
just as fresh and pretty as you see 
them here, which is a very important 
part of going to the Fair. 


In all kinds of weather you could 
‘ we wear the first one of the three across 
& , ; the top of these pages, a hat of felt 





with brush feather and youthful hod- 
carrier crown with strips of felt en- 
crusted around the crown. It may be 
had in all the colors of the rainbow, 
which is entirely in keeping with the 
New York World’s Fair, where one 
of the main streets has been named 
Rainbow Avenue. In nugget gold we 
chose it to go with the all-day gad- 
about dress of tan wool. The hat 
comes in fuchsia, heaven blue, rose- 
leaf, japonica, cyclamen pink, as well 
as black, brown, or navy; about $7.50. 

Prints play a charming role in the 
American woman’s summer travel 
wardrobe. With them wear the soft 
dressmaker felt hat directly above. 
This wider brimmed hat has a higher, 
softly creased crown of ribbon 
twisted in with the felt and ending 
in a bow—young and dashing, yet a 


golden nugget of practicality and 
comfort. It may be had in the new col- 
ors: japonica—which is rust—heaven 
blue, roseleaf, cyclamen pink, or 
black, brown, or navy, for about $10. 

Soft as a glove is the last hat above, 
made of ribbon in the main, with 
narrow strippings of felt on the rib- 
bon—so soft it can be rolled up like 
a ball, tucked in the pocket of your 
coat, or stowed in the very last bit 
of space in your luggage. This comes 
in fuchsia, heaven blue, roseleaf, cy- 
clamen pink, navy, black, brown, or 
white, for about $7.50. 

The more feminine, softer touches 
in the clothes of today are apparent 
in even simple shirtwaist dresses. 
You'll find this type of hat and dress 
a pretty cool combination for seeing 
the Fair sights on any hottish days. 





Everybody loves a sailor,.and this 
summer sailors are clouded in veil- 
ing like the one at the left, opposite, 
to wear with your traveling suit. 
Here felt is combined with straw in 
a slightly mushroomed silhouette, 
which makes it more becoming and 
flattering to many than the stiff, 
straight brim. The brim is in straw 
braid, the crown in felt. With the hat 
in black or navy the veiling may be 
had in fuchsia, royal blue, red, or 
chartreuse. If you prefer the hat in 
japonica, which is the new rust, the 
veiling comes in navy blue. On a nat- 
ural color, brown veiling; about $15. 


Look for these new hats in your local 
stores, where they will be on display. 
Just ask for them by their trade name 
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Color photographs by Gray-O’ Reilly 


Tyria (fuchsia) with navy. New is a fuchsia fitted 
wool jacket over navy rayon dress. Let feather 
hat and suede bag match jacket; navy suede 
gloves, shoes. With dress alone, make shoes, 
gloves, and bead bracelet fuchsia, and bag navy. 
Buckthorn (spice color) with amaranth (violet 
blue). Spice color and violet wool plaid coat over 
violet rayon dress; spice felt hat, bag, shoes, violet 
gloves. With dress alone try combining violet 
suede bag and shell necklace, spice suede belt 








AU MULLS SHS 


Chartreuse with navy. Let your clothes and accessories 
express gaiety this spring. Perfect for lunch at the Terrace 
Club—New York World’s Fair—on a warmish afternoon 
is the costume at right—chartreuse rayon shantung belted 
jacket over navy silk chiffon dress with pleated skirt. 
The navy porcelain straw hat with upswept sides and 
long navy veiling matches the navy gloves and open-toe 
kid pump. The navy dress, charming in itself, could be 
smartly worn with a chartreuse suede belt, gauntlets, and 
bag. The lapis-colored flower necklace and bracelet may 
be had in other shades. Try chartreuse with brown also 























LOOK FOR THESE CLOTHES AND 
ACCESSORIES IN THE FOLLOWING 
STORES DURING MARCH AND APRIL 








J. L. Brandeis & Sons, Omaha, Nebraska 
The Rike Kumler Co., Dayton, Ohio 
Sanger Bros., Dallas, Texas 


Scruggs-Vandervoort-Barney, Inc., 
St. Louis, Mo. 











e all have figure problems—some 

more than others. Don’t get dis- 

couraged about yours. Face them, 
study them, and then consult a good 
corsetiere and have yourself properly 
fitted. There is a corset for every fig- 
ure and every purse. 

The. problem is to find it. We con- 
sulted a well-known corset designer 
and presented a number of problems 
to her. Here is how she met them. 
1. Large busts. Large heavy busts 
should have their weight supported, 
but not be raised to the high point of 
youthful fashion. In raising the bust 
be careful not to spread flesh under 
the arms, as this tends to make the 
figure look larger and more mature. 
Allow for molding of the entire front 
line, and distribute the flesh. This will 
reduce exaggerated bust effect. 

A short woman with an average 
bust, short neck, short line from bust 
to waist, should not try to raise the 
bust as much as a taller woman 
would, for when she sits down, her 
flesh has far less room to spread. 

2. How to put on brassiere. To put a 
brassiere on a full bust, fasten it first, 
then bring cups forward, bend over, 
and shake busts into normal position. 





This will prevent spreading at sides, 
a usual trouble; but cups must be 
large enough to take the entire bust. 
3. Thigh trouble. Heavy-thighed 
women should wear foundations with 
large sections of elastic and most cer- 
tainly with a two- and one-way- 
stretch back construction. Do not rely 
on cloth fabric only for control, as 
the figure cannot spreag in cloth 
when sitting and therefore bulges 
below the corset. Too many women 
think woven fabric and; bones: will 


control flesh; it is necessary to have 
elastic sections which give with *the 
body, distributing the flesh. 


~ 


BE COMFORTABLE - 
INA CORSET THAT 


ITS 


4. What about the waistline? Here is 
important news—your waistline must 
look small. This season, waistline 
slimness has been achieved with com- 
fort. There are two silhouettes: One, 
the belted-in type with high boned 
waistline, excellent for suits and 
tailored dresses. The other, the slen- 
der-waist basque effect with rounded 
hip, used with play clothes, dirndl 
skirts, and bouffant evening skirts. 
A few of these corsets, usually boned, 
are even cut out on the sides to insure 
roundness, the front and back re- 
maining long. One well-known maker 
uses small vertical bones all around 
the top in a corset cut high above the 


waist, to keep it from rolling over. 
This is particularly good for achiev- 
ing comfort in a higher and smaller 
waistline. 

5. Front boning. Always sit down at a 
fitting to be sure front boning does 
not cut or bulge. Bones should be 
long enough to come to bend of body 
to insure comfort even in a lounging 
position. They must always reach the 
top of girdle, or the waistline will roll 
over. A girdle should be comfortable 
both in a standing and sitting position. 
6. Back boning. Boning in the back on 
a heavy figure is unnecessary. You 
may look slimmer in the fitting room 
—but you will look rounder after 
wearing, as bones take and keep the 
shape of the body when sitting. 

7. Slide fasteners. For comfort and 
smoothness in a corselet use Talon 
slide fasteners to waistline and hooks 
and eyes above. This will prevent 
buckling. In a girdle the Talon slide 
fastener should not run below bone 
length. f 

8. Shoulder straps. Heavy figures 
sometimes suffer from cutting shoul- 






ve 


der straps. Try lining ribbons with 
velvet a little narrower than ribbon 
itself. This will also prevent straps 
from slipping. It might also be wise 
to have an inner support at the bot- 
tom of the bustline. This construction 
gives the bust a certain amount of 
lift which reduces the strain on 
shoulder straps. 
9. Do not wear the same corset model 
forever. Too many women have a way, 
a great corset designer tells us, of 
reordering the same corset. If they 
gain in weight, they order a larger 
one, while what they really need is 
a longer one, as well. Always have 
a fitting when you buy a new corset. 
10. Pantie girdle. With slacks, shorts, 
and dance frocks—for very youthful 
figures—wear a pantie girdle, as it 
follows the natural line of the figure. 
If it is at all long, be sure to use gar- 
ters, or the pantie girdle will crawl 
up and pinch. If you like to go stock- 
ingless, wear an excessively short 
pantie leg which stays firmly in place. 
And again we repeat—always insist 
on a fitting when buying corsets, cor- 
selets, and brassieres as well, even if 
your brassiere costs only a dollar. All 
should be fitted if you are to solve 
your figure problem—and even if 
you haven’t a figure problem to solve. 





I’m growing up, 

With pep to spare— 
For Campbell’s is 

My constant fare ! 


April 1939 Good Housekeepin 





HUWS 256 MILES FOR 1 "te STOCKINGS ? 






GIRL SHOWS YOU “MILEAGE CLOCK” 


Everybody in Gotham’s Gold Stripe Stocking Mara- 
thons wears a pedometer like this. It tells the miles of 







wear that good stockings give when they get nightly 






washings with pure Ivory Flakes. Talk about records! 






The mileages are thrilling! 


















eat a, 


PHOTOGRAPHS POSED BY MODELS 





245 %/2 mites For 1461/2 256 mies For 
RESTAURANT OWNER MILES FOR TELEPHONE OPERATOR 
HOUSEWIFE 





People who make fine stockings and people who 


sell them... advise IVORY FLAKES. . . 99 44/100°/o pure 


Nightly washing with IVORY FLAKES helps stockings 
WEAR and WEAR, find winners of Marathons 


Pointers for you on longer stocking 
wear—right from the happy winners 
of Gotham’s Stocking Marathons. 
Thrilling mileage records achieved. 
They show you the profit of Two 
Step Economy! 


1. Buy good stockings—THEN—! 


2. Give them nightly washings with 
pure Ivory Flakes 


SAYS A JUBILANT WINNER: “‘By wear- 
ing Gotham stockings and washing 
them nightly with Ivory Flakes, I 
got 24514 miles—twice the wear I’d 
been getting.” 


Dolores Bresson, Ashtabula, Ohio 


CHIMES IN ANOTHER! “I got 24634 
miles from my Gotham-Ivory washed 
stockings! And they retained their 
sheer look and clinging fit.” 

Mrs. Blanche Gaulin, Southbridge, Mass. 


WORTH YOUR TRYING! See if you can’t 
get thrillingly long wear with good 
stockings washed nightly with Ivory 
Flakes—thin flakes of pure Ivory 
Soap—gentle even to a baby’s skin. 
Others find zt pays! 
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THE YOUNG MARRIED SET "ta as oO 


DID YOU 
EVER 


YES, SILLY/ BUT YOURE 
GOING TO DO SOME 
GUESSING AT THE PARTY 
TONIGHT/ WEVE GOT 
A NEW GUESSING 
GAME 


IKNOW/ THESE Y 

RED ONES/ HERES 

MY POOR LITTLE 
DISHPAN POLLY! 


WELL, DAN, 
WHICH HANDS 
BELONG To 
YOUR WIFE ? 


POLLY, NOW WILL 
YOU GIVE UP THAT 
STRONG SOAP q 
FOR DISHES ? 
USE PURE IVORY 





Forgive and Forget 


2 WEEKS LATER- 


AND'LARGE-SIZE” 
YOUR HANDS ARE IVORY COSTS 


ONLY ABOUT 1¢ 


G. U. &. PAT, OFF. 
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GOOD HOUSEKEEPING’S 
PATCHWORK-QUILT CONTEST 
MIDNIGHT, April 30, 1939,-is the 


closing date of Good Housekeeping’s 
Patchwork-Quilt Contest. Entry blanks 
must be in by March 30, 1939. If you 
haven’t sent yours in, do so right away. 
If you haven’t bought the book of 
rules containing an entry. blank—do 
so now. There is still time for those 
of you who have designed a quilt and 
made it of new materials to enter the 
contest. See if you are not eligible to 
enter the contest. Order booklet from 
Bulletin Service Dept., 10c. Ask for 
“How To ENTER GOOD HOUSEKEEP- 
ING PATCHWORK - QUILT CONTEST”’’ 
JUST THINK— 
YOU MIGHT BE THE LUCKY ONE 
TO WIN A TRIP TO THE 
NEW YORK WORLD’S FAIR 


TABLE SETTINGS 


BY ANNE ORR 


patterns which every devotee of 

this stitchery will appreciate be- 
cause of their unusual designs. They 
represent three doily sets, and details 
of both a dinner and a tea cloth. 
Printed Pamphlet No. B-2901, 28¢, 
has directions for crocheting all the 
pieces shown on this page. 

If you want help with any of your 
needlework, just write to Anne Orr. 
She will answer all your questions. 
TO ORDER: Send stamps for Pam- 
phlet to Anne Orr, Needlework Edi- 
tor, Good Housekeeping, 57th Street 
at 8th Avenue, New York City 


Hors is a variety of lovely crocheted 









* THE UGLY DUCKLING 


IVE little ducklings hatched one day; 
But one—alas, alack!— 

Was big and uglier than the rest 
And couldn’t even quack. 


The mother frowned and scolded him; 
The brothers wouldn’t play. 

Poor little ugly duckling! 
He wandered far away. 





At last he reached a reedy pond 

_ And felt so very good 

To find a smiling playmate ... 
But it was made of wood! 





The sad and lonely orphan wept. 
He felt quite woebegone 

Till floating on the pond he saw 
A lovely, graceful swan. 


She swam to him. “My dear,” she said, 
“They’re foolish as can be. 

You’re not a little duck at all; 
Some day you’ll look like me!” 





PINK is for girls. 

Blue is for boys. 

But tattle-tale GRAY for a baby? 
NEVER! 2 







How do clothes GET tattle-tale gray? 

The answer is simple... 

Some soaps are plain weak-kneed—they just CAN’T wash clean! 
So hie to the grocer’s right away QUICK 

And CHANGE to the soap that’s specially built to wash 

Clothes white, fragrant—AND CLEAN! 





Change to Fels-Naptha—the lively GOLDEN bar 

That holds grease-dissolving NAPTHA. 

Two cleaners combined to make dirt fly! 

EVERY sheet... EVERY towel... 

EVERY thing in your wash will then stay bright and sweet! 
And baby? She... or maybe it’s he... 

Will always look like an ANGEL! 


Banish “Tattle-Tale Gray” with 
Fels-Naptha Soap! 


TUNE IN! HOBBY LOBBY every Wed- . yn 
nesday night. See local paper for ce a 
time and station. ae Oo — 


COPR. 1939, FELS & CO. 


April 1939 Good Housekeeping 63 





are the 
Years of Greatest Danger from 


TUBERCULOSIS 


N. age is immune from tuberculosis, 
but it kills more persons between the 
ages of 15 and 45 than any other dis- 
ease. And all too frequently, tubercu- 
losis in adults is actually the result 
of germs picked up in childhood. 


Almost every new case of tuberculosis 
results from contact at some time with 
somebody who has the disease in an 
active stage. For this reason each 
member of a household where active 
tuberculosis has been discovered 
should be examined. 


Find Hidden Tuberculosis 


Persons unaware of their infection are 
more likely to spread the disease than 
those who know they have it. A 
mother or grandfather may have so- 
called “asthma”; father or uncle “a 
smoker’s cough”; a home employee 
or teacher “a husky throat.” All 
these ailments may be undiscovered 
tuberculosis. 


The first symptoms of the disease, 
often disregarded, may be an un- 
explained tiredness, weakness, 
listlessness, or chest pains. Later, 
loss of weight, a cough that hangs 
on, or the spitting of blood may 
cause the patient to see a doctor. 





But by this time some damage has 
usually been done, making treatment 
longer and more difficult. 


Early Discovery—Early Cure 


Your physician may wish to supple- 
ment your child’s regular physical 
examination with the Tuberculin 
Test and X-ray. These are capable of 
detecting tuberculosis before it has 
made damaging headway. 


Today most early-discovered cases of 
tuberculosis can be cured and even se- 
rious cases often treated successfully. 
Credit for many brilliant achieve- 
ments in overcoming advanced tuber- 
culosis is due to improved hospital 
treatment — especially modern chest 
surgery. 

When every family takes advantage 
of modern methods of finding early 
tuberculosis, this “plague” may be 
exterminated. The medical profes- 
sion and public health officials seek 
your cooperation. The Metropoli- 
tan booklet ‘‘Tuberculosis’’ 
contains information about the 
prevention of this disease and 
methods of caring for patients. For 
a free copy address a post card to 
Booklet Department 439-G, 


Plan to visit The Metropolitan’s Exhibits at 
THE GOLDEN GATE INTERNATIONAL EXPOSITION IN SAN FRANCISCO 
and THE NEW YORK WORLD’S FAIR 


METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


FREDERICK H. ECKER, Chairman of the Board LEROY A. LINCOLN, President 
ONE MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Copyright, 1939, by Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 
64 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





The Questions They Ask 


(Continued from page 35) 
to band into that closed corporation 
known as the neighborhood gang. 

Once a month there is a dance in the 
Masonic Temple ballroom, the swankiest 
place in Bethlehem. A phonograph with an 
amplifier and a stack of records provides 
the music. That’s why the admission is 
only fifteen cents—ten cents for the dance, 
and a nickel for the checkroom. An hour’s 
instruction in ballroom dancing is given 
free of charge to any boy or girl attending 
the dance who wishes to take advantage 
of this privilege. It is held in the ballroom 
an hour before the dance begins. No liquor 
has ever appeared at one of these affairs. 

The Bethlehem Council doesn’t stop 
with problems of moral and social con- 
duct. It carries through to the practical 
matters of personal appearance and dress. 
No matter how interesting or capable a 
girl may be, it is the surface view that will 
win her the first date or the first job. Her 
poise, smile, voice, posture, and manner 
will have a definite reaction on others. 
When she knows that she rates a high 
notch on the measuring yardstick, her 
self-confidence will increase. 

The committee of fifteen has obtained 
the cooperation, gratis, of some of the 
members of the Lehigh Valley Hairdress- 
ers Association and the leading beauti- 
cians and dress-shop stylists. A clinic is 
held in connection with the program at 
which every girl is given expert, free, and 
individual analysis to determine the most 
becoming hair dress and the most attrac- 
tive dress styles for her particular type. 
She is shown the proper use of cosmetics 
and how to keep her nails, skin, and scalp 
in the best condition at moderate cost. If 
she stoops or slouches she is given posture 
exercises. If she is too thin or too plump, 
she receives necessary advice. If some 
eyebrow hairs need plucking, or her curls 
sweep down when they should sweep up, 
she hears about it. 

Furthermore, each girl has a record 
made of her speaking voice, which she 
takes home and plays over and over to 
hear herself talk. She receives advice on 
revealed speech defects, timing, and dic- 
tion. She asks for it usually, when she 
has heard herself as others hear her! Six 
months later she may make another rec- 
ord to see if she can say, “Please pass the 
catsup” so smoothly that her listeners will 
want to give her caviar. 


[ee Girls’ Council does not dismiss its 
members when teen-age work is done. 
There is the post-graduate or third-year 
seminar for senior-class girls and older 
girls. I sat in the auditorium of the high 
school with more than 1000 of these girls 
on one of my visits to Bethlehem. The 
doors were locked, and boys were barred. 
A famous woman physician was conduct- 
ing a premarital class that evening. 
When she finished talking about hygiene 
and health, the girls handed in unsigned, 
written questions. Unhesitatingly they 
asked the frankest questions, and the an- 
swers came back with equal candor, There 
were no detours. Each girl got what she 
came to find out. For three hours the 
woman doctor talked and answered ques- 
tions, and not one girl stirred restlessly. 
More than one in that group wanted to 
know about that matter of dating married 
men. Married men who had wives and 
wished they hadn’t. The girls knew it 
wasn’t supposed to be done, but why? 
The doctor explained that anything 
which comes to you through cheating isn’t 
really yours. Somebody else has a prior 
claim. She told the girls exactly why they 
place a low estimate on their own worth 
when they accept second place; and, 
among other reasons, pointed out that un- 


urn Your BEST Face Toward -, 


—THE WAY SOCIETY FAVORITES DO! 










April in Paris—An American countess stops to Spring in the Garden is fun for — Bevy of Bridesmaids—Marjorie Fairchild’s 
buy a fragrant bouquet. Thinking of sparkling Miss Satty ANNE CHAPMAN, 


complexions, THE COUNTESS DE LA FaLaIsE Philadelphia deb. Skin care is no 
says: “Pond’s is my choice. I use it to help problem to her. “It’s so simple 


attendants are carefree! JEAN STarK (ex- 
treme left) is quick to grasp the new smart 
skin care. “The ‘skin-vitamin’ is necessary 


keep my skin soft and smooth—glowing!” to cleanse and freshen my skin _ to skin health. It’s thrilling to have it in 
—with Pond’s.” Pond’s.” 
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dr FOLLOW TODAY’S 2 
SMART SKIN CARE— 
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y“SKIN-VITAMIN' gS 
| INTO YOUR SKIN* \ Dogwood Means Spring—‘It’s loveliest in Philadelphia,” says Mrs. A. J. 
WN Drexet, II. And when skin is lacking in Vitamin A, the “skin-vitamin,” 
= : Capa ae tee 
26 Xe Sam S92 it gets rough and dry. “That’s why this vitamin in Pond’s Cold Cream 
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is such good news to me,” she says. 
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Vitamin A, the “skin-vitamin,” is 
necessary to skin health. Skin that 
lacks this vitamin becomes rough 


‘ 


and dry. But when “‘skin-vitamin” 
is restored, it helps make skin soft 
again. Scientists found that this 
vitamin, applied to the skin, healed 
wounds and burns quicker. Now this 





Spring House Party at the University of Virginia. Miss Lucy ArmisTEaD Furpprn, charm- “skin-vitamin” is in every jar of 
ing southern belle, takes “time out’? between dances to capture the magic of the night! Pond’s Cold Cream! Use Pond’s 
“ec . “.¢ . . 2 7 + . nefor ake 
Pond’s is traditionally famous. It was a natural choice for me. I use it to soften my night and morning and before make- 
skin so make-up looks glamorous!” up. Same jars, labels, prices. 
2k Statements concerning the effects of the ““skin-vitamin”’ applied to the skin are based upon Tune in on “THOSE WE LOVE,” Pond’s Program, 
medical literature and tests on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method. Mondays, 8:30 P.M., N.Y. Time, N.B.C. 
Copyright, 1939, Pond’s Extract Company 
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TOONERVILLE FOLKS By Fontaine Fox 


ree o ” 
THE TERRIBLE TEMPERED Mr. BANG JOINS THE REGULARS 


* Saxes Ative! AND ALL I DID 
& WAS TO ASK HIM TO LET cae) 
Cie A SNAPSHOT OF 
Him! 9) 
oo 








“MRS. BANG SAYS HE ACTS THAT WAY 
BECAUSE HE SUFFERS FROM 
CONSTIPATION. WHY DON'T YOU BAKE 
HIM SOME Nice ALL-BRAN MUFFINS 
AND TAKE THEM OVER FOR HIS. ee 





; SAY! WHy HAVEN'T L 


HAD THESE BEFORE! THEY'RE 
DELICIOUS, AND YOU SAY THEY'LL 
Yessir! \HELP MY 

THEY RE MADE 


FROM THAT GRAND als 
BREAKFAST CEREAL KELLOGGS 


ALL-BRAN! You’RE GOING 
TO HAVE IT EVERY MORNING, 


Doe 
















THEY'LL SMOOTH HIS TEMPER AND 


HELP HIS TROUBLE, ie, 
VW ae ie 











SOME TIME LATER re 


€. ’ { , 
THAT'S ALL RIGHT! Go AHEAD * Dip VOU EVER Tere ets 


TAKE YOUR TIME!” ” A CHANGE IN A HUMAN! 
Ss MR. BANG IS A ‘REGULAR 


FELLOW, NOW!” 







Why let yourself in for those bad days due to constipa- 
tion—and then have to take emergency medicines—when 
you can avoid both by getting at the cause of 
the trouble? If your difficulty, like that of mil- 
lions, is due to lack of “bulk” in the diet, Kellogg’s All- 
Bran will provide just what you need. Eat this crunchy 


syactne 


a WATURAL— (SS 
toasted cereal every day, drink plenty of water, and htt iosaae 


join the “Regulars”! Made by Kellogg’s in Battle Creek. 


Join the “Regulars” with 
KELLOGG’S ALL-BRAN 
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pleasant publicity may result when a girl 
breaks a social ruling. It is common sense 
to stay away from danger. 

From all over America nationally known 
physicians, judges, employment special- 
ists, and other authorities now travel to 
Bethlehem to conduct classes in their sub- 
jects. Lectures include social hygiene, pre- 
marital preparation, participation in the 
civic life of the community, the develop- 
ment of personal resources to meet life’s 
complexities and crises, and preparation 
for earning a living. Every girl is strongly 
advised to prepare herself for some bread- 
winning job whether or not she intends 
to marry. Fate, she is told, has a strange 
way of putting people on their own. 

Following these classes, quiz periods are 
in order and supplemental reading lists 
are distributed. The Bethlehem librarians 
testify that the girls make good use of the 
books listed, too. 

What does it cost, you ask? Nothing! The 
program is self-supporting. Public-spir- 
ited women donate their services in di- 
recting it, and trifling dues and admissions 
take care of all expenses. For instance, it 
costs a dime to see the plays. 


(Ae over America communities are say- 
ing: “Why didn’t we think of such a 
plan? Who first caught this vision in Beth- 
lehem?” 

The original credit goes to Mrs. John F. 
O’Neill, creator of the Plan, advisor to the 
Council, and moving spirit. Mrs. O’Neill 
is the wife of a local businessman and the 
mother of two college-age children. She 
is a good illustration of the qualities for 
which the girls are aiming. She has charm, 
poise, sympathy, a rich fund of energy and 
enthusiasm, and a sense of humor. 

“When we started our experiment, we 
found we were simply stopped in our 


tracks when we tried to hand down wis- 


dom ourselves—that is, through lectures 
or even informal talks,” she says. “The 
girls would freeze up at once. So we hit 
upon the idea of getting the girls to teach 
themselves through their own dramatiza- 
tions—and we use the opinions of the best 
authorities we can find when it comes to 
decisions on some debatable modern cus- 
toms. You should have seen the way they 
for to it! In no time we had a waiting 
ist.” 

There is a waiting list in every commu- 
nity, a waiting list of girls with one thou- 
sand and two questions to ask, and no way 
to get the answers, the National Council 
of Women believes. That is why it is 
going to act as a clearing house for com- 
munities throughout the country, provid- 
ing them at cost with detailed outlines of 
the Bethlehem Plan, ample literature, 
scripts, and instructions for organizing a 
local council for their teen-agers. The plan 
is equally practicable for groups of from 
thirty to fifty girls as for those with larger 
membership. The National Council of 


. Women, Inc., may be reached at Interna- 


tional Building, Rockefeller Center, New 
York City. Their president, Mrs. Ruth 
Haller Ottaway, says of the Bethlehem 
Plan: 

“A project which teaches girls how to 
act, dress, speak, and meet the world with 
assurance; that opens new vistas to them 
in both vocations and avocations; that 
teaches them to be good citizens, good 
mothers, and good wives, is a most impor- 
tant contribution to our civilization. And 
do the girls need this help? They do in 
every city, town, and rural district in the 
country. The work will assume national 
significance.” 

The social soil of Bethlehem has pro- 
duced a program which will be of benefit 
to all girls everywhere. That “uncertain 
age” is going to have an easier time now. 
There is a plan on foot to make it more 
sure of itself! 


lt keeps the Debs A-Glow with Glamour 
... this Woodbury Facial Cocktail 














Still in her teens, lovely Cobina Wright 
has made a sparkling debut both in Society 
and on the stage. Like her talented mother, 
Miss Wright has an absorbing interest in 
the dramatic arts. Tall, slim and fair, with xs 
an exquisite complexion, she is a familiar f 
figure at Society events in the East. = 


Gown by Bergdorf-Goodman 
Complexion by Woodbury 








=" 





“My ever-roving eye observes that the girls who heighten that ‘debutante’ look with a 
Woodbury Facial Cocktail at 5 0’ clock are usually the girls who get the invitations after five.” 


Says CHOLLY KNICKERBOCKER 
Noted Society Commentator 


Tonight be Fascinating! Tomake 
your Complexion glow try this 
Reviving Beauty Treatment 
with Woodbury Facial Soap. 


Swept along in the gay social whirl, 
the debutantes must guard their glam- 
our. Today’s smart young things have 
the same ideas on beauty care that 
_made their charming mothers social 
belles. They, too, subscribe to faith- 
ful use of Woodbury Facial Soap. 

For the debutantes, five o’clock is 
Woodbury Facial Cocktail time. Magic 
moment to refresh worn faces with a 


brisk skin-cleansing with Woodbury. 

This is the debs’ way to make skin 
glow with dew-drenched freshness. An 
open beauty secret all women may 





CONTAINS SKIN-STIMULATING VITAMIN* 
*Produced by ultra-violet irradiation — Patent No. 1676579 


share. Before the evening meal, soak 
your face in Woodbury’s fragrant 
lather. Leave on several minutes. Feel 
its stimulating action on your skin! 

Your complexion takes a new lease 
on beauty. For Woodbury is made of 
costly oils and unguents. And now, a 
skin-stimulating Vitamin in its lather 
helps stir up your skin’s vitality. 

Plenty of warm water and your cake 
of Woodbury. That’s all you need to 
renew your skin’s satin-smoothness 
for a glamorous evening after a weary- 
ing day. Try it! And, of course, take 
a Woodbury “facial” at bedtime, too. 
It’s Beauty’s grandest nightcap! 
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This little number 
is added proof of a 


product to be trusted 


Those white crystals inside the 
hermetically sealed glass vial are 
used for spinal anesthesia. When 
physicians or surgeons use such a 
product, they want to be sure it is 
right. And that little control number 
appearing on the vial, with the name 
Squibb, is just such an assurance. 

It means that each step in the 
Squibb manufacture has been 
checked; the final result tested. And 
every one of these facts—involving 
raw materials, laboratory workers, 
dates, testing or packaging—is re- 
corded under that control number. 


THE PRICELESS INGREDIENT 


OF EVERY PRODUCT IS THE HONOR 


AND INTEGRITY OF ITS MAKER 


~ 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


E.R. SQUIBB & SONS 


Manufacturing Chemists to the Medical Profession Since 1858 


Why does Squibb go to so much 
trouble? Because it believes that no 
detail should be left to chance in the 
making of products that may affect 
human life and health. The outward 
symbol of that belief is the Squibb 
control number. 

What your fingerprints are to you, 
this number is to every Squibb prod- 
uct. A lifetime identification. And so 
you will find a control number on 
every Squibb product in your home 
medicine cabinet, such as mineral 
oil, aspirin, milk of magnesia, or 
cod liver oil. 








N hide-and-seek Do-Hi has won as pretty as you please, 
But now he’s got to lose because he’s also got to sneeze! 


pe alco 







HE pup’s been painted so that he 
Can join the coming “sing’’— 
He doesn’t seem to like the stripes 
Or hardly anything! 


cesits 
Ge one 







HE wild duck talks and talks and talks; 
His plight is very sad— 
The Kids can’t understand a thing 
Except that he is mad. =.3° 
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PT ad depar 


To see what a glamorous 
sparkle YOUR hair can have— 


ACCEPT THIS THRILLING OFFER! 


We give you medium-size bottle of Colgate’s 

new Halo Shampoo, FREE, when you buy 

large bottle at regular price! After using 

FREE bottle, if you do not agree that Halo 

leaves your hair gleaming with natural high- 

lights, return unused large bottle and dealer 
will refund your money! 


CT fast and you can get a medium-size 
bottle of this amazing new Halo 
Shampoo, absolutely free, when you buy a 
large bottle from drug and department 
stores! What’s more—Colgate guarantees 
you new hair beauty with Halo or you 
get your money back! A startling offer to 
prove that Halo is one shampoo that 
works equal beauty wonders on normal, 
oily or dry-looking hair of any color. 
Actual retouched photos show the aston- 
ishing difference it may make in your hair! 
Results are exciting because Halo is differ- 
ent in three ways. 


(1) Not soap! Thus Halo cannot leave 
gummy film on hair to dull natural lustre. 
Yet Halo makes more lather than soap, in 
hardest water. Washes away dirt, loose 
dandruff and cloudy film so often left by 
many ordinary shampoos. No lemon or 
vinegar rinses are needed. But your hair is 
radiantly clean and free of film, so it re- 
veals gleaming, natural highlights! 


(2) Not oil! Halo leaves hair soft and 
manageable, but never greasy! 





70 EVERY 


GET A MEDIUM-SIZE BOTTLE OF AMAZING NEW 


HALO SHAMPOO 






OLD WAY—Dulling film, 
often left by old-style sham- 
poos, hides natural lustre. 


Shas. : 
NEW “HALO” WAY— 
Removes dull film so hair is 
sparkling and manageable. 







(3) Contains no harmful chemicals! 
Halo does not irritate scalp. Guaranteed 
by Colgate-Palmolive-Peet. Tested and 
approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. 

So hurry! While limited supply lasts, 
get your medium-size bottle of this thrill- 
ing new Halo Shampoo, free, when you 
buy large size at regular price from any 
drug or department store. Don’t delay. 
You, too, can have'soft, lustrous hair this 
easy, new way! 


TEAR OUT THIS REMINDER COUPON! 
pial Opp” 


Buy large bortle of 
new Halo Shampoo 
at regular price, and 
dealers also give you 
medium-size, FREE! 
Try free bottle. If 
you don’t agree that 
a single Halo Sham- 
poo reveals the natu- 
ral beauty of your 
hair, return unused 
large bortle, and 
dealer will refund 
your money. Supply 
limired, so don’t wait! 


Look for this Special Com- 
bination Package at Drug 
and Department Stores 


See aeaepeenur 


BOTH BOTTLES for only 49c 


iy ZR EA 


product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
















DR. EDDY’S 


Question-Box 


Questions addressed to Good 
Housekeeping Bureau will be an- 
swered only when accompanied 
by a stamped envelope. Prescrip- 
tional advice cannot be given, 
nor can food or drug samples be 
analyzed. Address Dr. Walter H. 
Eddy, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y.C. 


It Is a Matter of Digestion 


Should a four-year-old child eat hot baking- 
powder biscuits? 
Miss H. V. M. 


The main difficulty about hot biscuits or 
breads is that their soft-texture material 
takes longer to digest than does material 
such as crackers, toast, etc.; and for that 
reason nutrition advisers recommend, as 
a rule, these harder forms of cereal prod- 
ucts. If the biscuits are satisfactorily 
handled by the child’s digestive system, 
they are perfectly good food material. 


It’s Good Food 


Are any harmful effects likely to result from 
the continued use of sauerkraut juice? I drink 
a quarter of a cup before breakfast daily. 

J. 


Sauerkraut juice has all the soluble 
minerals and vitamins found in sauer- 
kraut itself. Its value undoubtedly comes 
from its laxative properties, its mineral 
content, and the vitamin B it contains. 
Fermented foods such as sauerkraut con- 
tain appreciable quantities of lactic acid. 
Sauerkraut has about the same content of 
vitamins A and B as cabbage, but no vit- 
amin C. This is destroyed by the fermenta- 
tion. I do not think there could be any 
harmful-effects if you wished to use more 
than you are taking. 


It Looks Like Deficiency of Vitamin A 


My eyesight is subnormal in the dark, but 
normal under ordinary conditions. Is there any- 
thing I can do to help my vision ? 

BAO: 


Inability to see clearly in dim light is 
called hemeralopia. One of the interesting 
new discoveries in the vitamin field is that 
the visual purple of the retina rods—the 
substance of the eye that really sees—re- 
quires a continuous supply of vitamin A to 
be renewed; and without such renewal 
sharpness of vision is definitely reduced. 
If your vision is not good after dark, try 
increasing your intake of vitamin A. You 
can do this by eating more green vege- 
tables and butter. You can reinforce with 
cod-liver oil, vitamin capsules, etc. 

There are now available machines for 
measuring the “dark adaptation” of our 
eyes. If your oculist has such apparatus, 
he can quickly tell whether your trouble 
is lack of vitamin A or some positive de- 
fect in the structure of your eye. 


Increase Vitamins A and C 


Is there a vitamin which will help keep the 
membranes in a healthy condition? If so, in 
what foods can this vitamin be found? 

Mrs. J.A.T. 


To maintain the normal condition of the 
membranes which line the throat, the body 
must receive daily an adequate supply of 
Vitamin A. It is generally agreed that at 
least 6000 International Units of vitamin 
A per day are necessary. To maintain the 
healthy condition of the blood-vessel 
walls vitamin C is required. 

Vitamin A is found in abundance in 
green vegetables such as spinach, and in 
yellow vegetables such as carrots. Butter. . 
is also an excellent source. Vitamin C is 
found in fruits and vegetables. It should 


thefefore be easily possible to secure an 
adequate supply of both these vitamins. 
There are also available capsules contain- 
ing these vitamins which can be used to 
supplement the diet. 


Write Your Congressman 


Please send me pamphlets or information 
concerning the new Pure Food and Drugs Act. 
Mre. S. D. P. 


The Food and Drug Administration at 
Washington publishes the regulations 
which are to control the operation of the 
new Food and Drug Act. Write your Con- 
gressman and ask him to have your name 
placed on the mailing list for such publi- 
cations. In this way you will be able to 
keep in touch with the statements as they 
come out. At the present time only a part 
of the regulations that are to control the 
administration of the law have been pub- 
lished. Since the law does not go into 
effect officially until June 25, 1939, there 
are further regulations still to be pub- 
lished. But if your name is on the mailing 
list, you will be notified of developments. 


Frequently More So 


Are commercially canned foods as nutritious , 


as home canned? 
Mrs. W. H. G. 


Thanks to care in selection of the ma- 
terials and to better control, as a rule, 
over the processing, commercially canned 
materials are frequently superior in qual- 
ity to those put up in the home. No gen- 
eral rule, of course, applies, for quality 
depends on several factors. But commer- 
cially canned products today assure their 
users of high nutritive value. 


Caffeine in Tea 


Will you please tell me whether tea contains 
caffeine? Does it contain the same amount as 


coffee ? 
Mrs. E.R. 


As in the case of coffee, the method of 
brewing influences the amount of caffeine 
extracted from the tea, but in general a 
cup of tea as ordinarily brewed contains 
somewhat less caffeine than a cup of coffee 
as ordinarily brewed. We have found by 
actual preparation of tea and coffee that 
there is twice as much caffeine in coffee 
as in tea. 


Cranberries for Vitamin C 


Are cranberries rich in any of the vitamins? 
Miss H. HE. B. 


Cranberries, like other fruits, are an ex- 
cellent source of antiscurvy vitamin C. 
They average about 250 units per 100 
grams, or about 80 units per ounce. Cran- 
berries also have a small amount of vita- 
min A, about 10 units to the ounce. They 
have energy value running about 200 cal- 
ories to the pound, but this calorie value 
is increased in servings, because cran- 
berries are usually cooked with large 
amounts of sugar. On that account 2 table- 
spoonfuls of cranberry jelly provide about 
100 calories. They are good sources of 
essential minerals, providing appreciable 
amounts of iron for blood building. 


They Add Food Value 


What is the effect of sugar and cream when 
used in tea and coffee? Are they harmful ? 
Mrs. R. A. F. 


Coffee and tea provide practically no 
calories or other nutrient material. The 
addition of sugar and cream gives calorie 
value directly proportional to the amounts 
of sugar and cream added. If, then, you 
are on a reducing diet, such addition will, 
of course, increase your calories. In a 
reducing diet, therefore, the omission of 
the cream and sugar is desirable. 

Cream and sugar, however, do not 
change anything in the beverages to make 
them disturbing, and for the ordinary 
drinker they actually add significant food 
value to the beverages. 





This Charming Bride, Mrs. Joseph J. Ryan, Jr., says... 


“To Look your Loveliest— 


you must have Lovely Skin!” 


Any girl looks her loveliest when 
her skin is fresh and appealing. I recom- 
mend Camay because its gentle cleansing 
has helped my skin look so radiantly fresh. 


Signed PATRICIA RYAN 
(Mrs. Joseph J. Ryan, Jr.) 


Brooklyn, N. Y. 
January 3, 1939 


HERE’S a special charm in a fresh, 
| |. smooth complexion—a charm you 
ought to have if you want to be appeal- 


e Thousands of happy girls have found Camay’s 
gentle cleansing helps them have appealing skin! 





April 


ing! Happy brides like Mrs. Ryan tell 
you, “We always use Camay for lovely 
skin!” For they’ve found no other toilet 
soap with quite the same rich, fragrant 
lather. Camay cleanses with such thor- 
oughness, yet Camay is so mild! 


Today, thousands of girls are using 
Camay for complexion and bath. Camay’s 
luxurious lather refreshes your skin, 
helps give it all-over loveliness—helps you 
to the daintiness you need to win 
romance! Yet Camay costs so lit- 
tle! Get three cakes today! 





Trade-Mark Reg, 
U.S. Pat. Off. 


THE SOAP OF 
BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 
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WASHING WINDOWS 
USED TO MAKE ME 
ACHE ALL OVERS 












NOW / CLEAN | 
WINDOWS THE EASY 
WINDEX WAY... 
AND FEEL LIKE 
A MILLION J 











JUST SPRAY ON WINDEX 


Forget the heavy pail .. . the messy, soppy rags! 
Windex sprays on with a simple touch of your 
finger! Contains nothing to hurt hands or spot 
woodwork or drapes. 


AND WIPE IT OFF 





Speed Limit 
(Continued from page 46). ° 


of piling up expense. Run a car steadily’ at 
40, and depreciation averages 414 cents 
per mile. Run it at 70, and that jumps a 
whole cent a mile. Speed, requiring exces- 
sive, sudden braking, wears out brake lin- 
ings at an unreasonable rate. It heats and 
pounds and rasps tires into early death. 
A slightly slower, more workmanlike 
driver will get at least double the wear 
out of a set of tires, often at close to the 
same average speed. Ask your husband if 
tires don’t. cost money. Mrs. Nextdoor 
could probably keep herself in silk stock- 
ings all year on what the household would 
save if her husband only had sounder, 
slower driving habits. 

So, even if the risk of death doesn’t 
worry Mr. Nextdoor, pride and _ thrift 
ought fo make him listen to the news that 
speeds over 50 are mechanically inefficient, 
shockingly expensive, and abysmally un- 
necessary for making good time. Why 50 
for a_ private speed limit? Because, al- 
though engineers see little reason for pick- 
ing just that speed, common-sense top lim- 
its usually come out at that figure. That 
was top in the Atlantic experiment, in 
Pennsylvania, on the warning-light speed- 
ometer; it is usually the top-zone limit in 
a thorough job of zoning. Supplement it 
by a rigid “cut: down to 45 after dark.” 

And remember that 50 is probably a 
little too high for your own individual 
skill, so that under any unfavorable con- 
dition, whether of wet pavement or visi- 
bility hazards—not to mention such tough 
enemies as fog, snow, or sun glare—you 
should cut ’way down. After all, that pri- 
vate limit is a maximum, not a challenge. 

We have been talking about men. That 
was sheer politeness. For speed is im- 
personal—it never heard of chivalry to 
women. Drive too fast, madam, and death 
will sit beside you everywhere you go. 


HOME 
By John Martin 


HOME is a place where kids 


can sleep an’ eat; 


No more rubbing till your arm aches. 
Windex “miracle action” gets g/l the dirt 
off when you wipe with a clean, dry cloth! 
No other cleaner is made by the secret 
Windex formula. 


WINDOWS SPARKLE... AND 
STAY CLEAN LONGER! 


That’s because Windex—unlike some cleaners— 
leaves no dirt-catching film! Approved by Good 
Housekeeping ... Windex goes farther, works 
better. Avoid weak, watery imitations! Insist on 
genuine W index at your neighborhood store today! 


WINDEX 


Ask for it at the 
NEW LOW PRICE! 
z= 
98 NEW 20-OUNCE ECONOMY 
6 SIZE REFILL BOTTLE 


bag \ refills your Sprayer Bottle more than 
RECULAR 3 times... at 4 less cost per ounce. 
“"F*\ |) MakesWindex even more economical. 









| 
ey 





EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





it’s pretty good, 

an’ when yer livin’ there 
a feller’s safer 

than ’most anywhere. 

As fer home grub, ‘ 
it’s mighty hard to beat. 


MY MOTHER keeps 
our house jest awful neat 
but sez it gets 

a lot o° wear an’ tear 
because my Dad an’ me 
don’t seem to care 

about the mud 

we bring in on our feet. 


OF COURSE I play a lot 
an’ run away, 

thinkin’ that makes 

a feller sort o’ free: 

I guess it’s nat’ral 

fer a kid to roam. 


BUT there’s no other 
place I like to stay, 
*cause—don’t you see?— 
home jest belongs ter me. 
That’s why I think 

an awful lot o’ home. 


Follow this 
Diet Outline* and see 
if your own outline 
doesn’t improve 


These Diet Meals give about 
1500 calories a day—the re- 
ducing allowance of the aver- 
age person, moderately active, 
whose ideal weight would be 
130 lbs., but who is 10 to 20 
lbs. overweight. For more ex- 
treme overweight, consult your 
doctor about reducing. 


BREAKFAST 


1 glass fruit juice 
Small serving of lean meat or 
fish—or 2 eggs 
2 SLICES BREAD or TOAST 
1 square butter—'4” thick 
Clear coffee—1 level teaspoon 
sugar 


LUNCH 


Y% cup cream of tomato soup 
2 slices bacon 

2 SLICES BREAD. 

1 glass milk—' pint 


1 cup consommé'* 
Broiled veal cutlet 
1 average serving cauliflower 
1 average serving green peas 
2 SLICES BREAD 


a Soe way 


to gain Alluring 
Slenderness 


Bread Diet cuts down excess weight without 
starvation, fatigue or nervous strain 


VERY woman longs for 
a slim, lovely figure— 
and the admiration it brings. 


But there’s no need to re- 
sort to extreme reducing diets 
that starve your nerves and 
muscles and drain you of 
vital energy. 

The Bread Diet offers a 
sane, easy way to reduce with- 
out exhausting the system. 
Delicious meals . . . and satis- 
fying variety! 

Bread plays an important 
part in this diet, because far- 
reaching scientific tests have 
proved bread can be an im- 
portant aid in reducing. It 
helps you burn up more com- 
pletely the fat you are losing. 


Bread—an Energy Food 


Bread is a valuable source of 
necessary food energy. Not 
only energy for immediate 








needs, but sustained energy— 
the kind needed to help you 
keep going for hours at a 
time. In addition, bread helps 
keep muscles strong and firm. 


The Bread Diet is based on 
years of research in leading 
universities and laboratories. 
It supplies all the food ele- 
ments the body needs—in 
meals you can enjoy. 


If you are reducing, start 
the Bread Diet tomorrow! Eat 
six slices of bread every day. 


\ 2 


Buy Bakers’ Bread 


With his trained skill and scien- 
tific equipment, the modern 
baker makes bread that is a de- 
light to the critical taste—made 
of pure, nourishing ingredients, 
baked to perfection in scientifi- 
cally controlled ovens. 


20- American Institute of Baking, Dept. G-4, 







PAGE 9 Rockefeller Plaza, New York City 


Please send my free copy of 
“The Right Way to Right Weight.” 


Salad—Romaine or lettuce and 
1 sliced tomato 

Orange ice 

Clear coffee or tea—1 level 
teaspoon sugar 





we BO! 


mon eT BOOK 





BREAD-DIET GUIDE 
Name 





*Make sure, of course, that your 
overweight is not caused by a con- 
dition that requires medical treat- 
ment. 


Tells how much you should 
weigh for your age and Street 
height—how much food ; 
you need to reach your ideal City__ 
weight. Complete Bread- 
Diet menus for a week. 








Copyright, 1939, by Standard Brands Incorporated 
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--e THAT A VENTRILOQUIST 
TALKS IN HIS STOMACH 


x 

Se rs 

iS es 
Although the etymology of the word is venter—belly, plus Joqui 
—speak, the voice is not produced in the stomach; but in the 
larynx, as usual, with lips held motionless to aid deception, 






.. THAT CHIMPANZEES 
LAUGH WHEN TICKLED ? 
Ss I 





Naturalists report that chimpanzees can be made to “roar with 
laughter’ by tickling. The higher apes and some monkeys have 
been observed in “‘spasms of laughter’’ without sound. 


E KIND to your gums when you 

brush your teeth. Use a Pro-phy- 
lac-tic Tooth Brush. Its natural bristle 
is gentler to sensitive mouth tissues. 


Every bristle in the Pro-phy-lac-tic 
is Senuine...not synthetic or imitation 
. . - but Nature’s own, genuine bristle 
which really ‘‘takes hold” on the teeth. 


The scientific shape of the brush, p/us 
that famous tuft, help you reach and 
clean every tooth in the mouth... in- 
cluding those hard-to-reach back teeth. 


If you like a brush of medium size, 
ask for the ApuLT Regular. For a 
smaller brush, ask for the ADULT Sma/I- 
Type. Either is 50¢; guaranteed to sat- 
isfy or your money back. 


PRO-PHY-LAC-TIC BRUSH Co., Florence, Mass. 


Pro-phy- 






.eTHAT SALIVA 15 
‘NATURE'S OWN GERM 


Not true in the slightest degree. Bacteriologists have repeatedly 
proved that saliva is not germicidal, does not kill bacteria in 
the mouth, 


News In Building and 
Decorating Circles 


») 


Sa 


Mc 






KILLER’ ? 





will be looking for ideas—and facts as 

well. Most great manufacturers today do 
not stop at facts about their products. 
They have service departments, decorat- 
ing departments, and other experts to help 
you with ideas as well as tell you the facts 
about their products. Here is some excel- 
lent literature—full of facts and ideas— 
that we will be glad to have sent to you. 


[ you are decorating or building, you 























THAT THERE 
ACTUALLY IS A 
BRUSH WHICH 
WILL REACH 






Security for Home and Loan. If you are 
thinking of building or buying a house, 


AND CLEAN he one of the ees ears BS that eed 
is not just wood. There are different grades 
BACK TEETH ei and kinds of lumber, and you will find 


out what they are from this informative 
booklet. It will enable you to understand 
building specifications and to know what 
you are getting in the way of value in 
lumber for a house. 


8 
@ YES! 0 


reaches and cleans the 
molars and enables this 
brush to clean every tooth 
in the mouth equally well. 


Beauty Hints for the Home Decorator. 
Speaking of ideas—take the ease of this 
booklet published by a manufacturer of 
linoleum flooring. All the questions that 
are ever asked about linoleum are an- 
swered here. In addition, the manufac- 
turer adequately proves his point about 
the decorative qualities of his product 
in pictures of lovely rooms and color 
schemes. 10¢. 


The Charm of a Light-Conditioned 
House. Here is one of the best booklets 
we have seen on lighting—because it tells 
you what you should know about lighting 
in a simple, nontechnical way. Half of 
the book is given over to pictures of suit- 
able lighting fixtures for the hall, for the 
outside of the house, for living room, din- 
ing room, bedroom, ete. 


Gaziniusis i * 


Comfort That Pays for Itself. Your old 
house, or your new one, can be a far more 
comfortable place to live in at all seasons 
of the year if it is properly insulated. If 
you would like to know—and every home- 
owner should—how your house can be in- 
sulated and exactly what that will involve, 
send for this booklet. 


Ee 2 
A EP Sate at Fi rh doch 


Look for 
the rep and 
Air Conditioning, Refrigeration, and 
YELLOW box Heating. You can make your own weather 
in a single room or in the whole house 
with individual units or complete sys- 
tems. This booklet shows you pictures of 
all the different styles and types available 
from this manufacturer, and in each case 
explains the application, operation, etc, 


Address Good Housekeeping Studio, 
57th St. at 8th Avenue, New York City 
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NO DUST—NO HANDLING 
BEFORE YOU GET THEM 


E’VE done it again! Scott was 
the first to pioneer in paper 
towels, in roll-paper kitchen towels, 
and the first to wrap inexpensive 
bathroom tissue. Now Scott gives you 
the first and only completely sealed 


Th: paper towels! 
hirsty Fibre 


\ Saas Every roll of ScotTowels is now 
SS sealed at both ends with the new blue 
: and white Scotl owel medallion—as 
fully protected from germs and dirt 
as the packaged foods you eat. 


You benefit by this new safety 
factor every time you prepare food, 
wipe your child’s face or fingers, 
dry your own hands! - 


Why take unnecessary risks? Play 
safe! Get a supply of softer, stronger, 
more absorbent ScotTowels today— 
_ in the exclusive new dustproof pack- 
age! 2 big rolls—300 snowy-white 
- ScotTowels—for only 25¢. Scott 
Paper Company, Chester, Pa., makers 
| of Waldorf and ScotTissue. — 


RE EXTRA 






Beas Sati ’ : tak e : 
SANITARY, ABSORBENT, lin DRAIN OFF all the excess grease 
ery, radishes, parsley—all the soft—a ScotTowel makes aper- from your bacon—especially for the whole family will particu- 
foods you wash and serve with- fect bib and mopper-upper at the baby—on a ScotTowel, the _ larly enjoy having a roll of sani- 
out cooking—on a thirsty, im- orange-juice time ... for any kind you know is sanitary, as tary, spotless ScotTowels in the 
maculately clean ScotTowel. between-meal snack. well as strong and absorbent. bathroom, as well as kitchen! 





DRAIN YOUR LETTUCE and cel- 






















/ MAKE THIS 
WEIGHT TEST! 


ScotTowels are softer, stronger, 
more absorbent and actually cost 
Jess, because each roll of Scot- 


SENSES 
: Mitte Pree Towels has 2 to 3 ounces more 
2 paper than the average. af 


Copr., 1939, Scott Paper Co, 
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Elizabeth shows how your baby can grow 


Babyhood ... thriving on Clapp’s Strained Foods 





Elizabeth— 4 Months. . .“Here’s her first 
really good picture,” says Elizabeth Harkrader’s 
mother. (Elizabeth lives in Westfield, N. J., where 
a study in infant feeding took place recently.) “I 
had just begun to feed her from a spoon then. 
She’d had Clapp’s Baby Cereal about a month 
and was beginning Strained Vegetables. My, how 
she used to chirp when she’d see them coming!” 


Runabout Age.. 


ae ee 


Elizabeth—1% years. . .“ ‘Our little nudist,’ 
her Daddy calls this picture. We were very lucky 
then, for just as she got too old for Clapp’s Strained 
Foods, they started to make Chopped Foods. 
They’re coarser, you know, help the child to learn 
to chew. But they’re cut up and cooked and sea- 
soned, exactly the way the doctors advise. It was 
lucky for me, too—Chopped Foods certainly save 
no end of work!” 


<> CLAPP’S BABY FOODS 








‘Elizabeth—10 Months .. .“She was creeping 


and beginning to pull herself up on chairs, at the 
time this was taken. She just gained like any- 
thing in those days—more than a pound a month. 
She was nice and solid, too, so that you could 
see that her Clapp’s Strained Foods gave her the 
vitamins and minerals that a baby needs. She was 
getting all the Strained Foods by this time.” 





Elizabeth — 3% years... “This is her latest 
picture. She goes to nursery school now and she’s 
so self-reliant and helpful—bathes herself, and 
even feeds baby brother. She still gets Clapp’s 
Chopped Foods, and the grocer has some new 
ones—Junior Dinners—that she just loves. Beef 
or lamb, cooked with vegetables and cereals, and 
very good. I wish everyone with little boys or girls 
of Elizabeth’s age could know about them!” 





17 Varieties of 
Clapp’s Strained Foods 


Every food requested and approved 
by doctors. Pressure-cooked, 
smoothly strained but not too liq- 
uid—a real advance over the bottle. 
The Clapp Company—first to make 
baby foods—has had 18 years’ experi- 
ence in this field. 


Soups — Vegetable Soup « Beef Broth 
Liver Soup e Unstrained Baby Soup 
Strained Beef with Vegetables. 
Vegetables— Tomatoes e Asparagus 
Spinach e Peas e Beets e Carrots 
Green Beans e Mixed Greens. 
Fruits—Apricots ¢ Prunes e Apple 
Sauce. 

Cereal—Baby Cereal 


. protected by Clapp’s Chopped Foods 





11 Varieties of 
Clapp’s Chopped Foods 


More coarsely divided foods for chil- 
dren who have outgrown Strained 
Foods. Uniformly chopped and sea- 
soned, according to the advice of 
child specialists. Made by the pio- 
neer company in baby foods, the 
only one which specializes exclusively 
in foods for babies and young chil- 
dren. 


Soups—Vegetable Soup. 


Junior Dinners—Beef with Vege- 
tables e Lamb with Vegetables ¢ Liver 
with Vegetables. 


Vegetables -— Carrots * Spinach 
Beets e Green Beans « Mixed Greens. 
Fruits—Apple Sauce « Prunes. 


Free Booklets—Send for valuable 
information on the feeding of babies 
and young children. Write to Harold 
H. Clapp, Inc., 777 Mount Read 
Blvd., Rochester, N. Y. 





STRAINED FOR BABIES....CHOPPED FOR YOUNG CHILDREN 
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Photograph by Eunice Herrick 











By DR. JOSEPHINE H. KENYON, 


EAR MoTHERS OF THE HEALTH AND 

HAPPINESS CLUB: 

The sixth-month anniversary 
marks a milestone in a baby’s life. 
From an almost helpless infant he 
will have changed miraculously into 
a responsive individual. with a per- 
sonality of his own. 

Note how he learns to handle his 
body. He may try to roll over. When 
on his tummy, he may be able to 
squirm forward or backward and 
thus start creeping motions. Never 
leave him—not even for a second— 
unprotected on the bed or dressing 
table. There is always a first time, and 
it is usually unexpected, when a child 
moves fast enough to fall off. 

Plan for exercise periods in a play 
pen or on a folded blanket or com- 
forter on the floor. He will probably 
want to sit up, but only a few babies 


Dr. Kenyon’s Granddaughter 


SIX MONTHS OLD- 


Director of the Health and Happiness Club 


at six months are able to do this with- 


out slumping. Be sure that the child’s ° 


back is supported until the muscles 
are strong enough to hold him erect. 
When the baby is undressed for his 
bath, look at his back as he sits; if 
he wobbles or if the back bends into 
a curve at the lower part, he is not 
ready to sit alone or to be propped 
up, no matter how eagerly he may 
try to lift his head and shoulders. Soft 
pillows which allow him to slump will 
tend to weaken the back muscles. He 
may be held erect if his back rests, 
along its full length, against your arm 
or a hard support. 

You wish your child to have a 
fine symmetrical body, so be sure that 
he does not flatten his head by lying 
always on his back or on one side. 
Accustom him to sleeping first on one 
side, then the other, on his abdomen, 





Scar 


om 
Ley 


or his back. Be careful that he does 
not bend his ear over as he sleeps. 
The ear cartilage is delicate, and the 
ears may protrude if they are con- 
tinually bent away from the head. 
Babies born with flaring ears should 
from the first few weeks wear an ear- 
cap, or have the ears taped back with 
a bit of adhesive plaster. 

At six months a child should notice 
his hands, begin to grasp objects, hold 
and shake a rattle, and pull toys to- 
ward him. He can watch a moving 
object and put his hand out for it at 
the same time. It is natural for chil- 
dren to put things into their mouths. 
Often it is experimentally done and 
is their way of learning more about 
the object. Sometimes it is because 
the gums are swollen and they want 
to rub them. At other times this ten- 
dency may indicate hunger. Because 
you do not want the baby to put bac- 
teria and dirt in his mouth, you should 
tie the toys to the crib and baby car- 
riage with a tape so that they will not 
touch the floor or the wheels of the 
carriage if they are thrown out. Chil- 
dren of this age like to play with large 
rings, big toys, balls, and rattles. Usu- 
ally it is safer to remove the “squeak” 
from rubber toys, as it may come out 
and be swallowed accidentally. Do 
not give the baby pacifiers to suck. 
As the child grows older you should 
make the effort to teach him that only 
food enters the mouth. 

The eyes probably will have at- 
tained their permanent color by the 
sixth month, although occasionally 
the change from the deep blue color 
of the earliest days comes as late as 
nine months. If the tear duct on one 
side was not open at birth, it may not 
yet have become completely normal, 
so do not be surprised if, when the 
child is not crying, moisture accumu- 
lates at the corner of the eye and rolls 
down the cheek. Call this to your 
doctor’s attention. The tear ducts 
should be (Continued on page 211) 





» them sent to you, 
‘one each month, in a plain en- 
velope?~ Then tell us the date 
you expect your baby, send 50c 
in stamps, and ask for “Series I. 
For the Mother-to-Be and the 
Baby-to-Come.” Address requests 
to the Health and Happiness Club, 
Good Housekeeping, 57th Street 
at 8th Avenue, New York City 
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LINDA, READ THIS BAD BREATH AD! 
AND THEN--WELL, 00 WHAT IT 
SAYS...SEE YOUR DENTIST fF 
ABOUT YOUR BREATH! 


COLGATE'S COMBATS BAD BREATH 
«es MAKES TEETH SPARKLE! 


“Colgate’s special pene- 

trating foam gets into the 

_ hidden crevices between 

: your teeth. It helps your 

toothbrush clean out decaying food 

particles and stop the stagnant saliva 

odors that cause much bad breath. 

Besides, Colgate’s soft, safe polishing 

agent cleans enamel—makes teeth 

sparkle. Always use Colgate Dental 

Cream—regularly and frequently. No 
other dentifrice is exactly like it.” 


NO BAD BREATH | 


BEHIND 


HER SPARKLING 


SMILE ! 


NOBODY 


I'M NOT FOOLING, AMY! IT'S NO JOKE | 
TO BE A WALLFLOWER--AND THAT'S 
™ EXACTLY WHAT! AM! | 


TESTS SHOW THAT MUCH BAD BREATH | 


COMES FROM DECAYING FOOD 
PARTICLES AND STAGNANT SALIVA 
AROUND TEETH THAT AREN'T 
CLEANED PROPERLY. | RECOMMEND 


COLGATE DENTAL CREAM. ITS SPECIAL 


PENETRATING FOAM REMOVES 
THESE ODOR-BREEDING DEPOSITS. 
“7 AND THAT'S WHY... z 


NOW LISTEN, FELLOWS! / BROUGHT 
LINDA TO THIS PARTY-- AND 
I'M TAKING HER HOME! 


‘sae’ 20¢ 
Sie" 35¢ 
OVER Twice 

. aS MUCH 








HOW TO BE YOUR 
OWN DECORATOR 


By Helen Koues 


AND HELPFUL BULLETINS 
ON BUILDING 
AND FASHIONS 


How To Be Your Own Decorator... .$1.00 
A fully illustrated book of ten chapters 
packed with practical decorating advice, 
clearly presented. Chapters may be bought 
separately: 


1. Principles of Decoration..........10¢ 


2. Period Characteristics...... Rie. 
3. Modern or Contemporary......... 10c 
4, Furniture Arrangement.........- 10c 
5. Wall Finishes, Textiles, Rugs..... 10c 
6. Color Schemes (fullbcolor)enomce 10c 
7. Lighting—Its Modern Magic...... 10c 
8. Porches, Terraces, Playrooms..... 10c 


9. How to Make Your Own Draperies, 
Slip Covers, Dressing-Table Skirts, 
Bedapreads ',..s <9).sc- ass Fe cin sin me 10c 


10. Remodeling Points...... ween ees 10c 


Outdoor Fireplaces. Full directions for 
building four—easy to do....... oe eL0€ 


Remodeling and How It Is Done. The 
building months are here; why not 
make those changes you’ve been 
planning now—this spring?......... 15c 


Vacation Cabins and Cottages from 
$800 to $8500. Now’s the time to 
plan for summer living.............15¢ 


Dressing True to Type and Lines and 
the Figure. How to make the most of 
your good points; everyone has ’em, 
but they need bringing out....each 15c 


Budgets for All. With all the fascinat- 
ing spring clothes about, use this to 
help you buy wisely........... <a tC 


| Shoes and How To Buy Them........ 5e 


Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin 
Service Dept., 57th St. at 8th Ave., 
New York City. If you have special 
decorating or fashion problems, write 
us. We are always happy to help you 





SO MANY MODERN MOTHERS 
ARE SAVING TODAY WITH NUCOA! 




















VITAMIN A | { YES—AND IT'S ADDED TO NUCOA 
IS AWFULLY SCIENTIFICALLY, SO THAT THE 
IMPORTANT, | | AMOUNT /VEVER VARIES. WINTER 
ISN'T IT? AND SUMMER, EVERY POUND 

; ~| OF NUCOA CONTAINS MORE THAN 






(SO YOU USE NUCOA ALTOGETHER ? WELL, 
YOU'RE A DOCTOR'S WIFE —YOU MUST 
KNOW WHAT'S GOOD FOR CHILDREN! 












[| JOHN SAYS NUCOA IS , 
_| IDEAL IN THEIR DIET. IT | & 


Secerra ra 


Mona 
Walaa 





MOST EXPENSIVE jf 
SPREAD FOR BREAD— 


CERTAINLY! NUCOA GIVES YOUR 
COOKING THE OLD-FASHIONED 
RICH TASTE. ESPECIALLY 
CAKES AND PAN-FRIED 
FOODS! AND IT SEASONS 


VEGETABLES Ga" Se 
DELICIOUSLY. IN fj fe 
FACT, NUCOA IS aed THE WHOLESOME “THRIFT SPREAD” FOR BREAD 
GRAND EVERY s 

! 
WAY YOU USE IT! . . . SAVES YOU MONEY ON EVERY POUND! 








INDEED YES ! NUCOA DIFFERS 
WELL, INEVER | com OLD-TIME MARGARINES. 
TASTED A MORE 
SEASTED MORE. || YOU SEE, ITIs MADE FROM 
Soe ae || PURE, DIGESTIBLE VEGETABLE 
CS? ee 7.,|| OILS, CHURNED IN FRESH 
ae a PASTEURIZED SKIM 
Set coer |] MILK. ITS FLAVOR f 
gp FLAVOR! }| is ALWAYS SO 


AND NUCOA 
SAVES SO MUCH 
MONEY THAT 
YOU COOK WITH 
IT, TOO—AS WELL 
AS USE IT 
wt ON THE 
# TABLE? 




















For the table, color Nucoa golden yellow 
—with the pure Color- Wafer in each pack- 
age. For cooking, use Nucoa as it comes— 
a natural pure white. Nucoa has a “‘work- 
able”’ texture—easy to cream and spread, 
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NEW SUPER SOAP u 


GETS CLOTHES 
PTO 25% WHITER 


STARTS WASHDAY REVOLUTION 


Concentrated Super Suds in Blue Box 
Banishes Washday Drudgery 
for 1,200,000 Women 


You can expect astonishing 
results from this marvelous 
new-day soap . . . a super- 
cleansing soap that surpasses 
less modern package soaps 
tested—in 5IMPORTANT WAYS! 


It is the new Concentrated 
Super Suds in the blue box. 
And it is made to order for 
modern American women! 
7,000 housewives, testing the 
most popular brands of granu- 
lated soaps in their own homes, 
told us exactly what they 
wanted in the perfect laundry 
soap. The Colgate-Palmolive- 
Peet Co. spent over a million 
dollars to make and perfect 
Concentrated Super Suds. 


Already more than 1,200,000 
women are using the new 
Concentrated Super Suds... 
and are getting these amaz- 
ing results: 


1. SUPER ACTION! Up to twice as 
much suds as you get from less 
modern package soaps tested 
—richer suds, cup for cup, in 
hardest water— thicker suds 
that last two or three times as 
long. You don’t need to add 
extra soap to finish the job! 


2. SUPER SPEED! Bursts into 
rich suds in 5 seconds! Soaks 
dirt free in as little as 10 min- 


utes! Grime and grease dis- 
solved in an instant... scrub- 
bing banished forever! 


3. SUPER WHITENESS! Gets 
clothes up to 25% whiter than 
old-fashioned soaps tested, 
cup for cup, by Electric Eye 
photometer tests! 


4. SUPER CLEANSING! Not only 
banishes dirt and grime, but 
kills or removes most germs 
- + + gets clothes really super 
clean . . . Hospital-Clean. 


5. SUPER SAFETY! Efficient, yet 
So gentle to colors, to fabrics, 
to your hands. Clothes last 2 
to 3 times longer when washed 
without scrubbing—the new 
Concentrated Super Sudsway! 


We are so sure Concentrated 
Super Suds in the blue box 
is the finest laundry soap you 
have ever used, that we make 
this startling offer:—Get a 
package today and test it 
against any other soap. If you 
don’t agree Concentrated 
Super Suds gives you better 
results, mail the empty carton 
to Concentrated Super Suds, 
Jersey City, N. J., and we'll 
send you DOUBLE YOUR 
MONEY BACK! 





GIVES TWICE 
THE SUDS! 


The new Concentrated 
Super Suds—made by 
a special process devel- 
oped through years of 
research— gives up to 
twice the suds, cup for 
cup, than less modern 
Soaps tested! Yet this 
new soap is utterly safe 
for your clothes—gentle 
to your hands! 


Ma 


THESE RICHER 

THICKER SUDS 
GET MY CLOTHES 

FAR WHITER-- 
COLORS BRIGHTER! 



























GIVES 
TWICE AS 
MUCH SUDS 










SOAKS DIRT 
FREE IN 10 
MINUTES 











HOSPITAL- 





Under actual home conditions, 
7,000 housewives throughout 
the country tested and re-tested 
the most popular brands of 
granulated soaps. They told us 
where some succeeded... 
where others failed. They told 
us with utter frankness what 
they wanted in a soap to make 
it perfect. Then the Colgate- 
Palmolive-Peet laboratories 
went to work—test followed 
test, regardless of expense. At 
last came the remarkable result 
—the new Concentrated Super 
Suds, made by a special process 
- +. a really modern, new-day 
soap that is revolutionizing 
home laundering! Try it and 
see how it will end all your 
washday drudgery! 


SUPER SAFETY, 


CLOTHES 
LAST 2 TO 3 
TIMES 

, LONGER 


Some Other Door 


(Continued from page 29) 

be standing with two open doors before 
her to choose from. She had chosen one, 
and stepped firmly through, and closed it 
behind her. Now it could never be opened 
any more. And she needed to be sure— 
utterly sure—that she had chosen well. 

Susan, moving about the studio, was 
putting out the lights. Now only one small 
one, on a table, remained. Its light fell 
dimly on Susan’s beloved unsold pictures 
that leaned against the walls, and the dim- 
ness improved them; one no longer saw 
unsuccessful details now, only the broad 


masses with their look of fumbling |*% 


strength. Susan was wont to say: “Give 

me another ten years. I’m not a quick 

shooter-to-the-top, like you, Karen.” 
Karen could have explained to Susan 


that the reason she would never succeed | —— 


in her painting, or in life—never, never, 
never—was that she didn’t concentrate. 
She was always wasting time on matters 
that did not advance her own interests at 
all. Squandering herself on little things 
and little people. People like Jimmy’s 
mother. And then asking Karen if this 
evening’s program didn’t warm her bones! 


Sey had taken up her coat now. But 
she stopped with one arm in it, turning 
toward Karen with eyes that were sud- 
denly wet. “We can’t just go out to dinner 
tonight, you and I, as if nothing had hap- 
pened, can we, Karen?” 

That was what Karen had hoped to do. 
Why speak of uncomfortable things? But 
because she was patronizingly fond of Su- 
san, she tried to sound responsive, though 
noncommittal. “My dear—” 

“T want to tell you something you'll be 
glad to know,” Susan said. “All the bitter- 
ness is gone—now.” 

Karen controlled an inward shudder. 
She hardly heard Susan saying, 

“I don’t even mind any more your hav- 
ing refused him, Karen.” 

For Karen, the bitterness was not gone. 
But she had taught herself to believe that 
some day it would be. It must! She knew 
so perfectly what she wanted and meant 
to have. In the bright future she had 
promised herself, not only was she to be 
a success in her own right, she was also 
to be admired and adorned by a super- 
lative husband—a famous dramatist, a 
powerful publisher, or even a very promi- 
nent businessman if he were rich enough 
to be a patron of the arts. That was the 
_ combination she was waiting for. If she 

was demanding life’s best, need she be 
ashamed of that? 

Yet Susan’s last words had been uncom- 
fortable to her indeed. They recalled an 
hour when Paul’s friend Robert had suc- 
ceeded in making her feel ashamed. It was 
the day when the three of them had seen 
Paul off on the train for Colorado. 

Robert was nothing out of the ordinary 
himself. He was just a moderately suc- 
cessful electro-chemical engineer, a reti- 
cent widower who had had an unhappy 
marriage, and who had a way of blinking 
over his glasses. Lonely and cynical, he 
had fallen in love with Susan, of all peo- 
ple, and loved her in vain, because Susan 
could think only of Paul. And so that day, 
after the train gate was shut, and Susan 
had fallen behind them as they moved 
away, perhaps to conceal her face, Robert 
had said harshly to Karen, 

“Of course you know he’ll never come 
back.” 

The ache in her throat kept: her from 
making any answer. (Oh, Paul, I did love 
you! I did. I do. But a woman has to think 
of herself a little. You'd never have been 
prosperous and well known, or made a 
stir in the world. Or made money. It would 
never have done for us to marry.) 


...and now, 
mother, a short 
talk with Wheatena 





YOU “What a funny want ad! I wonder if any mother will answer it.” 


WE 


“Why not? Aren’t most mothers anxious to do right by 
their children at breakfast time?” 


YOu “Must be lots of ways to do that.” 


WE 


“Not so many. And none that compares in rich flavor 
and real nourishment, with sunbrowned, toasted wheat.” 


YOU “Do you mean Wheatena?” 


WE 


Wheatena 
_ The sunbrowned wheat cereal — 


NAME 


ADDRESS 


“Absolutely! When Wheatena families sit down to break- 
fast, their time is profitably spent—and every body knows 
it. Serve the cereal that’s economical, easy to prepare, 
has a delicious, distinctive flavor — 
and helps keep a family on its toes.” 










Mostconvenient for grasping hot things. 
Their scissors-like action gets a firm 
grip on boiled eggs, corn on cob, baked 
potatoes, nursing bottles, etc. These very 
useful serving tongs are yours for 
one Wheatena box top and 10¢ 
in coin. Address Wheatena, Dept. 
G-12, Rahway, New Jersey. This 
offer good only in U.S.and expires 
May 31, 1939. 
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... THAT “YE” 15 
PRONOUNCED “THE” IN 
“YE OLDE TEA SHOPPE”? 

~S\\ I ; 





Correct pronunciation is the, never ye, since the Y represents the 
Anglo-Saxon or Middle-English symbol (thorn letter) which is 
equivalent to the modern #4, 


...THAT BIRDS USUALLY 
SLEEP IN THEIR NESTS ? 





Not true. Birds do not use their nests for sleeping quarters, but 
for reception of eggs and care of young; although occasionally 
a mother bird may drop off to sleep sitting on the eggs. 


F YOU want a tooth brush that gives 
you the sensation of really getting 
down to business in caring for the teeth 
and gums, be sure to try the Pro-phy- 
lac-tic Tooth Brush. 


Its scientific shape, plus that famous 
tuft on the end, help you reach and 
clean every tooth in the mouth... in- 
cluding those hard-to-reach back teeth. 


The bristles in the Pro-phy-lac-tic 
are all genuine .. . not synthetic or imita- 
tion... but Nature’sown, genuine bristles 
which really ‘‘take hold’ on the teeth. 


If you like a brush of medium size, 
ask for the ADULT Regular. Those who 
like a small brush, should ask for the 
ADULT Small-Type. Either is 50¢; guar- 


anteed to satisfy or your money back. . 


PRO-PHY-LAC-TIC BRUSH CO., Florence, Mass. 


Pro- 


= 
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>ee THAT , 
GEORGE WASHINGTON WAS 
BORN ON FEBRUARY 22 ? 





Our great first President was born on February 11, 1732, accord- 
ing to the Julian Calendar then in use. Later adoption of the 
Gregorian Calendar, eliminated 11 days; hence date now used. 





















THAT THERE 
ACTUALLY 15 A 
BRUSH WHICH 
WILL REACH 

AND CLEAN THE 
BACK TEETH ? 


t 
© YES! The tuft 


reaches and cleans the 
molars and enables this 
brush to clean every tooth 
in the mouth equally well. 





Look for 
the rep and 
YELLOW box 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


TOOTH 
BRUSH 


Mrs. Spencer’s Maid 
Is Leaving 


(Continued from page 29) 

has been in my employ for the past six 
months,” “that Carrie has been employed 
by me for the past four months’—Two 
months, five months, seven months. Ref- 
erences for a year stamp her as a marvel 
of loyalty, and steadfastness, and anything 
over a year’s length is scarcely to be 
credited. 

This constant turnover, this incessant 
hiring and firing, is devastating to em- 
ployer and houseworker alike. What are 
the reasons for it on both sides? 

The employer complains that her 
helpers have been incompetent, insolent, 
indifferent, or inexperienced—perhaps all 
these things. Girls representing them- 
selves as “plain cooks” may have been 
plain, but they were never cooks! Or 
they knew nothing of that subtle art of 
serving food appetizingly and with co- 
ordination. Or their hopelessly inadequate 
household experience rendered them unfit 
to make a bed properly, check their 
supplies, deal with storekeepers, organize 
their time to include all their household 
duties. One girl was dismissed because 
her lack of personal cleanliness was as 
difficult to tolerate as her equally untidy 
working habits. Insubordination is an- 
other frequent complaint—insolence in- 
stead of a logical explanation. So is the 
inability to handle children with kindness 
and forbearance, or callers and telephone 
calls with intelligence and courtesy. Em- 
ployers complain bitterly of the complete 
lack of interest in the job. Pets are neg- 
lected or grudgingly aired. The telephone 
is used indiscriminately for long personal 
calls during working hours. The current 

oy friend and dates are more important 
than the job. 


[THE houseworker quits her job for a 
totally different set of reasons. First 
and foremost are the long hours. Her 
friend in the factory works 44 hours a 
week, with extra pay for overtime. But a 
working week of 80 to 90 hours is not 
extraordinary in housework. The factory 
or store worker can count on regular 
Sundays off, and a definite quitting time. 
But housework, says the maid, knows no 
such regularity, except in the exceptional 
home. Too often, after she has made 
plans for her Sunday or alternate Thurs- 
day holiday, her employer will ask her 
to change her arrangements because a 
guest has arrived suddenly. The factory 
or office worker gets a vacation of one 
or two weeks with pay after a year of 
service. In housework such consideration 
is exceptional, almost unknown. Often the 
houseworker discovers that, though she 
was engaged for the specific job of general 
houseworker, her duties have gradually 
been increased to include darning socks 
or washing the spaniel in her spare time. 

Wages are generally low except in the 
large cities, where they run from $8 to 
$18 a week or $40 to $75 a month. House- 
hold pay, of course, is determined by 
the prevailing economic conditions of the 
locality, but it falls far below acceptable 
industrial wages. The help-wanted col- 
umns indicate that salaries of $3 to $6 a 
week for domestic service are still being 
offered in parts of the country. 

True, the houseworker has fewer ex- 
penses to pay out of her salary—no board, 
carfare, and rent to worry about, unless 
she sleeps out; but even with these con- 
siderations, $3 is little pay for 70 or 80 
hours’ work. During the depression it was 
not uncommon to find girls working under 
virtual slavery, receiving no pay but only 
board and keep in return for services 
rendered. Even today there are cases 


noted where an employer gives her ser- 
vaht cast-off clothing and then deducts 
what she considers a fair amount from 
the girl’s salary. 
Lack of organization and cooperation 
on the part of the employer is another 
problem in the household worker’s life. 
Mrs. Spencer may ask for a houseworker 
when what she really hopes for is a home- 
maker, somebody who will assume all the 
responsibility for running the. home. If 
Mr. Spencer expected his stenographer to 
run his business for him, think up ideas, 
and manage his affairs as well as his type- 
writing and filing, Mrs. Spencer would 
be able to see at a glance the absurdity 
of it. And yet Mrs. Spencer may want 
her maid to plan and order meals, super- 
vise the children, and keep things run- 
ning smoothly while she uses her own 
leisure for golf or shopping excursions. 
Many employees complain of the un- 
willingness of the mistress to help in an 
emergency, or her inconsiderateness, her 
continuous nagging, and her lack of or- 
ganization. It is unfortunately true that 
some employers do not feel that they are 
getting their money’s worth unless the 
maid actively employs every minute of 
her waking time. If a girl is diligent, if 
experience helps her to work with speed, 
does it mean an increase in pay or more 
time to herself? It does not. Too often it 
means that her lady will find other tasks 
for her to do, says the employee. 


qe her room is her retreat, it is 
not always that in reality. The tempta- 
tion to call the girl down after she has 
retired, to serve highballs or make sand- 
wiches or keep her ears open for any noise 
from the children’s room is often more 
than employers can resist, and this inva- 
sion of her privacy is something that the 
maid rightly resents. As a matter of fact, 
most of these rooms have little to offer 
besides privacy; architects, it is obvious, 
have never been maids, or they would not 
design the maids’ rooms they do. 

Mrs. Framingham’s ten-room-and-four- 
bath apartment on Park Avenue rents for 
$4000 a year, yet the maid’s room in it 
is about the size of a generous closet. Mrs. 
Framingham’s helper can never know the 
luxury of stretching out in a warm bath 
after a hard day’s work; her tub is not 
much bigger than a birdbath. The view 
from her window is a sunless alley. Sun- 
shine is reserved for Mrs. Framingham’s 
quarters. Mrs. Framingham’s worker is 
too tired to do much running around after 
dinner, and it would be nice to have a 
radio in her room. But that would never 
do because, as her employer points out, 
not unkindly, she can’t abide the radio, 
and she would be sure to hear it. 

Still, it is that blessed refuge, a room of 
one’s own, and many a houseworker would 
be grateful for it. Branches of the Young 
Women’s Christian Association, various 
state employment agencies, and other in- 
stitutions that have made a study of 
household-employment abuses report 
rooming conditions that are almost un- 
believable. Among the least offensive are 
those which stipulate that the maid shall 
sleep with the child, though in some in- 
stances the “child” has been a boy of 
twelve years. 

The custom of sleeping in is one of the 
many antique traditions that domestic em- 
ployment has fallen heir to and has not 
outgrown, though often the expense and 
inconvenience of maintaining a_ maid’s 
room are as disadvantageous to the em- 
ployer as to the employee. In what other 
profession today is a young woman e€x- 
pected to sleep at her place of employ- 
ment? If her work is finished at a stip- 
ulated hour, why should she not be free 
at that time to go as she chooses, live 
where she desires? 








This Charming Bride, Mrs. Tell Schreiber, says... 


“Win Romance —Win Happiness 


with a Lovely Bride Complexion!” 


I never trust my skin to any soap 

but Camay. Its gentle cleansing is such a 
wonderful aid to complexion loveliness. And 
lovely skin means a lot in winning romance. 
Signed PAMELA SCHREIBER 
(Mrs. Tell Schreiber) 


Wilton, Conn. 
November 23, 1938 


skin that men find so attractive! 
Lovely brides—thousands of girls who 


eas GIRL wants the fresh, smooth 


e You'll have more fun—be more fun to know— 
when a Camay complexion lights up your charm! 





win romance—tell you, “We use Camay 
for lovely skin! No other soap seems to 
have quite the same rich, fragrant lather? 


Camay cleanses thoroughly—cleanses 
gently, too! That’s why, for regular care 
of your complexion, and for your daily 
bath of beauty, you won’t find a more re- 
freshing, more luxurious beauty soap. Let 
Camay’s gentle cleansing help bring you 
fresh all-over loveliness— exquisite dain- 
tiness! Get three cakes today, You'll 
be grateful for Camay’s reasonable 
price—for its wonderful ‘cleansing. 





Trade-Mark Reg. 
U.S. Pat. Ort. 


THE SOAP OF 
BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 
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that should have led into other, brighter 
rooms, full of beloved people and their 
concerns, but which there was no use in 
opening now because they led nowhere. 
It was a welcome diversion to see 
coming toward her a figure she suddenly 
recognized. Susan, badly dressed (how 
natural that seemed!) and older-looking, 


ee but with the familiar spring in her foot- 
ee step still. Unmistakably it was Susan. 
BS Two small children, girl and boy, who 
es skipped alongside and swung on her 
ie hands, were plainly, from their features, 
ie Susan’s children. 


And then Susan looked up and cried: 
“Why, Karen! How lovely!” 

The children stared at Karen with 
friendly welcoming faces; Susan was 
drawing her affectionately down beside 
her on a bench. “It’s been years—and how 
little you’ve changed!” 

Susan herself had changed visibly. Her 
look was candid and serene, more serene 
than of old, but now you would have said 
to yourself, “This woman has known re- 
nunciation.” In another moment she was 
confessing it to Karen. 

“You were right about what would hap- 
pen to me. I haven’t touched a brush since 
I married. It hasn’t heen easy, that part 
of it! I didn’t know how I loved my work 
till I had to give it up.” 










Fy“) | ALMosrT on their weddin 
g day, she said, 
WHEN APPETITES ae BIG an Chili A she and Robert had had to see young 
utes are short, try this Es oe es ; is Robert through an operation; his recov- 
Con Carne: Brown 1 |b. ground beef in ery had been slow and long. Then ‘had 
skillet with 1 tablespoonful butter and 1 come Robert’s heartbreaking losses. It 
chopped onion. Add contents of a tin of Heinz Oven- might have been better for himself if he 
Baked Red Kidney Beans and stir. Add 1 small tin s a had broken down at once, instead of 
Heinz Cream of Tomato Soup, 1 teaspoonful salt and tak, ere struggling on for two years mirieos cle 
4 teaspoontul chili powder. Simmer 15 to 20 minutes. yt plucky fight to pay his debts had mies os 
You've a dish that will receive long applause and “yy fe nervous breakdown in the end. 
frequent encores! ; ae “But if he had given up sooner,” Susan 
ANOTHER HALE AND HEARTY wo said, “I suppose we’d never have had these 
FAVORITE is Vegetarian Baked Beans. rs] » babies.” s ; 
Combine contents of two medium tins of i | She smiled with love at the two small 
Heinz Oven-Baked Beans Vegetarian-style \ u creatures, with the little golden saddles of 
with 2 tablespoonfuls grated onion and 2 canned freckles across their noses. They beamed 
pimientos, chopped. Mix well and pour into greased ws with innocent pride; they scuffed the 
casserole. Top with strips of pimiento (and 2 table- ee gravel happily with the toes of their shoes, 
spoonfuls brown sugar, if desired). Bake in moderate om ie a and wriggled. Susan said in an indescrib- 
oven (375°F.) 40 minutes. This makes a marvelous, . | 4 able tone of affection and ruefulness, 
rib-sticking, one-dish meal! ee a ¢ “When I tell you that I haven’t done a 
io << ’ single portrait of them—!” 
4 KINDS Fi She was looking at them hungrily; 
1. In molasses sauce with pork, Bos- care af Karen knew she was mentally setting a 
ton-style. 2. In tomato sauce with << ¥ palette: such a shade for the eyes, such 
pork. 3. In tomato sauce without pork, . eye Z£ ; another for the rounded cheeks, another 
Vegetarian-style. 4. Red Kidney Beans. a j a Ley for the spun-silk hair. Poor Susan the in- 
> vy) ae « articulate, whose only means of utterance 
.~ y = 4 was on canvas, with a brush—yes, it was 
— i ae a hard on her! 
‘ a : ; re, But Karen was feeling that she was glad 
{ » 2 © ” to have met Susan just now, in her own 
’ nN meat” ee moment of silly discouragement. Suppose 
y Pd a ae” she had been as unfortunate as this! Think 
é a of being frustrated, starved for pleasure 
4 FOR MEALS THAT SATISFY a fam- | 2nd beauty, one’s talent smothered, one’s 
é ished family, there’s nothing simpler— pines ema the privilege of bringing up 
ft or more suitable—than Heinz Oven- | @ family of children and watching oR 
Mae Baked Beans! Heinz oven-bakes the | husband who even now could do little but 


nurse himself and tinker with unprofit- 
able inventions—oh, poor Susan! Pityingly 
Karen pressed her friend’s hand. 

“And so,” Susan was saying, “the only 
way on earth I could think of to earn 
money was to try to write.” 

“Write! You?” 

Susan found the idea ludicrous, too. 
“Oh, I knew you would laugh! Sometimes 
I laugh myself, it seems so absurd.” 

“But you poor inexperienced dear, you 
should have come straight to me! I might 
have helped you. Certainly I’d have tried.” 
Karen felt the pleasant glow of the dis- 
penser of patronage. “Let me see—no, I 
haven’t seen your name in print any- 
where. But we'll do something about that! 
There are plenty of magazines that don’t 
expect too much. Send me a story or two, 
and I'll go over them!” 


choicest beans money can buy—sauces 
‘em four savory ways. Keep a su ply 
of Heinz Beans on your shelf for 
scrumptious bean suppers in short order. 
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“Héw good you are! I did think of ask- 
ing you, but I had so little belief in my 
stuff, darling! I didn’t want to embarrass 
you. As for seeing my name in print—I 
was so afraid of mortifying Robert that 
for quite a while I kept it all a secret. I 
even invented a pen name to hide under: 
Joan Habersham.” 

A nervous thump of Karen’s heart re- 
sponded to the name. Not Susan! The ad- 
mired Joan Habersham couldn’t be Susan, 
who wasn’t clever or gifted, who had al- 
ways so humbly and cheerfully accepted 
second place. In her work, in her love, in 
everything! 

“Yes,” Susan said with a little shame- 
faced laugh. “We had no money. I was 
doing everything myself. And Robert was 
still miserable, and Bobby barely conva- 
lescent, and our debts were simply inde- 
scribable, and there was the doctor’s bill 
to come. It was all pretty grim, and we 
had to have money. That's how Joan 
Habersham got her start! ° 

“There wasn’t time to rewrite the thing, 
and make it fit to show you. I know what 
your standards are! So I just sent it off, 
and had luck. Think of me, a writer, 
Karen, who never wanted to do anything 
but paint! I knew I was going to be home- 
sick for the smell of turpentine till I died. 
But stories seemed to boil the pot for us, 
and portraits didn’t, so there I was!” She 
hugged the two sturdy bodies that leaned 
against her knee. “Robert and I were 
counting up not long ago. Just one more 
note to pay off at the bank, and the de- 
posit on Bobby’s freshman room at Wil- 
liams for next fall, and then we’d have 
new clothes all around—imagine!” She 
laughed, and the small people laughed, 
too, without knowing why. 


ey listened with smiles and appro- 
priate murmurs of surprise and joy. 
But she was hearing another voice, a kind 
of chilly whisper inside her that said: 
“Perhaps this is how a story teller learns 
to speak with the voice to which others lis- 
ten. Perhaps this is the way. Not by re- 
fusing life—not by rejecting love and grief 
and care—but by accepting. Not by shut- 
ting the door.” 

She managed to say in a natural voice, 
as she rose to go: “Congratulations, Susan 
dear. It’s wonderful. You don’t seem to 
know it, but you’re quite a nine days’ 
wonder. A reigning popular success!” 

Susan said sincerely: “Why, my stories 
aren’t anything, darling! I never was 
clever. You are the clever one.” 

Karen had to brighten her bright smile; 
the muscles of her face fairly ached with 
it. Susan—Susan the extinguished, the 
pitiable, the failure—had not merely 
beaten her, but at her own game. Karen 
thought wildly: “I cannot bear it! This 
thing simply cannot happen to me.” 

But it was happening. She had to drop 
a quick mental curtain in front of the 
thought: had Susan felt like this (J can’t 
bear it—I can’t—dear God, I cannot) when 
Paul was taken away from her by a more 
fascinating woman? Not that the cases 
were alike! For now Karen began to tell 
herself that nothing had happened to her 
really. No shock. Certainly not. Merely a 
surprise. Already she was over it. She was 
still the clever Karen, much-invited, en- 
vied, considered still “promising.” She had 
a solid future, she would be no silly 
ephemeral flash in the pan! But all these 
reassurances failed to sweeten her bitter 
resentment. That this marvelous luck 
should drop into the naive hand of Susan, 
who did not know the meaning of am- 
bition! All that Karen wanted was to be 
away from Susan. 

But at this moment a minor disaster 
occurred. The smaller child, now playing 
apart, tripped and took a header to the 
gravel. He raised a lusty yell. Vainly his 









WHY MUST | ALWAYS WORRY 


ABOUT THE SUCCESS OF MY CAKE? 


A cooking teacher gave Jean a tip which 
should help all women who bake. 





Jean: “Miss Mills, as a 
cooking teacher, your cakes 
always have to turn out 
right. But tell me, just how 
can you be sure?” 


Miss M: “Many things con- 
tribute to cake results, Jean, 
but I have found that one is 
surer of success with a steady 
action baking powder.” 




















1 firm grain and fluffy texture 


Jean: “Why, that’s interest- 
ing. What kind do you use?” 


Miss M: “Royal, always. It’s 
made with Cream of Tartar, 
and has a steady baking 
powder action that pro- 
motes a close, even texture. 
I use it in my classwork 
where my cakes have to be 
light and delicious.” 





STEADY 
BAKING POWDER ACTION 


This is the normal result 
of steady baking powder 
action. Note the delicate but 


of this cake. It will retain 
ts moisture and delicious 
lavor—stay fresh longer. 





SOMETHING YOU SHOULD KNOW 
ROYAL is the only nationally distributed baking pow- 
der that is made with Cream of Tartar—a pure fruit 
product from luscious, juice-heavy 
grapes. ROYAL leaves no “baking pow- 
der taste.” Ask your grocer for ROYAL 
when you buy baking powder! 














Jean: “Well—me for Royal! 
But doesn’t it cost more?” 


Miss M: “Per can, yes. But 
only a fraction of a cent more 
per baking! The other in- 
gredients in a cake cost 
from 30 to 40 times as much 
as the penny’s worth of 
Royal you use. It’s poor 
economy to risk a failure.” 


BAKING POWDER ACTION 
See how an uneven baking 
powder action may ruin tex- 
ture by breaking down the 
tiny cell walls, make it coarse, 
...crumbly. This cake will 
dry out—lose its flavor— 
get stale more quickly. 












A HELPFUL COOK BOOK, FREE! 


‘If you bake at home, you should have a copy 
of the Royal Cook Book which tells you how 
to make delicious cakes, biscuits, muffins and 
pies. Send your name and address to Royal 
Baking Powder, 691 Washington St., New York 
City. Dept. 14. 
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HAND SKIN 
need not suffer from 
“Winter Dryness” 


our hands tend to get so sadly harsh 
Yond rough because your skin is too dry. 
The skin’s moisture glands are less active 
in cold weather. And cold, wind, steam heat, 
and constant use of water are drying. 





NEW FACE CREAM...Jergens 
All-Purpose Cream. Vitamin- 
blend helps dry skin. Promotes 
lovely smooth skin. 50¢,25¢, 10¢. 
o 
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To help prevent this, furnish moisture 
for the skin with Jergens Lotion. It helps 
do the beautifying work of the depleted 
natural moisture. Ask. déctors. To smooth 
rough skin, many of them use two of the 
same ingredients that are in Jergens Lotion. 
Help give your hands that soft, feminine 
look and velvety feel. Use Jergens after 
every handwashing. Never sticky! Only 
00¢, 25¢, 10¢— $1.00, at beauty counters. 


DISILLUSIONING—OR LOVABLE? 
Which are your hands? It’s up to 
you! You can help prevent “give- 
away” roughness and chapping by 
supplying beautifying moisture for 
your skin—with Jergens Lotion! 


SAMPLE 


CARE 


NEROUS 
BOOKLET ON HAND 


FREE! 


The Andrew J 


Cincinnat, 


le of Jergens 


free samp 


your ee 
Name (PLEASE PRINT) 
ae 


State— 


City 
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sister tugged him to his feet and explained 
that his. person was intact. He refused to 
be consoled. The small rescuer began to 
weep in sympathy. 

It was the patient himself who suddenly 
knew what his case required. Streaming 
with tears, holding the injured palm on 
high for her to see, he broke into a run 
toward his mother. The slightly longer- 
legged little sister could hardly keep up; 
almost together they flung themselves 
upon Susan. Her arms gathered them. 
The outstretched palm, gravel and all, 
was desperately and sobbingly pressed by 
the sufferer across her mouth. Her figure 
was lovingly bent above the two small 
eager forms that clung to her. A woman 
dedicated and fulfilled. “A woman who 
writes as if she had lived—” 


KAREN: thrusting the exasperating rec- 
ollection from her, smoothed her brow. 
She took a deep breath. For she had sud- 
denly thought how Susan could be pun- 
ished and the wound to her own pride 
avenged. She thought of reviewers whom 
she knew. The exceptional, the ferocious 
ones. Now and then someone had to be 
pounced on and torn to pieces. Why not 
Susan? All that one need to do was to 
point out the prey. Yes, she would whistle 
up those savage beaks and claws! Whether 
she rose to success herself or not, she could 
pull Susan down. She felt her lips curl 
in a faint smile of anticipation. How his- 
tory did repeat itself! She and Susan had 
been rivals once before. 

“I must really run along, dear,” she said 
to the top of Susan’s hat:- —-. ; 

“But I haven’t told you :the best part of 
all!” Susan cried, lifting her face from the 
children’s nuzzling heads. “I’ve just been 
working up to it.” 2 

Karen paused, half turned away. Of 
course this would be some little personal 
thing, which it would be just like Susan 
to consider more important than her lit- 
erary success! eee 3 

“It?s about Robert,” said Susan -with 
shining eyes. eft 

So Karen had been right. She theught 
scornfully, “Poor old bag-of-bones Rob- 
ert, I suppose he’s gained five pounds!” 

Yet something in Susan’s face, more 
beautiful than beauty—some look of pure 
happiness in another person’s joy—gave 
Karen a curious feeling. Why should a 
mere look fill her with this irrational sus- 
pense and dismay? , 

Susan’s words were tumbling. “You'll 
be so delighted. Robert has invented 
something electrical that’s important. I 
don’t know what it’s for, ’'m so stupid. 
But they say it’s revolutionary. And he’s 
frightfully happy. He’s sold the rights for 
the World’s Fair for so much money that 
it’s idiotic. The papers are just signed. 
Yow’re the very first person to know.” 

Robert. Old bag-of-bones Robert, blink- 
ing over his glasses. But successful. Prob- 
ably rich and famous after all. 

“And do you know the first thing he 
said to me?” Susan’s lip quivered. Her 
happy eyes were bright with tears. “He 
said, ‘Now you can paint your head off, 
Susan.’ He had thought of that all the time 
he was working, he told me. Only think— 
I shan’t ever have to write a-word again!” 


PLEASE report change of address direct 
to Goop HausEKEEPING; allowing 5 
weeks before change is to take effect. Send 
your old address together with your new 
one. Copies that have been mailed to an 
old address will not be forwarded to a dif- 
ferent city by the Post Office unless postage 
is sent to the Post Office by the subscriber. 
Avoid such expense and make sure of get- 
ing your copies promptly by «notifying 
Goop HouSsEKEEPING in advance of any 
change you wish made in your address 


BEFORE YOU BUY---SEE THE NEW 


~ ELECTRIC RANGES & REFRIGERATORS 








































Cooking 
Unit ; 
TARGETS THE HEAT 


A 


Calrod heat is 
efficiently applied 
for faster, thriftier 
cooking. Utensils 
stay cleaner. 


2 


Cairod heat is 
conducted. There 
is no flame — no 
waste around the 
sides of utensils. 


3 


Calrod is accu- 
rately controlled. 
Five different 
heats from one 
switch. 






































Go Modern All The Way On Cooking 


Ga: a new 1939 Hotpoint and 
you can be sure your range will be 
modern for years to come. For elec- 
tricity is the modern cooking fuel— 
flameless, clean, dependable! And with 
the new Select-A-Heat Calrod Unit, 
Hotpoint has made electric cookery 
faster, thriftier than ever! You have a 
choice of five cooking speeds —intense 
high to low warm. This is only one of 
many features that positively assure 
uniformly better results and greater 
economy. See the brilliantly styled, 
new Hotpoint models at your retail- 
er’s. Remember—you can buy on Hot- 
point’s Friendly Finance Plan. 


BE THRIFTY—BE MODERN 


ELECTRIC RANGES « REFRIGERATORS 


WATER HEATERS «* DISHWASHER-SINKS 
WASHERS AND IRONERS 


36 Advanced Features 
Place Hotpoint Refrigera- 
tors Far Ahead In Value! 


IGHT NOW your money 
buys more in a Hot- 
point Refrigerator than 
ever before! Prove this by 
asking for Hotpoint’s fa- 
mous “yard-stick demon- 
stration.” See all 36 im- 
portant features—the host 
of convenience anc lux- 
ury appointments that 
make Hotpoint outstand- 
ing for style and economy. 
15 beautiful models. Easy 
terms if you wish. 
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QUICK FACTS 
ABOUT HOTPOINT 
REFRIGERATORS 


Six-Way Storage Compartment 
provides cold for every purpose. 
e 
Pop-ice Trays. You can remove 
two cubes or a trayful easily 

in a jiffy—without waste. 

e 
Vacuum- Sealed Thriftmaster 
Mechanism. Sets new high for 
economy and dependability. 

o 
Stainless Steel Speed Freezer. 


Makes ice and desserts faster 
than ever. Easy to keep clean. 


oe 
Gliding shelves bring all food 
within easy reach quickly. 

e 
And 31 additional luxury ad- 


vancements including AllSteel 
Cabinets of enduring beauty. 


















































































EDISON GENERAL ELECTRIC 
APPLIANCE CO., INC. 


5619 W. Taylor St., Chicago, Lil. 












You 
can buy 
a Hotpoint 
| Range or 
Refrigerator @ 
\ for as little as | 
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Katharine Brush, famous for her novels Young 
Man of Manhattan, Red-Headed Woman, and 
Don’t Ever Leave ‘Me, is just the opposite of 
Mrs. Rohde, shown on the facing page, who 
has had her silver for thirty years. 

For Miss Brush’s present set of silver is her 
second. She had inherited fine sterling, and she 
had used this up to the time'she went Modern, 
when she purchased the pattern you see here, 
called “Craftsmen,” to match her newly decorated Modern 
apartment. 

When asked if she had any sentimental qualms about 
not using her heirlooms, Miss Brush said, with character- 
istic modern matter-of-factness: “Why should I? Age has 
no corner on beauty. It is more to the point to have a pat- 
tern that is appropriate than to sentimentalize something 
that was not of our choosing.” 

Sentimental or not, we found that Miss Brush and her 
husband had nevertheless done the old-fashioned thing 
in going shopping together when they chose their pattern. 
For apparently even moderns want family unity in such 
important possessions as sterling silver. 
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Mrs. Lauritz Melchior, wife of the leading 
heroic tenor of the Metropolitan Opera, 
calls herself a “collectaire” of silver. “We 
keep buying and buying. Sometimes I think 
we are quite mad.” 

Her account of what they own bears out 
her theory. For they have more than a 
thousand pieces of flatwear—two complete 
services for twenty-four. One is antique 
English and is used in their home in Denmark. The 
other, shown here, is Modern in feeling and was bought 
to grace the Melchiors’ Modern hunting lodge abroad. 
This pattern, called “Norse,” is apparently their favor- 
ite, as they use it in this country as well. 

Mrs. Melchior says she and Lauritz chose their pat- 
terns together, holding long and serious discussions 
before they finally decided te buy. In the fifteen years 
they have been married they have accumulated much 
more than mere “furnishings.” “We have all the pieces 
that you Americans have, but many more besides. We 
have pieces Americans seem to use very little, such 
as soup ladles, hors-d’oeuvres servers, lobster forks, 
caviar knives, cheese slicers (different from cheese 
knives), and all kinds of little cutting knives.” 

The Melchiors have dozens of sterling dishes as well. 
Many of them are gifts from admirers of Mr. Melchior. 





























Mrs. Borge Rohde (the former Ruth 
Bryan Owen, Envoy Extraordinary and 
Minister Plenipotentiary to Denmark) 
has had thirty years of enjoyment from 
the flatwear you see pictured here. 
Bought before her marriage, this sim- 
ple pattern has never failed to give Mrs. 
Rohde that little glow of pride that we 
all associate with our fine possessions. 
“One does not tire of simple things,’ says Mrs. 
Rohde, in speaking of her pleasure in her silver. 

Her silver flatwear has seen lots of important 
duty—in such varied places as Jamaica in the West 
Indies, London, Cairo, and Washington, through to 
diplomatic duty in the American Legation in Copen- 
hagen, where Ruth Bryan Owen Rohde did her 
official entertaining. 

She has a service for eighteen, although in some 
pieces that are necessary for state dinners she has 
as many as five or six dozen of a kind. Mrs. Rohde 
does not remember the name of her pattern, and 
considers it irrelevant to its beauty. 





Dorothy Kilgallen, star reporter who 
is famous for racing by air round the 
world against two masculine com- 
petitors and for her syndicated col- 
umn “The Voice of Broadway,” has 
an interesting point of view about 
her silver. 

“T see so much of the tinsel and 
ft make-believe of Broadway .that I 
probably appreciate more than most people the 
beauty of sterling silver.” 

Miss Kilgallen is acquiring her silver by the 
place-setting method, periodically buying all the 
pieces for setting one cover. Different kinds of 
pieces can be grouped to make a place setting, 
but Miss Kilgallen has chosen to include a din- 
ner knife, dinner fork, salad fork, butter spreader, 
oval soup spoon, and teaspoon in her place set- 
tings. 

When asked why she chose the pattern called 
“Greenbriar,” she said: “I was choosing the sil- 
ver for a future household and not an existing 
one. So I chose a pattern that would look well 
in almost any type of decorative scheme.” 





Even though you don’t aspire to a service for twenty-four, it is every family’s ambition to be able to serve correctly. Below we 
show the kinds of pieces which we deem essential for correct service. Many pieces can be used for double or triple duty 
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NEW ‘OBSERVATION CAR’ VISIBILITY 


ONLY CHEVROLET Be able to see all around you as you drive, and be 


GIVES SO nee FOR safer as a result of better vision, in Chevrolet for 
sO LITTL 


E VACUUM GEARSHIFT 1939! New “Observation Car’ Visibility—result- 
EXCLUSIV 
i light extra P , | 
ahem! ct STREAM STYLING, ing from the narrowed windshield pillars and 
cost) e NEW AERO- 
NEW : : H 
NEW BODIES BY re SGHEV- many more square inches of glass in this beautiful new 
LONGER RIDING-BASE ° | 
ROLET’S FAMOUS NA bee Chevrolet—is but one of many safety pet 
HYD 
SIX PERFECTED 
BRAKES e PERFECTED KNEE-ACTION 
RIDING SYSTEM: with Improved 
Shockproof Steering (Available on 
Master De Luxe models only) ¢ TIPTOE- 


MATIC CLUTCH at the lowest cost... “Chevrolet’s the Choice” again 


found only in this one low-priced car. For quality 


.-. for value... for all good things in motoring 


in 1939, as for seven out of the last eight years! 


CHEVROLET MOTOR DIVISION, General Motors Sales 
Corporation, DETROIT, MICH. General Motors Instalment 
Plan — convenient, economical monthly payments. 


— a 
A GENERAL MOTORS VALUE /CHEVROLET/ 
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THE MASTER DE LUXE SPORT SEDAN 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
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= g2 F YOU are in your teens, the 

chances are that you spend a 

good deal of time daydreaming. 

You may do it at night after 

you've turned out your light, but 

sometime during the twenty- 
four hours you are apt to slip into an 
imaginary world in which you mirac- 
‘ulously become a great actress, a suc- 
cessful businesswoman, a brave and 
noble heroine, a famous belle, or a 
much-adored wife. Very likely you 
are all of them at different times. 
Your name is known far and wide... 
or it is worshiped by one handsome 
hero. In any case you're having a 
wonderful time, and everything is 
rey different from your everyday 
ife. . 

You are probably very reticent 
about these daydreams, and perhaps a 
little ashamed of them. You wouldn’t 
think of talking about them, and you 
are embarrassed if some member of 
your family has suspected and teases 
you. And you're right in your ret- 
icence. Daydreams are private mat- 
ters, and everybody ought to cultivate 
a few private matters. (People who 
have none at all are shallow and very, 
very dull!) 

Besides, daydreams exposed to 
public gaze usually shrink and seem 


fy 
£ a 
A Drawing by Mary Horton 
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silly, and you don’t like to have them 
seem silly. For in the privacy of your 
own mind they were very glamorous 
indeed—and sometimes they seemed 
almost possible. 

That’s exactly how they should 
seem. What’s more, they are possible. 
Not exactly as you dream them, per- 
haps, but fundamentally, in their 
main outlines. They are the first shape 
that ambitions take, and you won’t 
get far without some ambitions (if 
you start at all). It’s a great mistake 
to let anyone laugh you out of your 
daydreams, or even know about them. 
For only very unimaginative people 
do no dreaming, and daydreams can 
come true, if you make them. 

But you may say: “I’m just an ordi- 
nary girl, and I dream the most ex- 
traordinary things! I’m wonderful in 
my dreams. I do marvelous things 
that I couldn’t possibly do in real life. 
And everyone admires me, which 
certainly isn’t a fact. There’s nothing 
very special about me actually.” 

But you wouldn’t even dream about 
being a great scientist, or a famous 
fashion executive, or an extra-suc- 
cessful wife unless you had some 
latent abilities along those lines, wait- 
ing to be developed. These dreams 
don’t grow out of conceit a need 


to flatter your ego. You may fear that 
they do, and you may even be told 
that they do. But the truth is that they 
are sparks in your mind, and it’s 
important to keep them alive. Well 
tended, they may start a flame burn- 
ing that will set you apart as a very 
special person. In any case, the one 
thing that will make you common- 
place is to let them go out. 

Daydreaming isn’t enough, of 
course. It’s only the start. You have 
to think about the dreams and decide 
which are the most worth while and 
which sparks burn the brightest. You 
can’t flit indefinitely from one to an- 
other with no thread of connection 
between them. You have to choose a 
few in which you play a reasonably 
consistent role, and then you have to 
work on them. It takes a lot of work, 
too—sometimes a good many years— 
to turn a daydream into a reality. But 
it can be done, and nothing is more 
satisfying or more fun. 

The important thing is not to let 
the best dreams fade. A great many 
girls feel that all their dreams are 
silly, and a great many more think 
theirs are sufficient. Neither idea has 
ever been held by any woman who 
accomplished much. Such women 
have seen (Continued on page 252) 
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BEAUTY ADVISOR 


\ “TENDER YOUNG SKIN 
NEEDS EXTRA-SOFTENING ON 
BLUSTERY DAYS...” 













AW, Y 
MARY. ANN — 
NOTHING TO CRY 













SCRAMBLE IN, 
CHILDREN. I’LL DRIVE YOU 
_HOME.. « GRACIOUS, 
MARY ANN, YOU'RE 4 
ALL WET! 






OH, THE POOR CHILD — HER 
SKIN’S SO CHAPPED — Z 
WHAT SHALL | USE ? 
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THIS HINDS CREAM 
FEELS GOOD, MUMMY... } 
{ LIKE IT 












HONEY IS 
A BEAUTY 
ADVISOR. 
SHE KNOWS 
WHY HINDS 
MAKES 

















YOUR HINDS 
HONEY AND 
ALMOND CREAM 
SUE... HINDS 

















SOOTHES CHAPPED SKIN 
WIND-CHAPPED 8 FEEL SOFTER 
SKIN FAST 
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YES... 


CHAPPED HANDS 


FEEL SMOOTHER! 





Corp., Bloomfield, N. J. 


HINDS HONEY AND ALMOND 
CREAM IS EXTRA-CREAMY— 
EXTRA-SOFTENING TO CHAPPED 
HANDS. IT COAXES BACK 
THE SOFTNESS THAT. 














HindsHoneyand Almond 


Sb eamele mane REA ae 
steam heat, hard water, AN D HOUSE WORK 


and dust take away. 10¢, 
25¢, 50¢, $1 sizes. 


TAKE AWAY ! 


More Hinds Honey and Almond 
Cream for the money than ever 
before! Nearly 20% more in 
Hinds Bonus Bottle! A gift— 
when you buy Hinds medium 
size. 
size, where you bought it, if 


Money back on medium 


Hinds doesn’t make your 
chapped hands feel smoother. 
At all toilet goods counters. 


92 EVERY product guaranteed 
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Under One Roof 


(Continued from page 39) 

Bill gazed at her thoughtfully. “Well,” 
he said, “she isn’t a blonde. But she has 
points. Eyewinkers, for instance. She’s got 
a handsome set of eyewinkers.” 

“You fools,” Margot said amiably, “give 
the poor child a chance to look us over.” 
She slipped her arm through Vale’s and 
walked with her across the big, bezutiful 
room. “Over here by the fire is Uncle 
Kirk, who is chafing to meet you. He is 
not deaf, and he is never nearsighted 
about pretty girls. Go right to work on 
him, my dear.” 

The old man, his thin shoulders covered 
with a shawl, his legs with a steamer rug, 
did not rise. His seamed mouth stretched 
in a smile as he held out a slightly palsied 
hand. It lay in Vale’s as thin and dry and 
lifeless as a chip. But his eyes were bright 
and alert. 

“Pretty,” he said in a pleased tone. 

“Thank you, Mr. Lorry,” Vale said, 
blushing. “It’s so nice of you to let me 
come.” 

He uttered a dry little chuckle. “Always 
room for one more,” he said. Then sud- 
denly: “You look—expensive. Ward was 
always one for luxuries.” 

She drew back, stunned, but Margot 
laughed. 

“None of that, you old Silas Marner,” 
she said, tucking his shawl around his 
shoulders. “Mind your manners, sir.” Her 
tone changed to a note of warm concern. 
“Shall I send Karl to help you upstairs 
now, darling? Or will you dine down here 
with us?” 

He shook his head. “Too noisy here.” He 
chuckled, looking at Vale. “They don’t 
fool me any. They don’t want me down 
here to dinner, but they always go through 
the motions.” 

“Do you want,” interrupted Margot 
serenely, “to be put to bed without any 
supper and without an evening paper? 
Just one more of those fancy remarks of 
yours, my pet—” 

“Didn’t mean it. Just joking, Margot.” 
He looked up at Margot delightedly. 
“She’s a good girl,” he told Vale, “but she 
backs proper respect for the aged and in- 

rm ”? 


“Infirm, nonsense,” scoffed Margot. She 
pushed a button in the wall. “You're as 
sound as a bell.” A short blond man ap- 
peared. “Karl, Mr. Lorry wishes to go 
up now. He will have dinner in his room 
... Vale, say good-night to Uncle Kirk 
and come with me. Before I show you to 
your room I want you to see my young, 
who are simply goggle-eyed with curiosity 
rom , what Uncle Ward has brought 

ome.’ 


HE children, two little boys, were in 

bed. They were shy, sweet, roguish— 
and, with their thick unruly hair and 
flecked brown eyes, unmistakable Lorrys. 
Vale, looking at them, felt a queer catch 
in her heart. 

From the children’s room Margot led 
2 down a long hall and opened another 

oor. 

“These are Bill’s and Sharon’s quarters. 
Sharon isn’t home from the city yet, but 
I think Frances—their sixteen-year-old 
daughter, you know—is here.” 

A slim young girl, sitting in a window 
seat, slid a leg out from under her and 
stood up. She had a book in her hand, and 
she kept a finger between the pages as 
she came forward. She was smiling at 
Vale as she held out her hand, but it was, 
Vale thought, a rather tight little smile 
of politeness only. The candid young eyes 
held something cool and hostile. 

“This is Frances,’ Margot said, “only 
child of Bill and Sharon.” 

Vale said, “I have never seen so many 






































Every woman is a law unto herself 
—women’s sanitary needs differ on 
different days and what’s best for 
another woman isn’t necessarily 
right for you. But only you can 
tell which type or combination 
meets YOUR needs best...each day! 


So Kotex’ offers All 4° types © 
of sanitary protection— 
Regular Kotex* Sanitary Napkins —in the 


familiar blue box. 


Junior Kotex*— in the green box. Some- 
what narrower than Regular, for days when 
less protection is needed. 


Super Kotex*— in the brown box. No longer 
or wider than Regular, yet its extra absor- 
bency provides extra protection. 


Fibs,* the Kotex Tampon — the new invisible 
protection that’s worn internally; requires no 
pins or belt. Only Fibs are Quilted for greater 
safety — greater ease of insertion — greater 
comfort in use. Recommended for the final 
days, particularly. 


All types of Kotex Napkins have 
these patented Kotex features 


KOTEX FITS — 
Kotex has flat Tapered Ends*— that’s why 
Kotex fits . .. gives protection without 


bulk—without showing. 
(*U, 8. Patent No. 1,857,854) 


ABSORBS MORE — 


Kotex has a special Center Strip* that 


guards against spotting. 
(*U. S. Patent No. 1,863,333) 


’ STAYS WONDERSOFT! 
Kotex has Wondersoft Edges* cushioned 


in cotton to prevent chafing. 
(#U. S. Patent No. 1,946,626) 






Tate Ma Wowkl \e__ Kotex IS MADE FOR YOU! 
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GO TO SLEEP, MARY 
THAT PHONE WON’T RING TONIGHT 


No dates for the girl with 
Wise girls make sure of charm— with MUM 


O ONE called her yesterday—surely 

Some one will tonight! And yet in 

her heart Mary fears that ‘phone won't 
ring... tonight, or tomorrow either. 

For Mary can’t help noticing that the 
men she knows neglect her lately. She 
never thinks, of course, that she has 
grown careless—guilty of underarm odor. 
She forgets that 2” spite of her bath, un- 
derarms always need Mum! 

A bath can only care for past perspi- 
ration—but Mum prevents odor to come. 
Hours after your bath has faded Mum 
keeps underarms sweet, your popularity 
safe. More women use Mum than any 





underarm odor . 


other deodorant—it’s so easy to use, so 
safe, so utterly dependable. 


MUM IS SAFE! Mum has the American 
Institute of Laundering Seal to tell you 
it's harmless to clothing. And even after 
underarm shaving, notice how Mum ac- 
tually soothes the skin. 


% 


MUM IS QUICK! In thirty seconds you're 
through. Yet this fragrant cream protects 
all day. 


MUM IS SURE! Without stopping perspi- 
ration, Mum prevents odor. Get Mum 
at any druggist’s today. Give underarms 
daily care and be truly lovely, attractive. 





| ...BUT NO BATH CAN KEEP |; 
f UNDERARMS FRESH ALL |) 

H EVENING. I'LLLEND YOU | | 
2) MY MUM ger vt 














BILL'S 





On Sanitary Napkins 
Avoid danger of embar- 
rassment! Thousands of 
women use Mum for san- 
itary napkins because 
Mu in 4s &eé ntle, safe! 


94 EVERY product 


BE SURE OF YOUR CHARM— USE MUM! 
70 heeseire 
THIS 1S THE FIRST TIME 


I'M GLAD | BORROWED 
JANE'S MUM 
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ASKED ME HOME- 









TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 


guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 











ee good-looking people in one fam- 
y. 
“You're good-looking, too,” the girl 
said. “And Vale is a lovely name.” She 
turned away rather abruptly. | 

Margot lingered a second. “Good book, 
Frances?” she queried lightly. 

The girl flushed. “Very. It’s a detective 
story, and Im in the most exciting part. 
I'd like to finish it before dinner.” 

“Dinner will be in about a half hour,” 
Margot said. “And now, Vale, on to the— 
guest room.” 

Here was another pleasant suite. After 
Margot left her there, Vale stood for a 
long minute, thinking. “On,” Margot had 
said, with an almost imperceptible pause, 


'“to the guest room.” Vale filled in the 
|pause with words of her own: “On, in 


other words, to your room and Ward’s— 
if you are fool enough to marry him and 


‘come here to live.” 


Was that what Margot had meant? And 
the old man, his little eyes appraising 
her clothes. “Expensive.” His frugal brain 
counting the pennies her food would cost. 
That pretty child, Frances, thinking of a 
budget which did not include half so 
many new dresses as other girls get, 
thinking that now it might shrink even 
IMOre)s < . > 

She heard laughter downstairs, hearty, 
friendly laughter. A new voice, with a 
fascinating huskiness in it, called out, 
“Where’s my child?” and Vale heard the 
rush of Frances’ feet down the hall and 
her voice saying: 

“Hello, Mother. Have you seen Ward’s 
Vale? She’s a menace, she’s so pretty.” 

Vale’s spirits were uplifted. A little song 
hummed on her lips as she dressed. 


Bu reached a hand up to her as she 
came down the stairs. “Come and meet 
my wife. Sharon, look what Ward has 
landed all by himself!” 

Vale looked down into the new face, 
smiling up at her from a corner of the 
sofa. It was a striking face, with high 
cheekbones and deep, restless black eyes. 
But it was Sharon’s hair that was so 
startling. Her hair was snow-white, a 
close-cropped, beautifully groomed silver 
cap that made her brilliant eyes and her 
young colorful mouth a violent denial. 

She was saying in her queer, thrilling 
voice: “Hello, Vale. Ward said you were 
a knockout, and he was right. Sit down. 
I’m one of the family breadwinners, and 
I’m too tired to rise and be polite.” She 
moved to make room beside her. 

“What do you do, Sharon?” Vale asked. 

“She is employed,” Bill answered, “in 
the pernicious-anemia department of a 
magazine devoted to the care and feeding 
of the young.” 

“He means,” explained Sharon to Vale’s 
bewildered look, “the circulation depart- 
ment. Just now it’s very weak indeed, and 
we're working like mad to revive it.” She 
broke off restlessly and changed the sub- © 
ject, as if it irked her. “Frances,” she 
called to her daughter who sat across the 
room, her head still bent over her book, 
“IT hope that absorbing opus is improving 
your mind.” 

“Oh,” Frances said, looking up in quick 
response to the hint of reproof in her 
mother’s tone, “I’m sorry, Mother.” She 
smiled. “It’s all Dad’s fault. I’m reading 
it for him.” - 

Bill grinned. “The author himself gave 
it to me, and he wants to know what I 
think of it. But he writes about forty 
mystery stories a year, and except for 
the names of the characters they are all 
the same. The formula is so familiar that 
I honestly believe I could write one my- 
self.” 

_ “Why don’t you?” Sharon said. “You’re 
around the house all day.” 

Vale felt a sudden inner wincing. Ten- 


4 
sion, as brief as a caught breath, held the 
room taut. Bill broke it immediately with 
his gay, easy laugh. 

‘My job as assistant to the house- 
keeper—” he made a small bow toward 
Margot—‘“occupies all my time. She con- 
stantly forgets to order things, and I keep 
running back and forth to the village all 
day. Anyway, Vale, I don’t think I’m the 
literary type, do you?” 

“WMystery-story writers don’t have to 
be, do they?” 

“I bet you could write one, Dad,” 
Frances said. “And I could help you. I 
know the formula, too.” 

Douglas said, “As a poor deluded reader, 
I'd like to know this recipe.” 

“It’s quite simple,” Bill said airily. 
“First, you choose a suitable victim.” 

“A cantankerous old uncle,’ Frances 
said, and instantly bit her lip, her cheeks 
pink with embarrassment. 


HARON said, sharply, 

you're being funny—” 

“Mother,” the girl said, shocked, 
know I didn’t mean—” 

“Uncle Kirk?” said Bill easily, his tone 
amused. He shook his head. “He’s not 
the type. He’s not nearly cantankerous 
enough. The victim, you see, has to be a 
thoroughly unsympathetic character. This 
rule has been established as a means of 
sparing the reader’s emotions, leaving him 
free for cool deduction. Am I right, 
Frances?” 

“Perfectly. What’s next?” 

“Motive,” Bill said promptly. 

“That, of course,” Sharon said, “would 
be money.” 

“Certainly. And the victim has changed 
his will, leaving the murderer out of it. 
Murderer destroys both new will and vic- 
tim before the new will can be signed in 
the presence of witnesses.” 

“Marvelous, Dad,” cried Frances. “And 
absolutely everybody is suspected.” 

“Especially,” Bill agreed, “all the nicest 
characters in the story. They wouldn’t 
hurt a flea, and yet against them are all 
sorts of sure-fire clues.” 

“The cigarette butt,” Douglas suggested. 

“The poisoned dregs in the highball 
glass,” Margot offered. 

“The missing cuff link,’ contributed 
Vale. 

“Bloodstains on the hero’s trousers,” 
Bill said, warming to his theme. “And 
where was the heroine on the night of 
June 18 at midnight? Why was she not 
in her room?” 

“But the hero,” Ward said suspiciously, 
“was the last person seen with the old 
curmudgeon on the night of the murder.” 

“Servants heard them quarreling—” 

“Dinner is served, sir.” A stout woman 
in uniform stood in the doorway. 

Everyone laughed. 

“Betsy,” Bill said, rising, “you have in- 
terrupted just in time to establish sus- 
pense. We will have to track the villain 
down during dinner. Vale, by right of my 
seniority I claim your hand upon my 
arm.” 

There came a sudden banging from 
overhead. 

“That’s Mr. Lorry wanting something,” 
Betsy said nervously. “And Karl has gone 
to the village—” 

‘T1l go up,” Bill said. “I won’t be a 
minute.” 

“Meanwhile,” Margot said, “Tll go up 
and put an extra cover over Timmy.” 

She followed Bill up the stairs. Vale 
turned to Ward, opened her mouth to say 
something to him, closed it again. Sharon 
stood in a queer, rigid silence, her eyes 
turned to the stairs. Douglas looked at her 
curiously and said, “Have you heard about 
the two Irishmen who—” He told a mild 
little, ancient story. 

With a part of her mind Vale followed it. 
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But she was aware of Sharon, too, who | 
obviously had not heard a word. Suddenly ~ 
Sharon drew a quick sharp breath and 
held it, her eyes on the stairs. 

Margot was coming down. She was smil- 
ing. She came across the room with her 
head high. There was lyric grace in the 
motion of her long, lovely body. Again 
Vale was struck by Margot’s vital beauty. 

And then, with a sudden frozen feeling 
about her heart, she thought she saw 
something else. It became abruptly clear 
to her that Margot had run a swift comb 
‘through her heavy bronze hair. Margot 
had retouched her lips with rouge. And 
in her eyes was that dreamy veiled look 
of a woman who has just been kissed. 

Vale’s knees felt weak. It couldn’t be, 
she cried inside her shocked brain. It 
must not be. Yet there were inescapable 
realities. Bill, chafing in enforced idleness, 
and this exquisite woman were together 
in this big house all day. Bill’s wife was 
away all day. So was Douglas. 

A furious rush of hatred for that un- 
wittingly mischievous old man swept up 
in Vale. He refused them, with the part 
of him that hated to see actual money 
leave his hand, any part of the money 
that was to be theirs. And he rationalized 
his miserliness by giving them “a home,” 
which gave him atso their companionship 
and their slavish devotion to his every 
little need and whim. He held them 
trapped under one roof, the delicate fabric 
of their marriages exposed to the acid of 
unspoken discontent. 

“Shall we go in to dinner?” Bill’s voice 
startled her. She looked up into his smil- 
ing, candid eyes. “Uncle Kirk,” he said, 
“commands the opening of a bottle of his 
rarest port, just for you. So, you see, you 
have conquered in the high places.” 

She said quickly, “How sweet of him!” 

Bill grinned. “We are not to drink it 
all. He wants a glass for a nightcap!” 


Wie: felt a surge of remorse for her 
thoughts. Later, listening to the cheer- 
ful witty banter of these charming people 
at dinner, she rejected her suspicions 
altogether. Contrite, she met Ward’s im- 
ploring eyes with such loving tenderness 
that his face went suddenly pale with the 
intensity of the hope burning within him. 

They drank their coffee in the living 
room. Vale, sitting beside Ward on the 
sofa and frankly holding hands with him, 
felt relaxed and happy. The Lorrys were 
the kind of people who in an hour made 
eo feel you had known them all your 

e. : 

Sharon asked presently, “Where is 
Frances?” 

“Dressing for the high-school dance,” 
Bill said. He got up and felt in his pockets. 
“Where is my amber cigarette holder? I 
like its pungent dregs for my nightcap 
smoke.” 

“Why,” interrupted Sharon, her lips 
tight, “was I not told about Frances’ going © 
to the high-school dance?” 

Bill’s blandness deserted him. “Well,” 
he said uneasily, “we felt that her elegant 
young escort might not exactly meet with 
your approval, though I can’t see why not. 
He’s a nice enough lad—” 

“Chuck French, I suppose.” Sharon 
turned to Margot. “You know how I 
feel—” She stopped, caught her breath, 
her eyes on the stairs. 

Her daughter, a slim spring flower, 
stood there. Her blue eyes were shining, 
her cheeks were bright red from inner 
excitement, her young mouth touched 
with lip rouge. A pale rose taffeta dress 
left bare her arms and throat and billowed 
out from her waist to her silver-slippered 
feet. She wore a silver fillet across the top 
of her shining head. 

Her eyes were fixed in frightened appeal 
upon her mother. 
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Wrap Star Ham in one ofits paper wrap- 
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“pjéase don’t scold, Mother,” she said, 
with a silken rush to her mother’s side. 
“Chuck is really the nicest boy in school. 
And everybody’s going, and I—” 

“You had to go with someone. I know.” 
Sharon sighed, but she smiled. “You win. 
There’s the bell. I think your swain is 
here.” 

When the door had closed behind 
Frances, Sharon leaped up restlessly. “Tm 
sorry. I’m not a snob,” she said. “But—it 
makes me wild—her going about with the 
untutored natives. That boy’s father is a 
grocer—” 

“Tut,” Douglas said. “Don’t forget that 
Grandfather Lorry left us $750,000 that 
was made by cans of soup.” 

“Left it to us,” Sharon said, with no 
particular emphasis, “when, and if, Uncle 
Kirk surrenders.” 

“Sharon—” 

Bill’s tone was sharp. Vale felt a queer 
chill around her heart. But Douglas 
laughed amiably. 

“Uncle Kirk is a monument—as im- 
mortal as an obelisk,” he said. 

“Uncle Kirk is a lamb,” Margot said. 
She rose. “Vale, if you will excuse me, I 
think I'll go up and write letters.” 

“And I,” Douglas said gravely, “have 
some knitting to do.” 

“T have to do some homework,” Sharon 
said. “Bill, you can help me with it.” 

“You are all,” Ward said, “merciful 
liars. You think Vale and I want to be 
alone together. And so we do. Good- 
night.” 


fee made love to each other, Vale 
and Ward, seated on the sofa, in the 
manner of lovers since the beginning of 
time. But she would not let him utter the 
question aching in his heart. She could 
not answer it. Long after he had said 
good-night to her and she was in bed, 
she lay awake, her mind churning with 
bewildering impressions she could not 
label false or true. 

She must have slept at last. She could 
not tell how long because it was not quite 
daylight when she awakened. Something 
—-some sound—must have wakened her 
because she came abruptly upright, ears 
strained for a repetition of the sound. 

It came, a high-pitched outcry, half 
sob, half terrified exclamation. There 
sounded then the rumble of men’s voices, 
the opening and closing of doors, and the 
thud of hurrying feet. Someone knocked 
on her door. She arose quickly, put on 
dressing gown and slippers. Ward was at 
her sitting-room door. He was a sickly, 
grayish white. 

“Ward, what’s the matter?” 

He drew her out into the hall. “Uncle 
Kirk,” he said. “He—he seems to have 
died in his sleep.” 

“Oh, Ward—how dreadful!” 

He nodded. “Yes.” He looked at her 
strangely, wet his lips with the tip of his 
tongue. “It’s pretty dreadful. Because it 
looks, Vale, as if—as if someone—as if he 
hadn’t died a natural death...” 

The beautiful old room, brightly lighted, 
was dreary and cold. When Vale went 
into it, she saw Bill bending to light the 
logs in the fireplace. Sharon sat huddled 
in a corner of the sofa, her face as white 
as her amazing hair. Douglas, looking 
queerly denuded without his spectacles, 
stood near her, his teeth gripping a pipe. 

Margot alone seemed to be in command 
of herself. Her hair was neatly brushed. 
A pale blue velvet dressing gown covered 
her from throat to heels. She sat easily in 
a straight chair, her hands lightly clasped 
in her lap. 

Sharon shattered the waiting silence. 
“We're all here,” she said, her husky voice 
harsh. “All but Frances. She is still sleep- 
ing, but I could wake her if you have any 
suspicions that—” 



















2.1 bumped into Auntie at the gro- 
cery booth and got her Egg Salad Recipe. 
‘Don’t forget,’ said Auntie, ‘my recipe says 
Knox...plain 100% Knox Gelatine, not 
factory-flavored gelatine desserts. They’re 
85% sugar and too sweet for my salads.’ ” 


3.‘‘Now Tom says any salads tangy as 
my Knox Gelatine masterpieces must be a 
lot of work. Actually, this Egg Salad is 
lightning-fast. These Knox ‘Quickie’ 
recipes and plain Knox Gelatine make 
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“Il tell you, Sue, you’ve got to keep on 
your toes to keep your husband 
happy. Take Tom. He’d just lap up 
food at his mother’s...and pick at 
meals at home. His mother and aunts 
are crackerjack cooks...but 
even so, I began to wonder? 


1.Imagine my surprise when I heard 
Tom asking for seconds on his aunt’s jel- 
lied salad at the annual bazaar. After the 
nibbling Tom does on my salads, I vowed 
to drag the secret out of Auntie? 
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“Sharon,” Douglas said curtly, “con- 
trol yourself.” He looked into the bowl of 
his pipe thoughtfully. “I know you think 
it's absurd to suppose that Uncle Kirk 
did not die—naturally. But there are cer- 
tain signs—” 

“What signs?” asked Vale. 

“For your benefit,” Douglas said, “I’d 
better start from the beginning. With 
Karl’s story. It seems Uncle Kirk made 
some sort of queer sound, and Karl, who 
occupies the room adjoining, called to 
him. When he got no answer, he decided 
that the old man was talking in his sleep. 
Unfortunately Karl went back to sleep 
again. He did that, the stupid fool, in spite 
of the fact that he heard a door opening 
and closing. Later on he woke up, re- 
membered Uncle Kirk’s having cried out 
in his sleep, and this time he got up. He 
lit the light and went into the old man’s 
room.” Douglas paused. “He saw at once,” 
the strained voice went on, “that Uncle 
Kirk was dead. And then he saw blood— 
a great deal of blood—on the front of 
the old man’s pajamas. Over—over the 
heart.” 

“But he could have had a hemorrhage,” 
cried Sharon impatiently. “Oh, why don’t 
you put off this ghastly dramatic scene 
until the doctor has examined him?” 

“T’ve sent for the doctor. He’ll be here 
in a little while. Meanwhile, Bill and Ward 
and I examined him as best we could our- 
selves. We—we are agreed that—that it 
looks queer.” 

“Did—did you find a wound?” queried 
Vale, sick with horror. 

Douglas winced, shook his head. “No,” 
he said. “The—the blood was sort of— 
OL 

Bill said, harshly, “We thought we’d 
better not touch him much until the doc- 
tor examined him.” 

Margot made a restless gesture with 
her shoulders. “It’s ridiculous,” she said 
firmly. “There is no one who’d do such a 
thing.” 

Sharon looked at her. “I suppose not. 
As Bill said last night in his eloquent 
summary of the mystery-story formula, 
Uncle Kirk was not a suitable victim. We 
were all fond of him—and yet—” 

“And yet what?” demanded Bill. 

“Oh, stop hedging about the facts,” 
Sharon said, impatiently. “If it’s true that 
he was—that he was killed by someone, 
that someone must be one of us.” She 
got up and took a restless step forward 
and back again. “We can eliminate Karl 
and Betsy. They had nothing to gain. But 
we—we had everything. Why don’t we 
question—” 


oe stopped. Karl was entering the 
room, his arms full of logs for the fire. 
He laid them in the wicker rack, straight- 
ened, put his hand into his pocket, took 
something from it and laid it into Douglas’ 
hand. 

“Just now,” he said woodenly, “I found 
this under Mr. Lorry’s bed.” With no 
further word he hurried from the room. 

“Open your hand, Doug,” Bill said. 

Douglas, his face a greenish hue, shook 
his head. “It doesn’t mean a thing. It’s 
silly even to—” he broke off and strode 
quickly toward the fire. 

Bill leaped forward and seized his arm. 
Douglas flung him off, but Ward seized 
his wrist in a tight grip. 

“All right, you fools,’ Douglas said, “it’s 
this,” and he held out his open palm. In 
it lay Bill’s amber cigarette holder. 

Bill stared, his mouth sagging open. 
Then slowly he raised his eyes to Douglas’ 
wretched face. 

“Why, you—you sap—you’d have pro- 
tected—” Bill choked a little. He managed 
a laugh. “Listen. I can explain that. I 
played cribbage with the old man for 
over an hour last night. He sent Karl for 
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me. Said he was restless, didn’t feel very 
well. I poured out a glass of port for him 
and left him about eleven. I missed that 
darned thing when I got back into my 
room, but I didn’t go back for it.” 

“Beg pardon, Mr. Lorry.” 

They jerked about nervously to see 
Betsy, her eyes red with weeping, stand- 
ing in the doorway..Her sparse grayish 
hair was in curl papers, but she was fully 
dressed. She twisted the hem of her apron 
with tense red fingers. 

“Karl says I got to tell you something,” 
she said. 

“Yes, Betsy.” 

Her eyes welled up with tears. “I think,” 
she said, “the old gentleman just—just 
died. But Karl says—he says it looks like 
he was—” She could not pronounce the 
word. She stumbled on: “Anyway, he 
says, I ought to tell you I saw Mrs. Bill 
Lorry opening and closing the door into 
his room. I know as well as you do it don’t 
mean anything—” 

“Of course it doesn’t, Betsy,” Margot 
said, smiling at her gently. “Thank you. 
You may go now.” 


HEN she had gone, Douglas said 
pleasantly, “You must have been up 
late last night, too, Sharon.” 

She regarded him coldly. “You explain 
the blood on the sleeve of your dressing 
gown, Sherlock Holmes,” she said with 
ghastly flippancy, “and I will tell you why 
I was in Uncle Kirk’s room last night.” 

Startled, Vale’s eyes followed the swift 
darting of every glance in the room to 
Douglas’ arm. A half dozen darkish spots 
showed on the cuff of his sleeve. He 
looked down at them dully, silent. 

Margot fixed a stern gaze upon Sharon 
and said: “I know all about that blood. 
I was changing a collar on one of his 
shirts. I ripped it off with a razor blade, 
and I cut myself, and my finger bled. Doug 
bandaged it for me and got some of the 
blood on his dressing gown. Look.” 

She held up her hand. Her right fore- 
finger wore a small neat bandage around 
the tip. 

Douglas moved his shoulders restlessly. 
“Damn it,” he said, “we can’t go on bait- 
ing each other like this. Let’s bring things 
out into the open. Let’s start with the one 
of us who had the strongest motive.” 

“That,” said Sharon calmly, “would be 
me.” 

“Sharon,” cried Bill sharply, “you don’t 
know what you’re saying.” 

“Oh, yes, I do.” She uttered a short 
laugh. “We don’t have to be polite any 
more, you know, because now we won’t 
have to live together any more. We’ve had 
our tongues curbed long enough. We’ve 
shut our eyes to all the realities of an 
intolerable situation. We did a good job— 
but not quite good enough.” She lifted 
her silvery head and looked straight at 
Margot. “Our release, perhaps, has come 
too late to save us.” 

Margot said, her face suddenly paler 
than ever, “Explain that.” 

Sharon shrugged. “I needn’t—to you. 
Douglas may not know—but Bill does. 
And I do. Bill—the poor weak fool—” Her 
voice broke on an angry sob. 

Bill went to her and shook her by the 
shoulder. “Stop it. You’re hysterical.” 

“I won’t stop it,” Sharon cried. “You and 
Margot—you’re in love with each other. 
Last night you kissed her. I didn’t see you 
do it, but I—I knew the way any wife 
knows a thing like that. And I know it 
wasn’t the first time.” 

Bill straightened, miserable eyes on 
Douglas’ face. Douglas took a step for- 
ward, his hands clenched. 

“Oh, for God’s sake,” cried Ward, step- 
ping between the two men. “Stop being 
such fools. Sharon is off her head. Bill, 
say something.” 







@ Don’t waste a minute pulling and tugging at old- 
type corset closings. Insist on a good long TaLon 
slide fastener in every foundation you buy! For 
the longer TALON fastener saves you not only time 
and effort but also prolongs the life and preserves 
the shape of the garment itself...It lies flat as 
paper... And it works perfectly —always! 
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“TAKE A SECOND LOOK” WHEN YOU BUY CORSETS 
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Itis important to‘'take asecond look” for the name““TALON”’ 
on slide fasteners. For the TaLon corset fastener is rein- 
forced by a patented method—it’s the only slide fastener 


ever made that stands the strain of corset use. 


Remember —Taton, Inc., makes a different kind of slide 
fastener for every different wearing problem. The name 
“TaLon’’is your assurance of a slide fastener made to give 


perfect service on the specific article you are buying. 


BE SURE THE NAME “TALON” IS ON THE SLIDE FASTENER 
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THOUSANDS 


NOW “ALKALIZE”’ 
WHILE THEY SLEEP 


If You Over-indulge take ' PHILLIPS’”’ 
at Bedtime to wake up with a smile 
—no sign of acid stomach 





NEXT TIME you eat too much — 
smoke too much — or drink unwisely — 
do as thousands now do to wake up feel- 
ing like a million — that is, alkalize while 
you sleep. 

What you do is take 2 tablespoonfuls 
of Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia in a glass of 
water — AT BEDTIME. 

While you sleep, this wonderful alka- 
lizer will be sweetening your stomach... 
easing the upset-feeling and nausea... 
helping to bring back a “‘normal” feeling. 
By morning ee feel like a new person. 






Then — when you wake — take two 
more tablespoonfuls of Phillips’ Milk of 
Magnesia with the juice of a whole orange. 

Try this way. See how clear your head 
feels next day. Notice the absence of 
dullness and “depression”’ due to excess 
stomach acidity. 

But — when you buy, make sure you 
get the Real Article — now either in 
liquid or handy tablets. Never ask for 
“milk of magnesia’ alone — always ask 
for “Phillips’ ” Milk of Magnesia — the 
kind many doctors endorse, 


PHILLIPS’ 


MILK OF 
MAGNESIA 
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“Let me,” Margot said, “Bill did kiss 
me last night, Doug. And it’s true—it 
wasn’t the first time. But that was—all. 
There was never more than that.” 

“Never,” Bill said. He pushed his hair 
back bewilderedly. “I don’t know why it 
happened. Neither does Margot. It was 
just one of those things—propinquity—or 
something.” 

“But,” demanded Douglas, his lips stiff, 

“you're in love with my wife? She is in 
love with you?” 

“Why—why, no,” Bill said. He spoke 
wonderingly, with the air of a man who 
has just stumbled upon a strange truth. 
“No. I’m not in love with Margot. She 
isn’t in love with me. Of course not.” 

“Doug—Sharon,” Margot said quickly. 
“You must believe us. We—oh, it was 
just silly. We were bored—oppressed by 
—by our own frantic hope of—of—well, 
getting out of this. We’ve pretended, all 
of us, that we were happy this way. But 
we weren't.” Her voice fell to a whisper. 
“Uncle Kirk has done the one thing he 
could do—the only thing—to bring all the 
truth to the surface.” 

“All the truth,” put in Sharon, with a 
bitterness that went far deeper than her 
familiar brittle irony, “except who, if 
anybody, might have killed Uncle Kirk.” 


PoueLas snapped at her, “Don’t for- 
get, Sharon, you have not yet told us 
what you were doing at his door last night 
—at three in the morning, to be exact. 
Only a few minutes after he died.” 

She looked at him scornfully. “T had 
just let Frances into the house. I had 
smelled liquor on her breath. She swore 
she had had only a glass of beer, but I 
lost my head completely, I think, because 
after I’d seen to it that she was in bed I 
went down the hall to his room. I was 
going to force him somehow to give up 
some of the money I need to educate her 
—take her away from this atmosphere. 
But when I opened the door, and saw 
that the room was dark and thought he 
must be asleep, my sanity came back. 
I knew that that was no hour to try to 
persuade him. I knew that to wake him 
and talk to him in the mood I was in 
would have been cruel. So—I closed the 
door and went back to bed.” 

“That,” Douglas said, his hurt pride 
discoloring his usual fair judgment, 
“sounds good to us, but will it impress an 
outsider—in case an outsider does some 
questioning?” 

Ward snapped at him: “Don’t be a fool. 
This is no business for the police. We 
can settle this ourselves.” __ 

Bill said suddenly: “Let’s go back to 
motives. Take mine, for example. I had 
a chance—Doug knows about it—to buy 
a partnership in an advertising agency. 
It seemed silly that a man could have a 
quarter of a million dollars locked up 
in the future and not be able to get at it. 
It seemed so utterly grisly that only death 
could unlock the cash box. But, of course, 
there was one key to it—if a man had 
nerve enough to use it. So II did use 
it. I went in there last night and killed 
Uncle Kirk. 

Sharon laughed. In the cond: was the 
first note of tenderness that had been 
there throughout this past horrible hour. 

She said: “You childish liar. You’re 
saying that because you think I did it. 
Well, I didn’t. What I told you was the 
truth.” 

Vale said suddenly, “Please.” They 
jerked to attention at the refreshing 
clarity and force i in the new voice. “Can’t 
you see,” she said, “that none of you could 
possibly have done it?” She leaned for- 
ward, her eyes on Ward’s. “You've all,” 
she said, “forgotten the formula.” 

“Formula?” Ward murmured wonder- 


ingly. 


Dr. Scholls NEW Miracle 





Relief For Your Feet ! 





So Comfortable! So Easy To Use! Stops Shoe 


Friction and Pressure — Instantly Relieves 


CORNS 


CALLOUSES, BUNIONS, SORE TOES, FOOT IRRITATIONS 


Here it is—the new scientific marvel in foot relief that 
everybody is talking about—New Super-Soft Dr. Scholl’s 
Zino-pads! Entirely different indesign, shapeand texture! 


Now, in one minute—just that quick—you'll have safe, sure 
relief from painful corns, callouses, bunions, Dy 
sore toes, tender joints and other foot irrita- ¥ 
tions caused by shoe friction and pressure. 
Put these amazingly effective Pads on any part of 
your feet or toes wherever new or tight shoes hurt 
and you'll suffer no more discomfort, as well as pre- 
vent corns, blisters and other ugly foot blemishes. 


NEW SEAL-TIP SCALLOPED EDGE molds and seals Pad to 
toe or foot with skin-smooth fit—won’t “‘creep” or 
stick to stocking. Made with water-repelling adhe- 
sive—don’t come off in the bath. Patented. 
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HEN “WE Scholls 
Zino-pads 





CLINIC AND LABORATORY TESTED—Tests made by a well-known Foot 
Clinic prove New Sxper-Soft Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads are vastly 
more soothing, cushioning and protective. Tests conducted by a 
leading Laboratory show New Super-Soft Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads 
are 630% softer, 780% more resilient and flexible! 


MADE OF DOWNY KUROTEX — a new development by this world- 
famous Foot Authority. These dainty Pads of fleecy fibers lift 
shoe pressure off the sensitive spot almost like magic! 


REMOVE CORNS, CALLOUSES—Included in each box of New Super- 
Soft Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads for Corns are Separate Graduated 
Medications for quickly, gently removing any size 
corns. Separate Medications are also includedineach | «~ | 
box for callouses. { ’ 


MORE ECONOMICAL! Increased quantities in all sizes 
at NO EXTRA COST. In Corn Size you get 25% 
more—15 Corn Pads and 12 Separate Medications 
for only 35¢. Experience this new kind of thrill in 
foot relief today. Special sizes and shapes for Corns, 
Callouses, Bunions, Soft Corns between toes. At 





Soft As A 
Drug, Shoe, Department Stores and Toilet Goods Polae Pufft 


Counters. 
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FREE OFFER! Mail coupon today (or paste on penny post card) to 
Dr. Scholl’s, Inc., Chicago, IL, for copy of Dr. Scholl's valu- 
able booklet on FOOT CARE and sample of the New Super- 
Soft Dr. Scholl's Zino-pads for 0 Corns, 0 Callouses, 0 Bun- 
ions, O Soft Corns between toes. ( Please check size wanted. ) 
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VALLE 
EN GELEE 
for a Specially EE Buffet Party 


FOR PATE EN GELEE... Dissolve 1 pkg. aspic 
gelatin in 2 cups boiling water. Put a little 
in mold; decorate with egg whites and 
truffle. Chill until firm; add aspic to cover 
garnish about 4 inch. Chill until firm, Fill 
with rows of well-trimmed foie gras rec- 
tangles, separating each row with a coat 
of aspic. Unmold on chilled silver platter. 
With it, serve always-fresh Old Golds! 


7 NE eh 
EVERY DAY! 


AVE you a list of “if only” foods? 
H Delicacies you’d just love to 
serve often if only they weren’t so 
rare and so expensive? 


Luckily, flavor treats aren’t always 
rare or expensive. Take Old Gold 
Cigarettes. There’s a double-mellow 
flavor no other cigarette can duplicate. 


Yet you can enjoy Old Golds every day. 


Their flavor comes from prize crop 
tobaccos — the very 
best—blended by to- 
bacco chefs whose “‘rec- 
ipe books’? go back to 
George Washington’s 


Outer Cellophane 
Jacket Opens 
From the Bottom 











day. And Old Gold’s ultra-modern 
package brings you that choice flavor 
always fresh. Freshness is so important! 


A stale.cigarette is a poor thing 
—flat and dull to taste. May even 
hurt your throat. That’s why every 
Old Gold package is protected by 
two jackets of Cellophane, the outer 
opening from the bottom, so no 
spoiling dust, heat or dampness can 
get at the cigarettes. 
With fresh Old Golds 
in the house you’re 
prepared for the most 
ultra-critical guest! 


The Inner Jacket 
Opens At 


the Top, sealing 


oy C, Copyright 4 939, by P. Lorillard Co., Inc. 
Dreshnes e wavanlteed wy 2 JACKETS — DOUBLE CELLOPHANE 


TUNE IN: ‘Melody and Madness” with RopeRT BENCHLEY and ARTIE SHAW'S Orchestra, Sunday nights, Columbia Network 
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“Bill’s mystery-story formula. The 
character of the vietim, for instance. You 
were all fond of your uncle. That makes 
him a sympathetic character.” 

“Go on, Vale,” said Ward. 

“And the suspects,” she quoted, “are 
always nice people who wouldn’t hurt a 
flea.” Her voice broke on a sob. “Well, 
you people are the nicest people I’ve ever 
met in my life, and murder isn’t in you.” 

Ward went over to her and kissed her. 
“You're sweet. And I hope you are right, 
you darling,” he said, and in that instant 
there was a ring at the door. 

“The doctor,” said Douglas quickly. He 
darted a harassed look from one to the 
other of them. “We have all told the truth. 
There is nothing to fear—” 

“Oh, for the love of Pete,” Bill said, 
“let him in.” Bill strode to the door. 

The doctor, small, stoutish, and 
spectacled, trotted past them, straight to 
the stairs, flinging a brief good-morning 
over his shoulder. The three brothers fol- 
lowed him up the steps. And the three 
women were left alone to wait. 

“Sharon.” Margot broke the tense 
silence. Sharon gave no sign of hearing 
her. Margot, standing very tall and pale 
beside the hearth, looked down at Sharon 
beseechingly. “Sharon, there was nothing 
really between Bill and me. It was silly. 
It was just one of the horrid things that 
grow up like poisonous weeds when 
people are forced into cramped little 
corners, with no room to breathe, no out- 
let . . . Listen, Sharon. That’s all over 
now. We’ve got to go on, all of us, being 
the good friends we were before we had 
to come here to live together. You’ve got 
oe us—Bill and me. It wasn’t our 
ault.” 


GHARON sat silent for a minute. Vale’s 
fingers were curled tensely in her lap, 
mute prayers hurrying frantically through 
her head. 

Sharon said, “It’s all right, Margot.” 
She grinned feebly. “You and Bill are too 
good-looking for your own good. Biology,” 
she concluded drily, “was probably the 
first, last, and middle name of the snake 
in the Garden of Eden.” 

“Sharon,” Vale said impulsively, “you’re 
a peach.” 

Margot looked at the girl thoughtfully. 
She said: “Vale—I guess we don’t—we 
Lorrys—look like much to you now, do 
we? We’ve even—” she drew a quick sharp 
breath, rose, and paced the floor—“ac- 
ae each other—suspected each other 
of—of—” 

“No,” cried Vale. “You have been over- 
wrought, all of you, for a long time. And 
you have had to hide too much, keep too 
many things bottled up inside you. This— 
this crisis has strangely enough cleared the 
air.” She looked up at Margot with steady 
young eyes. “Margot, believe me, I’d have 
married Ward anyway. I’d have come here 
to live with all of you, if there had been 
no other way. I love him, you see.” 

“But now—now if it should seem that 
one of us has—” 

“T'd_ still marry him,” put in Vale 
quickly. 

Sharon pressed her hand. They sat 
quiet, after that, ears strained for the 
opening of a door upstairs, for the sound 
of voices—for anything, no matter what 
it was, that would lift from them the 
weight of the shadow upon their minds. 

The door opened at last. The three 
women turned their eyes to the stairs, and 
down them came first the doctor and then 
the three brothers. There were tears in 
the young men’s eyes; their faces looked 
drawn, crumpled. : 

Douglas went at once to Margot. He 
took her in his arms. His bitterness had 
vanished. There was tenderness and deep 

| compreher sion in the way he held her 
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and looked down into her troubled eyes. 

He said: “It’s all right, darling. We made 
a—a stupid error. We made it because our 
minds—spirits—were tangled up and 
twisted by our—our restlessness, our dis- 
content. Our selfishness, too, I suppose, 
and—ingratitude.” 

“Then no one—” breathed Margot. 

‘Doctor, tell her what caused Uncle 
Kirk’s death.” 

The doctor nodded calmly. “Mr. Lorry 
died,” he said, pulling on his gloves; “be- 
cause he was a very old man. His heart 
gave out. It stopped, in fact, in a moment 
when he was lifting a glass of port to his 
lips. Naturally the liquor spilled. We found 
the glass underneath the bedclothes.” 

No one stirred. The doctor picked up 
his little black case. 

“The inexperienced eye of the layman,” 
he said, examining the clasps of his case 
carefully, “might easily mistake the color 
of spilled wine for that of blood. To the 
doctor, of course—” He stopped, shrugged 
modestly, and permitted himself a small 
smile. Then he straightened and reverted 
to phrases that were as much a part of 
his professional equipment as his stethe- 
scope. 

“Tt is sad, of course, but he had lived 
a long, full life, and I am sure he was 
glad to surrender. It is an experience that 
comes to us all in time. You all have my 
most sincere sympathy . . . Good-morn- 
ing.” 


Mrs. Graham Buys a Dress 


(Continued from page 27) 


There are plump, prosperous-looking 
salesmen who walk briskly and confident- 


ly in natty overcoats. There are lissome- 


models who seem a race of women apart, 
so tall are they, so incredibly narrow- 
hipped and full-bosomed and broad- 
shouldered; they pick their way with fas- 
tidious and staccato steps, dressed in the 
very extreme of the fashions they rep- 
resent. 

Long after the models have gone back 
from lunch, long before they go out, mes- 
sengers clatter through the streets with 
racks-on-wheels of next season’s dresses, 
next winter’s coat collars, and the elon- 
gated pelts of precious silver foxes. On 
the fringe of the garment world are the 
trimming manufacturers, the button mak- 
ers, the furriers, bending their combined 
energies to make us well dressed. No order 
is too fantastic for them. Tell the button 
manufacturers to make buttons in the 
shape of vegetables, and back they come 
with a perfect collection of miniature car- 
rots and eggplant and tomatoes. Tell the 
belt men to turn out a turfy girdle for a 
sports dress, and they think nothing of 
producing belts made of rein leather with 
a horse’s bit for a buckle. Advise the fur- 
riers that next season foxes must be dyed 
pink and moleskin green—and pink and 
green they will be. For the designer has 
ordered just such a detail to complete her 
latest creation. 

And who knows? In a few months any 
one of these whimseys may be a nation- 
wide furor. 

For the Queen Bee of this eight-billion- 
dollar hive is the designer. Her average 
salary runs well into five figures. Though 
many factors contribute to the ultimate 
debut of a dress, the major responsibility 
of creation lies with the designer. She is 
supposed to be able to divine what the 
public will want. It is her job to create 
new, desirable clothes that can be made 
within the limits of the manufacturer’s 
ability to turn them out and the customer’s 
ability to buy. 

Designers work in myriad ways their 
wonders to perform. Some of them go to 
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HERE AT THE 
PLAZA WHERE FOOD 
is TOPS FRENCHS 
IS SERVED WITH 
STEAKS AND CHOPS 
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and at many other exclusive hotels, guests are 
Ad the Plaza, Neu York keen about French’s delicate, spicy flavor. 
GUESTS AT THIS | 
INN IN DIXIELAND 
GIVE FRENCH'S 
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where the guests prefer French’s 
smooth blend of fine vinegar, pure 
spices and mustard seeds. 













FOR NOONDAY 
LUNCH OR SUNDAY 
SUPPER I AM THE 
PERFECT PEPPER- 
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clever housewives serve French’s with meats, cheese, in 
sandwich fillings. Hearty appetites love its delicious tang. 


Hot Danisthe housewife’s able helper! 
Famous chefs everywhere recognize 
the delightful, different flavor he 
gives to everyday food. Keep French’s 
always handy on the pantry shelf. 


LARGEST ca WALLY 
PREPARED 
MUSE GUS THE 
Tih a aw 
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CONSISTENCY 


“Yes, Johnson’s Wax certainly makes 
my work easier! The painted Swedish 
chair (at right) is protected against 
dirt and finger smudges by a gleam- 
ing coat of wax. Even the large cop- 
per vase is waxed to protect against 
tarnish. 

“There are 100 uses for Johnson’s 
genuine Wax besides its use for 
floors, furniture and woodwork. 


“Did you know that Johnson’s Wax 
is very beneficial to leather book 
covers, shoes, luggage, etc.? The 
wax gives a rich polish—shuts out 
dirt— keeps leather pliable. 
““Book-ends, ornaments too, are 
easier to clean when waxed. Table 
tops are kept beautiful — scratches 
and stains are warded off by an occa- 
sional application of Johnson’s Wax. 


“Notice the shining wax polish on 
this floor! The baseboard is wax- 
polished too, so dust can’t cling. The 
painted waste basket and metal lamp 
base are polished with Johnson’s Wax 
for greater cleanliness and charm.” 
*You can rent the Johnson electric pol- 
isher from a nearby dealer at small cost. 


Important! Johnson’s Wax 
is a blend of pure waxes 
only, so a little rubbing is 
necessary to produce a won- 
derful, long-lasting polish. 
But remember, rea/ wax gives 
greater protection and beauty 
—is more economical to use! 
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ancient books of art for inspiration. Some 
go to a picture exhibit and come back with 
material for fashion masterpieces. Some of 
them can’t work until you give them a 
length of beautiful fabric to manipulate. 
They go abroad in tramp steamers rather 
than ocean palaces. They mix with natives 
and return with fresh untrammeled ideas. 
Muriel King traveled through Greece do- 
ing water-color landscapes, but she came 
beck with wonderful thoughts about clas- 
sic evening gowns. Clare Potter, vacation- 
ing in Bermuda, brought back colorful 
native paints that are today influencing 
fashions all over the country. 

There is a popular slogan in the style 
business: “Fashion follows the news.” A 
French diplomat will tour Colonial Africa: 
Colonial Africa appears in the spotlight— 
her art, her jewelry, her costumes. And 
milliners in New York City design hats re- 
minding us of sheiks’ and camel drivers’ 
headgear. 

A great music festival is about to open 
in a tiny Austrian town; the spotlight is 
thrown suddenly on full-skirted sprigged 
peasant dresses. On 39th Street, in the 
shadow of Times Square, a dozen differ- 
ent designers, unknown to each other, 
start thinking of dirndls and kerchiefs. A 
quaint play about the middle 19th cen- 
tury opens on Broadway—or a revival of 
Shakespeare or a Regency comedy, beau- 
tifully staged; a World’s Fair opens, an 
international conference takes place in 
South America. For a moment the eyes 
of the world are focused on that place 
or event. The designer gets an idea, and 
a new fashion is born. 


Wee Mrs. Graham or you or I go out 
to buy a new spring hat and coat, for- 
sythia and jonquils are already scattering 
their sunshine in the suburbs, irises are 
thrusting upward in back-yard gardens, 
and peonies are exploding in violent pinks. 
But for the fashion people spring began 
six months earlier, when the snow was 
falling. It takes half a year, sometimes 
longer, to prepare for each season, to give 
it the colors and fabrics and details it 
requires, 

Go back six months to see the faint 
beginnings of the printed silk dress you 
have just bought. A young silk designer 
with a portfolio of water-color designs 
distantly related to growing flowers, Chi- 
nese coins, and ancient mosaics calls on 
various fabric manufacturers. A design is 
selected and registered by the manufac- 
turer to prevent its being copied. A fabric 
mill in New Jersey arranges its looms and 
cuts its stencils. The scientists there mix 
dyes and bring their samples to the light 
for approval. The giant spools spin, the 
machines whirl. Rubber-aproned men 
plunge yards and yards of precious fabric 
through dye baths, through hot setting 
chambers, through finishing machines that 
stretch and polish the material. 

A month or two later bolts of it are in 
the hands of the fabric wholesalers. A ~ 
salesman takes samples of them and goes 
calling on the designer. She takes a length 
of the beautiful fabric in her hands and 
drapes the luscious yellow or the deep 
blue against herself. She squints at it 
through narrowed lids. With pins and deft 
fingers she catches it about the slim body 
of a manikin. The designer’s eyes sparkle. 
She forgets the snow outside her window, 
the biting chili that awaits her toes and 
fingers. For in her imagination she is 
knee-deep in spring. She can see daisies 
and feel the sunshine between her shoul- 
der blades and smell the freshly turned 
earth. 

In her secret studio her corps of trusted 
workmen snip and pin, stitch and press, 
for three or four weeks. The precious sam- 
ples are kept under lock and key until 

‘the day in January when spring officially 
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refrigerated, uncovered, at comparable temperatures. 


Frigidaire and General Motors Present 
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» Now~—for the first time—you can store even 
lighly perishable foods days longer than ever 
sefore ... and prolong their original freshness — 
etain their rich nutritional values—save their peak 
resh flavor ! 

Fresh fruits and vegetables do not lose their 
ittractiveness through wilting, shrinking, chang- 
ng color! Even left-overs stay as fresh and deli- 
cious as when first prepared. And you needn't 
even cover them... Because, with the new “Cold- 
Wall” Principle, food is not dried out by mois- 
ture-robbing air currents. And odor-and-flavor 
transfer is also checked. 

Here, at last, is a refrigerator that saves not just 
your food, but the viTAL VALUES you pay for in 
food. And gives you new elegance in its sweep- 
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The 
Super- Freezer 
freezes ice 


and makes 
cold here..? 
as usual. 





ONLY FRIGIDAIRE HAS 
QUICKUBE TRAYS 


Imitated but never equalled— 
because they're 1. Easier to 
use—just lift one lever and 
cubes are free, two or a tray- 
ful. 2. Built Sturdier—to stand 
hard, constant service. 3. 
Faster Freezing—made of 
heavy gauge metal in every 
part. 4. Better Looking—styled 
trim and modern. Compare— 
and you'll want only genuine 
FRIGIDAIRE QUICKUBE TRAYS. 





HOW AMAZING ‘COLD-WALL PRINCIPLE WORKS 





FRIGIDAIRE 


Saves Food’s Vital Juices from Drying Out 
Preserves Flavor, Color, Nourishment — Amazingly Longer! 


ing, modern lines. A new MEAT-TENDER for fresh 
meats. New SUPER-MOIST HYDRATORS that keep 
vegetables crisper, fresher. New METER-MISER that 
continues to break economy records. 

Get Proof—in 5 Minutes—No other refrigerator 
in the world can give you these advantages. Con- 
vince yourself in 5 minutes. Visit your Frigidaire 
Dealer’s store. See proof that the New “Cold-Wall” 
Frigidaire puts you way out ahead, in every vital 
way—yet costs no more than ordinary “ first-line” 
refrigerators. Make no choice until you see it! 
See Frigidaire’s other new models, too—for every 
need and budget. Also the new Frigidaire Electric 
Ranges and Water Heaters. Every onea great Gen- 
eral Motors value, FRIGIDAIRE DIVISION, GENERAL 
MOTORS SALES CORPORATION, DAYTON, OHIO. 





D tHE NEw “DEW-FRESH SEAL 
A SOLID GLASS PARTITION— 
DIVIDES THE CABINET INTO 

2. COMPARTMENTS. 


THE LOWER COMPARTMENT 

IS REFRIGERATED DIRECTLY 
THROUGH THE WALLS BY CON— 
CEALED REFRIGERATED COILS. 


This provides all 3 essentials for 
keeping foods vitally fresh onger than 
ever baton /—1. Uniform Low Tem- 
peratures. 2. High Humidity. 3. 
No Moisture-Robbing Air Circu- 
lation. All without adding a single 
moving part! AND ONLY FRIGIDAIRE 
HAS IT! 
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Worlds first Cold-Wall’ Refrigerator 
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CUTS CURRENT COST TO THE BONE...Simplest 
Refrigerating Mechanism Ever Built—and when 
parts aren’t there, they just can’t use Current or 
wear. Completely sealed. 
5-Year Protection Plan, backed 
by General Motors. 











Saks Fifth Avenue’s energetic vice-president 


avoids nervous tension 


Mary Lewis 









I. MARY LEWIS started work as a $12-a-week typist. Today she is one 
of the highest-salaried executives on Fifth Avenue—vice-president of 
New York’s swank and glittering department store, Saks Fifth Avenue. 
She unerringly recognizes new trends—toward cancan stripes, back-to- 
earth shoes, or whatever! Her formula for success is: “Work hard— 
and don’t get tired doing it.” So, Miss Lewis says: “I work hard—but I 
also enjoy frequent let-ups. Ever since I started ‘letting up—lighting up 
Camels,’ I notice that my nerves feel smoother at the end of the day.” 


2B. ORGANZA GLOVES 
—designed in Paris for 
Saks Fifth Avenue, in Prim- 
rose Yellow or Prairie 
Green.“Caviar” for Easter 
suits! These gloves are 
! typical of the exciting 

fashions Miss Lewis dis- 
covers in Paris and New York. “My 
shopping expeditions are often 
quite a nerve strain,” she says. “But 
the moment I feel myself getting 
jumpy, I ease up—smoke a Camel. 
A grand way to rest the nerves!” 





































fo 


2. THE SCOOP—a new 
“exclusive” from Saks 
Fifth Avenue, sponsored 
by Mary Lewis. Rocker-bottom “corks,” upholstered in 
white suéde, brilliantly lined and strapped in green. 
Already a success in Palm Beach, this beach-and-fun 


shoe will probably be high-fashion at summer resorts. 4.. BEACH HAT of 


Nassau straw, lavish- 
ly swathed in Circus 
Pink jersey—another 
Mary Lewis “find.” 
She says: “Fashion 
work is fascinating 
—but hard on the 
nerves. So I ease up 
now and then and 
smoke a Camel. 
These Camels, they 
_ certainly are sooth- 
ing to the nerves!” 


Smoke 6 packs of Camels i 
and find out why they are the 
LARGEST-SELLING CIGARETTE 
IN AMERICA 





Camels are a matchless blend of finer, 
MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS 
—Turkish and Domestic 


MILD...RICH-TASTING! 


LeMe1ee QUALITY 


TURKISH & DOMESTIC 
BLEND 





CIGARETTES 





Hechictekh sod | Be “SCOTTIE”—The Scots terrier always seems ready to play. But when he | 
eae tires, he instinctively relaxes. When our instincts signal that it’s time to 
prenstoy Seeni, rest—will-power may drive us on without pause. Nerves get jumpy. 
How much more pleasant to enjoy smooth nerves! So pause. Let up—light 
up a Camel. Smokers find Camel's costlier tobaccos soothing to the nerves. 
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. 
begins for the trade. Garment buyers from 
all over America flock in, from the better 
specialty shops, the Bon Tons, the big and 
little department stores, the suburban Miss 
Lizzies, the Elites and Emporiums. 


Some of the more important shops send 
not only the buyers but their stylists and 
promotion experts to the openings as well. 
The stage must be set for a new fashion, 
and these are the artists who do the pre- 
paratory work through style magazines 
and window displays and fashion shows. 
In the three or four weeks that elapse un- 
til the actual garment is hanging in the 
store awaiting you, the dresses must be 
completed and sent by train and plane and 
automobile to their destinations, to be 
sketched and photographed and arranged 
against a flattering background. You read. 
You desire. You see. You buy. And the 
wheel of fashion has performed another 
revolution! 

This is the bare outline of the story, for 
each branch of the industry has its own 
birth pangs. Style is as complicated and 
subtle and interesting as a complex 
woman. How, for instance, do the design- 
ers or whoever else it is decide on cactus 
green this spring when last spring it was 
a deep sage green? And did they all put 
their little heads together and say, “Mrs. 
and Miss America, your skirts will be short 
_-barely covering your knees; if you don’t 
like it, you can lump it”? Do they have 
a meeting somewhere in those dizzy tow- 
ers and say wisely to each other: “The 
public has been wearing high waistlines 
for three years. This season we shall move 
the waistline down four inches.” How can 
you explain the fact that when a new 
fashion breaks, it is like the announce- 
ment of a war—everybody seems to know 
about it at approximately the same time? 

It is all a matter of minute observation, 
of keeping a finger on the public’s pulse 
by checking the likes and dislikes of the 
past against the fashions of the future. 
Watch that girl on Fifth Avenue, for ex- 
ample, making a mark on her pad every 
time a woman passes, say, in low-heeled 
shoes or navy blue reefer. Watch that de- 
partment store vice president eavesdrop- 
ping at the semiannual sale in the women’s 
ready-to-wear. Watch that stylist at Palm 
Beach, eyes busy clocking the number of 
gingham bathing suits and turquoise beach 
coats. Watch that manufacturer counting 
the number of pleated skirts he sold last 
season as against the number of gored 
ones. Hunches? Hardly. These are the 
symptom producers! 

“As fickle as fashion” is now a common- 
place to describe lightning-like change. 
And yet fashion is as constant as a loyal 
wife! Its revolutionary, basic changes take 
years to arrive. If you ask your husband 
how often fashions change, he’ll probably 
reply “Continuously,” and mean it, too. 
You, yourself, may think, remembering 
the latest style advertisements in your 
newspaper, that they change at least every 
week. Actually these are indiscernible 
ripples rather than revolutions. Fashion 
alters a little at a time and almost im- 
perceptibly! 


F YOU don’t believe that, go to your 

closet and take the things out. What do 
you find? Except for details and skirt 
lengths, many of your last year’s things 
are still perfectly good. You try on your 
dresses, and at first they look a little queer 
because the skirt is too long. So you turn 
up the hem, pick up the sleeves a little, 
and look again: definitely you are not out 
of fashion even if not wholly in it. 

This is a truth recognized by leading 
fashion: creators as it is by the least of 


the basters. Those engaged in the mass | 
production of style are guided by the suc- | 
cesses of the previous season. They know | 

















PRESENTING 
THE NEW 
TWO-POWDER BOX 


Miss Arden’s incomparable powders, 


Poudre d’lllusion and Cameo Illusion, 


_ now both in the same box for the many 


women who have become faithful 
followers of Miss Arden’s famous 
Two-Powder Technique... first Poudre 


d'lllusion in one shade, then Cameo 


Illusion patted over it in another, 
blending the two with a brush. .. the 


result is a softly glowing translucent 


quality...//The Elizabeth Arden Look.” 


Two-Powder Box RSG 
Poudre d'lilusion. . . . $1.75 and $3.00 
Cameo illusion. so «| = $2.00 and $3.00 





lighta Plier 


NEW YORK 


691 FIFTH AVENUE > 
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that fashions change only as fast as the 
average woman is ready to receive them. 

The designer herself prefers to be dar- 
ing and original, unrestrained by the de- 
mands of trade and common sense. She 
can give us sensational ideas, season after 
season, if we are ready to accept them. 
But we prefer to get used to novelties 
gradually. Occasionally, of course, there 
are exceptions to this rule, like the bil- 
lowing blouse that Clare Potter made for 
spring, 1938. It was a departure from the 
snug, high-waisted top—but it took hold 
immediately and was widely copied and 
adapted as the lumber-jacket silhouette. 

Elizabeth Hawes, the dressmaker, once 
said shrewdly, “It takes about two or three 
years for a radically different fashion to 
gain wide acceptance.” And to prove what 
she was saying, Hawes produced a dress 
with an extremely full, bunchy skirt. In a 
season of sleek hips it looked pretty star- 
tling. “Now this,” said Hawes, “is a num- 
ber that will appeal to the handful of 
women who want to set a style rather 
than follow it. They will wear it to smart 
restaurants and parties. Next season a 
slightly less daring group will take it up. 
The year after that it will seep down grad- 
ually into the tastes of the most conserva- 
tive element.” . 

It was an accurate prediction. By the 
time two and a half years had passed, the 
fully gathered peasant skirt became a 
fashion that swept the entire country be- 
fore it—our beloved friend, the dirndl. 

Clare Potter rebelled three years ago 
against long-sleeved woolens for winter. 
Short sleeves were definitely more fun. 
They showed a slender wrist. They per- 
mitted bracelets, which women love to 
wear. The department-store buyers shook 
their heads discouragingly; it would never 
do. Mrs. America liked to keep her arms 
warm. The first season only a few of the 
more daring souls bravely ordered the 
shorter winter sleeves. The next winter 
Mrs. Potter’s collection showed even more 
short sleeves, and the resistance of the 
buyers was considerably less. This past 
winter—well, how many long-sleeved 
winter dresses did you buy, or see, for 
that matter? 





My friend! We took our cola test 
And Royal Crown tops all the rest! 






YES, thousands are making the cola _ partial Certified Taste Tests... Royal 
taste-test. In city after city the votes | Crown against the field of cola drinks 
are rolling in. They’re “blind,” im- ...and Royal Crown’s the winner! 





The flavor’s swell... and listen, pal, 
It makes a hit with any gal. 


















AND how it makes a hit! 3 #0 1in.ttwo through with a lead of over 3 to 1/ 
fraternities on a big Chicago campus. ‘Try a bottle today. Better yet, throw 
2to 1in a newspaper cafeteria inCleve- a party with the Refreshment Kit of 6 


Rice now you can watch what is hap- 
$ land! In Nashville, Tenn., it came big bottles...12 full glasses for 25¢. 


pening to waistlines. They seem to be 
heading steadily downward, though they 
dip in to emphasize the small natural waist 
of which we are so proud. The downward 
movement might have originated with a 
French historical movie, or an art show, 
but about two years ago Maggy Rouff’s 
bodices showed a distinct medieval length, 
Patou showed the dropped waistline, Alix 
produced one of her draped black jersey 
beauties with a bodice that reached the 
hips in front and suggested bustles behind. 
“Paris says longer waist,” shouted the 
fashion dispatches. ' 

Well, did it, now! How interesting! 
America went right on wearing its waist- 
line where it was. 

This past winter, however, up cropped 
that persistent longer-waist rumor again. 
Only this time moderate-priced depart- 
ment stores included a number of Basque 
tops with removable belts to be worn at 
the natural waistline. Schiaparelli’s eve- 
ning collection in recent high-style maga- 
zines shows waistlines dropping down to- 
ward the hips. Don’t be surprised if in 
another season or two the longer waist 
becomes a general fashion. 

Though Paris as a pacemaker is still 
exceedingly important in setting a sil- 
houette or establishing a trend, Paris as 
an absolute monarch of fashion, an un- 
questioned arbiter, no longer exists. About 
ten years ago manufacturers and cus- 
tomers alike. began to realize that they no 
longer had to copy Paris fanatically, as 
they did in the days when Chanel’s white- 


: So get a date and join the fun. 
Now two can drink as cheap as one! # 


A PRODUCT OF 


YAL CRO me 
Pen lGs Weirannatnice So good, so pure 
gO Wr ‘. ‘4 ry it wears this seal. 
CO LA ; Xe J gest p Ab IOVE SS 
a ‘me x: 897 \ 
usekeeping) 
Bureau w/ 










110 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


HERES ONE YOUVE 
NEVER HEARD ! 


**You see,” says the perfect father-in-law, 
“Servel can’t make a noise 


because its freezing system has 


NO MOVING PARTS =" 





6h 


nina. cae feaaenececetotehnti scene 
“ch mteinnittotecteteamnannenntactaticere* 





I “LISTEN TO THAT, MY CHILDREN,” beams the Old Boy, 
“and then take back your nonsense about ‘all refrigerators 
are alike.’ Trouble is you young folks spend so much time 
being in love, you don’t get around, Listen... don’t hear a 
sound, do you? And if you come back here on your silver wed- 
ding day, you won’t hear a thing either. Servel Szays silent!” 





2 “AND TALK ABOUT SAVING YOUR MONEY—//is is the 3 “NOTHING IN THERE TO WEAR... 4, DON’T WAIT FOR FATHER-IN-LAW 
refrigerator that stays economical, too! They allrun for only that’s Servel’s secret. Thefreezingsystem to put you wise to the only really dif- 
a few cents when new, and Servel continues to run for just as _ hasn’ta single moving part to cause noise ferent refrigerator. See Servel Electro- 
little year in, year out. The folks next door had theirsforten orf get inefficient. And you can see the lux this week .. . at your gas company 


years and they say the gas bills don’t vary from one yeartoan- reason why. That tiny gas flame doesall orneighborhood dealer’s showrooms. 
other.” With that he pulls out a tray of ice cubes witha flip of | the work! I ask you... could anything Get the whole story! 
his finger. “Ever see an easier tray release...or morecubes?” be simpler?” Remember, more than a million 


families have proved that this modern 
gas refrigerator is permanently silent 
—and saves you more for more years 


—because it freezes with no moving, 
MORE PEOPLE EVERY YEAR ARE REPLACING OTHER wearing parts. 


REFRIGERATORS ... with the refrigerator you hear GE RUE | And remember, too—your Own gas 
about—but never hear! company offers prompt service facili- 
Se . . ties for every Servel Electrolux refrig- 

; " “Especially when you’ve already erator it installs. 


owned another type of refriger- EL E ¢ TR o ei ux 5 For ce ee Homes, 


ator, Servel’s silence and freedom 


from wearing parts are certainly IZ ~~ ) BOTTLED GAS, TANK 
appreciated. I’ve never been more : GAS OR KEROSENE 


Pe i ae eae ee Write for complete details to 
0. / ° r Je 
okosny, 405 John St., Harrison, N. J SERVEL, INC., EVANSVILLE, INDIANA 
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'{ SONNY, RUN DOWN TO THE 
|| GROCERY AND GET MOTHER 
| A PACKAGE OF SALT. TELL 
THEM TO GIVE YOU THE VE 
CHEAPEST 

‘Y THEY HAVE! LO" 


et 
















PENNIES, BUT al 
IT DIDNT PAY. 






_—————— 
G-R-R J CLOGGED SALTCELLARS 
AGAIN ! \T STRIKES ME THAT 


| UNDERSTAND MORTONS SALT 
WON'T CAKE IN RAINY WEATHER ! 
IS THAT REALLY so? 7 





H-M-M! I'LL CERTAINLY 
HAVE TO LOOK INTO THIS! 
PERHAPS I'M MISTAKEN IN 
THINKING THAT CHEAP SALT 
IS JUST AS GOOD AS ANY OTHER. 






YES, INDEED! IT i 
HAS UNIFORM CUBE 
CRYSTALS THAT DONT 
STICK TOGETHER LIKE 







OH, EVERY 
SALT CAKES 
WHENEVER IT 





(THATS AMAZING! BUT ISN'T 
IT A LOT MORE EXPENSIVE ? 












I'VE GOT TO HAND IT TO YoU, 
DEAR, FOR FINDING A SALT 
THAT POURS SO PERFECTLY 
IN WET WEATHER LIKE THIS! 


IT WAS SILLY OF ME 
TO SAVE ON SALT WHEN 
THIS NON-CAKING KIND 423 - 


t GZS 
COSTS SO LITTLE! é i) 





















NO, A FAMILY CAN USE 
MORTON'S FOR ONLY £ 
2¢ A WEEK. THATS 
MIGHTY REASONABLE 
FOR A NON-CAKING 
SALT WITH A 
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MZ hus tae , 
It is “penny wise’ not to use Morton’s because 


WHEN IT RAINS, IT POURS 


INCE salt is something you must use three times daily, why take chances 
KJ with unknown makes that may choke up your saltcellars? It’s a needless 
risk when you can depend on the uniform cube-shaped crystals of Morton’s 
Salt to slide easily off one another in rainy weather instead of sticking 


together like the irregular grains of inferior brands! 


Another superiority of Morton’s is that it comes in an easy-to-handle round 
package with an improved wire-hinged pouring spout that won’t tear out no 
matter how often you open and close it. As it costs an average family only 
2c a week to enjoy this non-caking salt with a nationally-famous flavor, 


why not make up your mind to ask for it the next time you go to market? 


1ODIZED OR PLAIN—WITH A SPOUT THAT WON’T TEAR OUT 
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collared black crepe could be had all the 
way up from $6.95 copies to $195 originals. 
Instead of harrowing price rivalry the em- 
phasis was transferred to competition in 
originality and beauty of design. American 
designers were on their own at last. They 
were often unorthodox, sometimes fantas- 
tically so. They made plenty of mistakes. 
But they knew from personal experience 
the kind of evening wrap to wear to a 
country-club dance or in Times Square 
with the wind blowing and not a cab to 
be had. They knew about such things as 
college football games and parties after 
the office closed. 

And they turned out clothes for America 
accordingly. They have given us such 
joys as woolen evening wraps, hooded 
coats for rumble seats, launderable ac- 
cessories that simply button on. They pro- 
duced playsuits that could participate in 
a stiff game of tennis, and skirts that 
buttoned on over them for a sedate little 
unch on the country-club veranda. They 
sponsored cotton fashions when the Amer- 
ican cotton crop needed stimulation. They 
have turned out ensembles that could be 
endlessly combined for day and evening. 
They have given you knitted baby sweat- 
ers to wear over your evening gowns be- 
cause they know you like the feeling of 
sports clothes; a basic day dress and eve- 
ning dress with such interchangeable de- 
tails as piqué boleros, short suede jackets, 
and apron skirts that can do double duty 
as capes. 

The results? Today, despite the more 
conservative nature of fashion changes, 
you can be more individual than ever be- 
fore. There is no such thing as THE fash- 
jon. There are numerous fashions. At this 
moment there are half a dozen or more 
different silhouettes which have been the 
mode for some time. For instance, there 
is the corset girdle frock, which many 
believe to be the forerunner of the longer 
waistline; there is the dirndl; the tubular 
silhouette with pencil-straight skirt and 
broad shoulders; there is the trim classic 
gored skirt and short fitted jacket; the off- 
the-shoulder romantic evening silhouette; 
the pencil-slim slinky dinner gown of bias 
cut and uplifted bosom; the Moyen Age 
with draped top; the Greek classic. You 
can wear any one of them and feel com- 
pletely of the moment. And the blessed 
part of it is you can keep feeling “of the 
moment” in them for several seasons. Each 
silhouette has its devotees, and nobody 
can say that one group is smarter than 
the other. 


HO sets a style? From whom does the 
original impulse for change emanate? 
Is it from those fabulous cosmopolitan 
creatures who appear once a year on the 
lists of the Ten Best Dressed females? Do 
movies set the fashion, and are all eyes 
turned to Hollywood? Or is the button 
pressed by Paris or Manhattan? Does a 
gown become an overnight sensation as 
soon as Mrs. Harrison Williams or Joan 
Crawford or the Duchess of Kent puts it 
on? The truth is that though occasionally 
an immediate and unpredictable hit pro- 
ceeds from a single source, most fashions 
depend on a number of influences. 
Virtually everyone is agreed, however, 
that fashion starts with the few at the top 
and works downward and outward to the 
masses. There is a handful of superbly 
chic women who live for fashion, and vice 
versa. They are the women of blazing in- 
dividuality for whom the best and most 
expensive couturiéres of Paris and Amer- 
ica create, women who lead a style move- 
ment but never follow it. They spend vast 
fortunes on clothes. They can afford lux- 
urious furs and jewels, and the restaurants 
and resorts that offer such a superb setting 
for their costumes. There they are photo- 
graphed by the newspapers and maga- 












ALWAYS MAKES 
~~ THE GRADE 


NO WORRY ABOUT CHAPPING 
—. | ALWAYS USE POND'S 
\ VANISHING CREAM. IT SMOOTHS 
AWAY LITTLE ROUGHNESSES 
IN ONE APPLICATION — NOW 
THE “SKIN-VITAMIN"” IN POND’S 
IS ANOTHER REASON WHY 
IT GETS MY VOTE! 



























NOW cHoose THis 
FAMOUS POWDER BASE 
FOR THE EXTRA 


“SKIN-VITAMIN® 


OW when‘you smooth your skin— 
_for powder with Pond’s Vanish- 


Now Pond’s contains Vitamin A, 
the “skin-vitamin”’ necessary to skin 
health. Skin that lacks this vitamin 
becomes rough and dry. But when: 
-“skin-vitamin” is restored, it helps 
make skin soft again. Use Pond’s Van- 
ishing Cream before powder and for 
overnight to provide extra “skin- 
vitamin” for your skin. Same jars. 
Same labels. Same prices. 


Mas. Nicholas R. dee Pont 


“= whose Gaily routine always includes outdoor sports, has recently 
come to Wilmington as a bride. She shoots, swims, golfs—and 
is often seen motoring through the magnificent estates near by. 





* Statements concerning the effects of the ‘‘skin-vitamin” applied to the skin are based upon 
medical literature and tests on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method. 


Tune in on ““ THOSE WE LOVE,” Pond’s Program, Mondays, 8:30 P.M., N. Y. Time, N.B.C. 


Copyrignt, 1939, Pond’s Extract Company 
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Don’t 
try this 
Stunt... 





But. ee don’t neglect your jaw 
muscles just because you are not an 
entertainer. Weak jaw muscles are usu- 
ally bad for the teeth, the gums and 
the digestion. Besides, they often make 
you look old. 

To strengthen your jaw muscles, exercise them 
this enjoyable way. 


Chew a “‘chewy”? gum and use a large enough 
Kacce to massage the gums at the same time. 

any dentistssuggest FLEERS becauseitis three 
times as large, and many times as chewy as or- 
dinary gum. Get the extra benefit and extra 
pleasure of chewing FLEERS. Re- 
freshing flavor all the way through— 
young or old, you'll like it ! 


* 
















TEST YOUR 
CHEWING STRENGTH! 


Vind out whether your own 
Jaw muscles need exercise. 


1. Bite off a piece of FLEERS 
(size to suit you). 
2. Chew for 15 minutes. 
3. Check results, 
If very tired—muscles very weals. A 
If slightly tired—muscles weak. 
Ay 
iE ome 


If no effort—muscles strong. 
(Chew FLEERS regularly and 5 (fa | te 
( OUBBLE 
TTS } 
a GH-4, 


miieantae ey 
CDubble Gubble 
CHEWING GUM 


IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO MAKE 
THIS TEST AT OUR EXPENSE! 
...take this coupon to any store that sells 
FLEERS DUBBLE BUBBLE GUM, and 
get one piece FREE of charge. Offer expires 
July 31, 1939, 

DEALERS: All distributors will redeem 


this coupon. 
DISTRIBUTORS : Coupon redemption 
guaranteed by 


FRANK H, FLEER CORP., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 





It’s FUN fo exercise for oralhealth F® 


— | a ee ee eee ee ee ee ee ees ee ee ee ee 


— 
PS 





zines: Lady So-and-So entertains at 
Cannes, the Duchess of Windsor attends 
the opera, the Duchess of Kent, Gertrude 
Lawrence, and so on. These women know 
how to wear clothes, and the dressmakers 
create lovingly for them. 

Sometimes these clothes inspire other 
fashions by other designers. Sometimes a 
smart specialty shop or department store, 
sensing a “runner,” a fashion that runs into 
thousands of copies, adapts them. While 
very few American women take such 
newspaper or magazine clippings in their 
hands and go searching for the identical 
Molyneux worn by the Duchess of Wind- 
sor, they may have their tastes and ten- 
dencies gradually led in her direction. 
When Greta Garbo set the vogue for the 
longer bob and the polo coat, few women 
copied her style exactly; what they 
tried to get was her way with clothes. 
When Joan Crawford appeared as Letty 
Linton, it meant not 
a rash of Letty 
Linton copies but 
rather a vogue for 
evening gowns with 
billowing sleeves, 
exaggerated shoul- 
ders, and enormous 
ruffled epaulets. 

Paris establishes a 
fashion trend or a 
skirt length not by 
the divine right of 
kings but because it 
is a city concerned 
with the news of 
style and geared to 
the production of 
style—a city where 
fabric men will 
weave a brief length 
of material fora 
dressmaker to ex- 
periment with or a 
trimming maker will 
turn out a single 
belt or a buckle, 
knowing full well 
that if any of these starts a vogue, it will 
mean an order for thousands of yards and 
thousands of dozens. As a matter of fact 
most of the so-called “French” designers 
are not French at all; Captain Molyneux is 
an Englishman, Schiaparelli is an Italian, 
Mainbocher is an American, Balenciaga is 
Spanish. 

A winter resort city like Palm Beach 
is generally accepted as the prophet of 
summer fashions, and for very under- 
standable reasons. To this playground of 
America flock the millionaires, the glit- 
tering names of the style-wise in society 
and the theatre. And buzzing after them 
come the fashion reporters, the store styl- 
ists, the lesser designers in search of ideas. 
These smartly dressed vacationists act as 
a preview for summer styles for the rest 
of us. If they look well in their ruffled 
Victorian bathing suits, if they take kindly 
to circular-skirted dresses and vivid 
plaids, be sure that we shall be offered 
ruffled Victorian bathing suits, circular- 
skirted dresses, and vivid plaids next sum- 
mer. Our bathing suits will undcubtedly 
be a trifle less bizarre, our dresses a little 
less full-skirted, our plaids less startling, 
our colors not so vivid, but in the main 
they will be alike, for these will be the 
fashions that have proved themselves. 

There are other American cities that 
influence fashion. There is Hollywood for 
charming play clothes in subdued tropical 
colors and inexpensive cottons. Dallas, 
Texas, since its seasons are a month or 
so earlier, is a happy hunting ground for 
copyists who prowl about there to see the 
creations of the New York designers weeks 
before they are released in Manhattan. 
New York, of course, is the very core of 
the American fashion world, the place 
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Of spring 


Away ? 


It’s spring! 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


By Dorothy Callaway 


GOLDEN sun on tender vines, . 
Flash of cardinals a-wing, 
All the lovely lyric lines 


WAKE the heart to joy’s allure, 
Bid the heart be young and gay— 
How can I respond when you’re 


BLUEBONNETS are come again. 
(Did you know that they can sing?) 
Darling, never leave me when 


where fashions are born and nurtured. 

In Manhattan and within easy walking 
distance of the garment-manufacturing 
center, every important department store 
of the United States—and many foreign 
ones—maintain buying offices to keep u 
with the market. Chain stores like Lerner’s 
with 1100 outlets, or the J. C. Penney 
Stores with something like 1700 branches, 
have many floors of buying offices. Mail- 
order concerns like Montgomery Ward 
and Sears, Roebuck, selling through hun- 
dreds of their shops as well as their cata- 
logues, have vast buying quarters for or- 
dering garments by the thousand. Shops 
that cannot afford individual buying head- 
quarters there purchase through huge 
organizations known as resident buyers. 

By the time each customer begins to 
think of her new clothes, each store is 
ready for her. The New York office has 
passed the word of trends and tendencies 
back to the shop. The 
buyer, armed to the 
teeth with manufac- 
turer’s samples and 
sketches, works with 
high-powered ad- 
vertising women 
and display men. If 
a fashion needs a 
special promotion, 
backdrops and lights 
are arranged for the 
window displays, 
like any stage pro- 
duction. When the 
merchandise is ac- 
tually in stock, fash- 
ion shows are ar- 
ranged and the 
store’s clientele in- 
vited in. Bonwit 
Teller of New York 
sponsors a “Tonic 
Session’? twice a 
year, when every 
day for a week 
luncheon is served, 
a complete fashion 
show is presented, and current fashion 
events relating to coiffures, cosmetics, 
skirt lengths, and so on are discussed in 
great detail. Bergdorf-Goodman of Fifth 
Avenue gives fashion shows that are like 
Hollywood movie openings, with search- 
lights illuminating the evening streets, 
cameras grinding, and ermine- and sable- 
clad celebrities trailing costly scents from 
their limousines to the doors. Last but not 
least of the fashion shows are those which 
enterprising stores present privately to 
their employees, their saleswomen, and 
stockroom girls, so that they may be able 
to discuss the merchandise intelligently 
with customers seeking advice. — 

Retail shops today realize that it is the 
duty of the store to dress its customers 
as becomingly and as smartly as possible. 
If they think that Mrs. Graham’s com- 
plexion is too sallow for cactus green, they 
will tactfully show her other more becom- 
ing colors at the same time. If the cus- 
tomer ruins the chic effect of her appear- 
ance by a hat that clashes or a handbag 
that is just enough off color to shriek at 
a coat, they realize that such oversight 
will detract not merely from the custom- 
er’s appearance but from their own repu- 
tations. ; 

And so within the past few years retail 
shops have maintained an extra service 
which only the rich knew before—fash- 
ion coordination. For years wealthy Mrs. 
Goldcrest knew all about coordination. 
While she was having a fitting for her 
new mottled tweed coat, she would order 
one dress to go with the lining, another 
with the color of the nub in the tweed, 
still another in a contrasting tone. If no 
matching colors were easily available, ma- 
terial was sent out and dyed to order. Mrs. 
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HERE ARE FOODS that take you back to 
a country kitchen of years ago. To a cozy 
place dominated by a big wood stove 
that gave up tantalizing smells from 
steaming kettles on its gleaming lids. 

Ann Page Foods are true to the Ameri- 
can tradition of good things to eat. They 
offer you exceptional quality at unusual 
economy. They combine old-fashioned 
goodness and good old-fashioned prices. 

Ann Page Foods are carefully made. 


ti the 


Nothing is spared to give them that 
elusive peak of flavor that only patient 
and painstaking cooking of good ingre- 
dients yield. And they are made to con- 
tain a full measure of nourishment and 
good food value. The kind of whole- 
someness that gives young people 
“things to grow on.” 

And the prices for Ann Page Foods 
take you back to the good old days, too. 
For Ann Page Foods cost less than what 
you would expect to pay for such fine 
quality. Because A&P is solely respon- 
sible for Ann Page Foods . . . from the 
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selection of ingredients used in their 
manufacture, right through to their sale 
to you ... many expenses are eliminated 
from their cost. This is reflected in the 


-low prices you pay for Ann Page Foods 


at your A&P Store. 

Ann Page Foods are tested and ap- 
proved by Good Housekeeping Bureay. 
Your neighborhood A&P Food Store, or 
nearby A&P Super Market, sells Ann 
Page Foods with an unconditional guar- 
antee: You must be satisfied, or your 
money will be refunded. Enjoy truly old- 
fashioned goodness—and save money. 


ANN PAGE FOODS 


26 nationally known Ann Page Foods 
to choose from—Salad Dressing— 
Sparkle Gelatin Desserts, Puddings 
and Ice Cream Desserts—Beans—Pre- 
serves — Macaroni Products — Peanut 
Butter—Prepared Spaghetti—Jellies— 
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Mello-Wheat Breakfast Cereal— 
Sandwich Spread — Marmalade — To- 
mato Juice—Ketchup—Chili Sauce — 
Extracts—Baking Powder—Mustard— 
Olives — Tapioca — Spices — Honey — 
Olive Oil — Plain Gelatin — Vinegar. 
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fering is a gypsy...and TRINGAR is a 
Romany queen! Gypsy rose-red... 
rich, wonderful with navy, black, grey, 
beige, chartreuse ... with clear pinks and 
blues, and all the flower pastels so im- 
portant fashionably this season. Like 
Jueltone, TRINGAR comes in three 
graduated tones—all high-fashion—each 
tone-styled to individual taste. 

And so you may choose 

TRINCAR-1, light gypsy rose-red; 

or TRINGAR-2, medium gypsy rose- 
red; or TRINGAR-3, dark gypsy rose- 


red, with the certainty that—light, medium or 


dark —it is the loveliest, most fashionable 


shade you can wear! Smart women the world 


over say that Revlon Nail Enamel is best for 


looks, best for wear AND best for the 


nails—keeps them on their good behavior! 


Quality beauty salons the world over use 


Revlon Nail Enamel because it stays on so beautifully 


VAT Margherita Clement left fashion- 


able Shipley School, she decided 
against a Philadelphia debut in favor of 
COTA leas ea mae r LIN 
prominent John Browning Clement, Jr., 
a member of the social registerite set 
in Philadelphia, she has been active 
CS em men Thetis 
DSM MUI el eC ue Tite eT ely 
important photographers. And like 
all famous models, she is, of course, 
devoted to Revion Nail Enamel. 


between manicures and brings customers back again and again. 


You—and your nails—will prefer it, too! 


Ask for TRINGAR, 1, 2, or 3. Featured in leading 


department stores and in quality beauty salons. 


WAWHY. . 851 FOR NAILS 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





Goldcrest’s vendeuse (saleswoman to you 
and me) would call in the bootmaker, who 
would take a swatch of material and have 
leather dyed to match; the milliner, the 
glover, and the handbag maker would do 
the same. When Mrs. Goldcrest appeared 
at last, she would be an example of per- 
fection in grooming. 

But now Tillie the Toiler can do pre- 
cisely the same thing though her coat costs 
$16.95, her blouse $1.98, her shoes $5, her 
hat $3—thanks to the coordinators. Each 
important shop or chain of shops boasts 
the services of a stylist, a remarkably 
keen woman who advises the buyers and 
merchandise men what to buy. She snoops 
around the market handing out her little 
swatches of color where they will do the 
most good. She gets a woolen manufac- 
turer to weave a coating tweed utilizing 
colors that will be matched exactly in 
skirts, blouses, shoes, hats, gloves, bags, 
and accessories. She works out three or 
four basic color combinations. She dyes for 
you. And blends and contrasts, too. You 
can then mix your colors as you choose 
and still be perfectly safe, for that delft 
blue and dusty pink were intended for 
each other and for the wine coat; that 
marriage of chartreuse, flame, white, and 
brown was arranged in the stylist’s office 
when your woolen,coat was still part of 
a sheep’s back. 


AY THIS moment you may be wearing a 
costume in Tamerlane tones that seven 
manufacturers conceived for you last No- 
vember. They went to ancient Persian 
rugs in their search for a good basic spring 
beige and worked out a whole color 
scheme of Persian tones to accompany 
each other—Amaranth blue, like the flow- 
ers used in Persian dyes, Tyria like a 
Persian dawn, Buckthorn tan like the 
brown berry used for dyes in Asia Minor, 
and Honeymead beige like the beverage 
quaffed by the Persians. 

The Associated Merchandise Corpora- 
tion, servicing 26 of America’s giant de- 
partment stores—Filene’s of Boston, Ayers 
of Indianapolis, Bullock’s of Los Angeles, 
and institutions of similar stature—sends 
out a complete manual on coordination 
every season to its members and their 
buyers, merchandise men, and promotion 
experts. These amazingly complete books 
contain sketches, samples of material in 
everything the customer is likely to want, 
from her shoes to her hat. There are no 
color clashes. Nothing is left to chance. 
Even the minutest button must be part 
of this plan, so that any one of the count- 
less millions of customers can get the 
service that Mrs. Goldcrest is used to. 
Even more: their very cosmetics have 
been selected for them, the proper rouge, 
eye shadow, face powder, and lipstick to 
tone in with these selected colors. 

But of the tricks of the trade all hands 
prefer that the customer be blissfully un- 
aware. All that they want Mrs. Graham to _ 
know as she steps out in her new spring 
finery is that she has been clothed eco- 
nomically, fastidiously, becomingly, and 
appropriately in garments that will wear 
easily and well—perhaps not one of the 
ten best dressed women in America, but 
certainly one of the ten million best 
dressed in the world. 


* DO YOU MIND? + 


That’s what he asked her every 
time he had to stay in town late “on 
business.”’ When she tried the same 
phrase, and system, on him—vwell, 
how do you think it worked? 
Charles Hoffman tells all about it in 


MAY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 


The refreshing 
























..at college and 


Coca-Cola is at its best...ice-cold... 
: pre-cooled in the refrigerator and kept 
; iced before the bortles are opened. 


Ice-cold Coca-Cola goes to 
school...to add its refreshing 
life and sparkle to the soci- 
able side of campus life. 
Everybody welcomes a happy 
pause for the tingling refresh- 
ment of ice-cold Coca-Cola... 


pure, wholesome, delicious. 


COPYRIGHT 1939, THE COCA-COLA COMPANY 


SO CONVENIENT TO BUY... 
THE SIX-BOTTLE CARTON 
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Greater Value! Added Convenience! In the Beautiful New 1939 


weRAL ELECTRIC KEFRIGERATOR 








am 
ww 


with SELECTIVE AIR CONDITIONS... 


AT NEW LOWER PRICES! 


ou can always look to General Electric 
Visions for the genuine contribu- 
tions that make for better refrigeration at 
less cost. From the famed General Electric 
Laboratories came the sealed cold-making 
mechanism —all-steel cabinet—stainless 
steel super-freezer, and a long list of 
other notable “‘firsts.’” Now G-E gives you 
perfected SELECTIVE AIR CONDITIONS. 





THE BUY OF 
YOUR LIFE! 





Exhaustive tests have proved that several 
combinations of temperature and humid- 
ity must be available to. preserve perish- 
able foods at their fullest, finest flavor. 
These combinations are now at your 
command in the new 1939 G-E Refrig- 
erator, and at the lowest prices General 
Electric has ever quoted. 


ees Keeps G-E Years Ahead! 


The sealed-in-steel G-E 
Thrift Unit developed by 
G-E, has been constantly 
improved through 13 years 
of manufacture. Today it 
has forced-feed lubrication 
and oil cooling—features 
that give quieter opera- 
tion, lower current cost 
and longer life. 





GET THE 


INSIDE 


STORY! steel super-freezer with remov- Humidity Storage for keep- Temperature Storage for keep- nomical, safe and proper temper- 


Sub-Freezing Storage! Stainless Low Temperature with High High Humidity with Moderate Safety-Zone Storage with eco- 


able shelf — provides fast freez- ing fresh meats, fowl and fish in ing vegetables crisp and garden- atures for dairy products and all 
ing of ice cubes and desserts. prime condition dayslonger. fresh for many days. general storage. 


GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY, SPECIALTY APPLIANCE DIVISION, NELA PARK, CLEVELAND, OHIO 





G-E’s New Ouick-Trays that release G-E’s New Adjustable G-E’s New Sliding Shelves, New Interior 
two or more cubes at a time—freeze Interior Arrangement. Lighting, New.Pottery Dishes, New Tel- 
up to 48 Ibs. of ice in 24 hours. G-E’s G-E’s New Stainless A-Frost and other proved features that 
new Cold Storage Compartment. Steel Super-Freezer. make this G-E “he buy of your life.’ 


GENERAL (i) ELECTRIC / Mitre, 


2 r 5 
TRIPLE-THRIFT REFRIGERATORS Thrifty In Upkeep! 
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Parties: 


FOR TODAYS BRIDE AND TOMORROW.S: HOSTESS 


PLANNED BY DOROTHY MARSH AND ADELINE MANSFIELD. OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 


22 OUR daughter is soon to 

\ be married—a simple home 
wedding. You want it to be 

lovely, her dream come true. 

You are so anxious, too, that 

the reception shall be perfect 

in every respect. But you wonder if 
you can handle it, easily and nicely, 
without too much expense. And so, 
one or the other of you writes us for 


help—for suggestions for wedding re- 
freshments which you can prepare 
for 25 or so guests, without a lot of 
outside help. 

We know just how you feel. At first 
thought it does seem something of an 
undertaking to serve refreshments to 
that number of guests. But read ona 
bit, and you'll soon discover that to 
serve sueh a group is only a matter 





Homemade and home-wrapped wedding cakes, arranged on a dainty 
Cellophane lace doily, await departing guests on the hall table. 
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of enlarging the same plans that you 
should make whenever you're enter- 
taining at luncheon, afternoon tea, 
buffet supper, anniversary parties, 
etc. That’s why every hostess in the 
land—even those not interested in 
weddings—will find the menus and 
pointers in this article of so much help. 
You can use them in serving refresh- 
ments in your own home, at your 
church functions, your clubs, etc. 


Start With Menu. Before you do 
much else about the wedding, decide 
how and where you can best handle 
the serving of the refreshments—in 
your home, in the garden, or else- | 
where. Then choose your menu and 
line up your plans. If you have plenty 
of room, and a table that extends to 
generous seating capacity, you may 
choose to serve the bridal party and 
the guests all at one table, with the 
wedding cake and suitable white 
flowers as the decoration. Or, if the 
bridal party is quite a large one, you 
may prefer to seat it at one table, and 
the guests at a large or several small 
tables near by or in adjoining rooms. 
In this case, the wedding cake is the 
center of interest on the bride’s table. 

It may be easier for you to serve 
the refreshments buffet style from 
the dining table and small side tables, 
friends of the bride assisting your 
guests in serving themselves. Simpler 
still, the plates can be arranged in the 
kitchen and passed directly to the 
guests, who stand or sit while eating, 
depending upon the number of chairs 
and small tables which you have 
room for in your dining room and the 
adjoining rooms. But whatever your 
decision, don’t overtax the facilities 
of your home by choosing a menu 
which is too elaborate for you to han- 





Your sandwiches will be inviting indeed if grouped on a long glass shelf on your buffet table 


dle easily. Remember that the sim- 
plest refreshments, graciously and 
nicely served, are always the best 
form. 


For “Sit-Down” Service. In the menu 
box on this page you will find sug- 
gestions for early morning, midday, 
afternoon, and evening wedding re- 
freshments. 

If your choice is one of our “sit- 
down” wedding breakfasts, then plan 
to use a cloth of white or ivory em- 
broidered linen, lace, or damask on 
the table. Let the wedding cake, if 
there is to be one, and an attractive 
arrangement of white flowers be the 
center of interest. Set the table as for 
a formal luncheon, omitting candles 
unless it is late afternoon or evening. 


For Buffet Service. If you have de- 
cided on one of our buffet menus, 
then let our lovely color photograph 
of a buffet wedding repast on the next 
pages guide you in deciding on the 
table appointments you will use, and 
an arrangement that makes it easy 
for the guests to help themselves. We 
chose white lilacs with maidenhair 
fern—the bride’s own fern—as our 
centerpiece, with ivory candles flank- 
ing it. (Omit the candles if you are 
serving in the morning or early after- 
noon.) 


Our Sandwich Tray A Brand-New 
Idea. Above you will see a close- 
up view of the assorted sandwiches, 
which we arranged on a glass shelf 
17” x 914”. If your home does not af- 
ford such a shelf, you can have one 
cut for you at the hardware store for 
a small sum. We set our shelf on four 
open individual glass salts, but you 
could use small glass or silver ash- 





EARLY WEDDING BREAKFAST 
(Sit-Down or Buffet Style) 


Orange Juice with 
Sliced Strawberry Garnish or 
Seedless Grapes in Grape Juice 
*Creamed Chicken and Ham 
Hot Cornbread or 
Baking Powder Biscuits 
Jam or Marmalade 
Wedding Cake in Boxes Coffee 
es 
Mippay WEDDING BREAKFAST 
(Sit-Down Style) 
Pineapple Juice and 
Ginger Ale Cocktail 
Sliced Turkey and Tongue 
Creamed Peas and Mushrooms 
with Toast Garnish 
Sliced Cucumbers Marinated in 
French Dressing 
Bread and Butter Fingers 
*Strawberry Bavarian Cream 


Wedding Cake Coffee 
* 


Minpay Weppinc BREAKFAST 
(Buffet Style) 


Sliced Baked Ham and Chicken 
Tossed String Bean, Diced 
Tomato, and Celery Salad 
Bowl or 
Broccoli or Asparagus with 
Hollandaise Sauce 
Hot Raised Cheese Rolls 
*Crape Ice Cream Pound Cake 
Coffee or Tea 


Wedding Cake Punch 


AFTERNOON WEDDING TEA 
(Buffet Style) 


Cream Cheese and Pineapple 
Sandwiches 
Minced Cucumber 
and 
Mayonnaise Sandwiches 

*Creole Sandwiches 

Punch Tea 
Wedding Cake Salted Nuts 


* 


BuFFET WEDDING COLLATION 
(Late Afternoon or Evening) 


Lobster and Avocado Salad 






or 
Veal and Celery Salad | 
Rolled Watercress Sandwiches By 
Olive Pinwheels ; 
Brown Bread and Cheese F 
Diamonds § 
Open-Faced Tongue Sandwiches 
*Tea Punch Coffee ao 
Wedding Cake Mints ; 


* 


SIMPLE WEDDING REFRESHMENTS 
(Served From Kitchen) 
*Meringues with Vanilla 
Ice Cream and Crushed 
Raspberries or Strawberries 
or Sliced Peaches 
Tiny Sponge Cakes 
or 
Wedding Cake 
Salted Nuts 


Coffee Punch 


* Asterisked recipes given in article 


Do honor to the bride by making 
that_long-anticipated event—the 
wedding breakfast—an altogether 
lo¥ely affair. Remember, however, 
that even the simplest collation, 
tastefully served, as in our buffet 
on this page, will delight all who 
are fortunate enough to be present 





trays instead. Sprays of maidenhair 
fern, slipped under the tray, lend a 
cool, inviting touch to the generous 
array of sandwiches. And by the way, 
if you choose to omit salad from your 
menu, order two sandwich shelves, 
so that you can serve sandwiches 
from both sides of the table. Inciden- 
tally, these glass shelves of sand- 
wiches are easy to pass. 


If You’re Having Coffee Or Tea. 
While we placed the punch bowl and 
glasses at one end of our buffet table, 
these could be moved to a small side 
table, and a coffee or tea service set 
up in their place. In this case, let one 
of the bride’s friends pour. Or the 
tea or coffee service may replace the 
wedding cake if you’re having a tea. 





The Salad. Note that the guests 
have a choice of French or mayon- 
naise dressing in serving themselves 
to the lobster and avocado salad. 


The Wedding Cake. A word about 
the wedding cake. If you want to 
make it yourself, just drop us a line. 
Remember that the bride and groom 
together make the first cut in the 
lower tier of the vake. A friend of the 
bride then cuts it into convenient 
slices, and helps each guest to some. 

Although not necessary, it is nice 
to give the guests a piece of the wed- 
ding cake to dream on. So if you wish 
to follow this custom, our photograph 
on page 120, showing the cakes ar- 
ranged on the hall table, ready for 
the guests to take home, will interest 





We are indebted to Miss Lenore Sullivan, Associate Professor, Iowa State College, Ames, lowa, Jor a number of large-quantity recipes given here. 


Take away the wedding cake, and presto! you have a 


smart buffet for another occasion. This article offers 


many party ideas the hostess can borrow from the bride 


you. While suitable wedding-cake 
boxes may be purchased, we enjoyed 
the fun of wrapping our own. We cut 
the fruitcake into pieces 3”x 144” x 1". 
Then each was wrapped in silver- 
coated paper, the ends being held in 
place with Scotch tape. Next we 
banded each little package with white 
bond paper, holding it in place with 
narrow white satin ribbon. The sur- 
name initials of the bride and groom 


were then glued in place, as shown 
in our photograph. 


Check China, Silver, Etc., Early. With 
your wedding-reception menu and 
the manner of serving it decided on 
weeks before the event, you should 
start immediately checking up on 
table linen, silver, china, glass, and 
other table appointments to make 
sure that you have everything and 


enough of everything. List all needed 
items in a little notebook, checking 
them off as you get them lined up.’ 
(Friends and neighbors are usually 
happy to lend their best at ‘such 
times.) And don’t worry if you have 
to use two patterns of china and glass 
on your sit-down table to accommo- 
date all your guests. Just alternate 
the patterns at each cover, and your 
table will have a feeling of attractive 
orderliness. Discuss your table cen- 
terpiece with the florist, too, so that 
he will be sure to have just what you 
want when the time comes. 


Line Up Necessary Cooking Utensils. 
Don’t fail, either, to list in your note- 
book just what cooking utensils you 
will need (Continued on page 172) 
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F YOU are one of those busy or 
business housekeepers who find 

it necessary to be away from 
home until late in the afternoon, 

we know exactly what your 
meal-planning problem is. It’s 

our problem, too! For when we get 
home after business hours, it’s usually 
pretty close to dinnertime. So it has 
become a habit with us to plan din- 
ners that we can prepare in a short 
time. But it does mean planning our 
meals and our marketing, and some- 
times it requires some preparation 
beforehand. In doing this we depend 
very much on our refrigerator and 
make it work closely with the range. 
We know that it is not a comfort- 
able feeling to be rushed in getting 
dinner. We want to help you to avoid 
this so that you can really enjoy pre- 
paring the meals. So let’s chat awhile 
about this question of serving meals 
that are cooked to perfection and that 
always appeal because of easy varia- 
tions. Take this menu, for example: 

Tomato Juice 
*Deviled Hamburgers Pineapple Slices 
String Beans 
Bread 


*Maple Mousse 
Coffee 


Maybe you’re a business house- 
keeper. Then why not invite the man 
of the house out into the kitchen to 
help you prepare the menu above? 
We find more and more men who 
are interested in cooking, particularly 
in broiling meats and making salads 
or other dishes that do not require 
much preparation. 

In the picture we show both the 
business housekeeper and the man 
of the house getting dinner. The Dev- 
iled Hamburgers (recipe given later) 
were made up the night before and 
stored, lightly covered, in the refrig- 
erator. The pineapple slices will line 
up alongside the meat under the pre- 
heated broiler. You see the business 
housekeeper ready to cook some 
124 


If you are going out for the afternoon, 
you can prepare most of dinner in the 
forenoon and put it in the refrigerator 


x 

packaged quick-frozen string beans. 
Quick-frozen meats, fish, vegetables, 
and fruits are boons when time can- 
not be bought at any price. They are 
so deliciously fresh and may be stored 
in the chilling unit of your refrigera- 
tor until time to use. They should, of 
course, be kept frozen until ready to 
cook. Canned string beans can also 
be used, but be sure to cook them the 
Institute way. Drain the liquor from 
the vegetable and boil it in a saucepan 
or skillet until two-thirds of the 
liquor has evaporated. Then add the 
string beans, beat thoroughly, add 
seasonings, and serve. 

The contents of a No. 2 can of 
chilled tomato juice has been divided 
between two glasses for generous 
first-course servings. For our dessert 
we have chosen a simple frozen des- 


ee 
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The recipes for our quick and easy 
menus appear on page 170. You'll 
find still another menu there, too 


sert that can be made in the refriger- 
ator the night before. The cold control 
of the refrigerator is turned to the 
coldest setting until the cream mix- 
ture is frozen, then the control is 
turned back to a warmer setting 
which keeps the cream frozen and yet 
does not make unusual demands on 
the refrigerator. 

Or maybe you are a busy house- 
keeper who must be away from home 
in the afternoon. We suggest this 
menu as an example: 


*Veal Rolls Stuffed with Dressing 
Bermuda Salad Bowl 
Whole Wheat Bread 
*Applesauce Whip a Custard Sauce 
ea 


Our second picture shows a busy 
person putting the covered Apple- 
sauce Whip, page 170, into the refrig- 





DINNER 
IN HALE AN HOUR ? 


It’s easy when your refrigerator and range 


are good partners, say Helen Ridley 
and Julia Hoover of the Institute Staff 


erator, where it will await dessert- 
time. In the refrigerator may also be 
seen a covered casserole containing 
the partially cooked Veal Rolls for 
tonight’s dinner. See recipe, page 170. 
Greens are shown at the sink. They 
will be washed and stored in the 
covered vegetable pan until a salad 
bowl beckons them out again. Yes, 
dinner is semiready almost as soon 
as the breakfast dishes are washed 
and the morning work done. You are 
then left carefree until that last half 
hour before dinner. 

A transfer from skillet or baking 
dish to serving dishes often cools the 
food down, making it difficult to serve 
hot food really hot. So we do not hesi- 
tate to advise you to serve the food 
in the dish in which it was cooked 
whenever possible. That is the reason 
why casserole dishes are so easy to 
serve hot. Many skillets and other 
pans used on top of the stove are so 
well designed today that we like to 
bring them to the table now and then. 

And just a word about leftovers. 
Plan to use them up quickly and cheat 
the garbage can. If you have little 
dabs of food left, such as a few peas, 
a boiled potato, and a bit of leftover 
fish, store them together in one dish 
to save space; use a bowl with one of 
the approved bow] covers if a covered 
refrigerator dish is not available at 
the moment. Use them as part of a 
tasty salad or a chowder or an oven 
dish. Leftover fruits mold well in gel- 
atin, and some of the most delicious 
casseroles are made of a little of this 
and a little of that. But don’t put 
small quantities of leftover food in 
the refrigerator and promptly forget 
about them. Plan right then and there 
to use them within the next day or 


*Recipes given in article 


If you are a business housekeeper, let 
your husband help you prepare din- 
ner. Watch how he enjoys doing it! 


two. This habit will help to lower food 
bills. 

Use your refrigerator as a working 
partner. Let it cooperate with you not 
only in keeping all the perishable 
foods in prime condition, but in car- 
ing for your beforehand preparations 
until your other good partner—your 
range—makes possible a delicious 
meal in half an hour. 

Our four remaining menus feature 
casseroles that are ready to heat in 
the oven and main dishes that can be 
cooked quickly in the skillet or under 
the broiler. They also feature cold 
desserts and salads that are easy to 
prepare beforehand. 

Macaroni and Cheese 
Asparagus 
Bread 
*Rhubarb and Strawberry Pinwheels 
Coffee 

Combine the macaroni and cheese 
in a casserole and store in refrigera- 
tor; then heat and brown before din- 
ner. If asparagus is not yet in season 
in your part of the country, substitute 
canned or packaged quick-frozen as- 
paragus. 

Lamb Chops 
Canned Peas Buttered Noodles 
Jellied Fruit Salad 
*Cinnamon Rusk Pie 
Coffee 

Heat the peas as we have suggested 
doing the string beans on page 124. 
Use leftover canned or fresh fruit for 
the salad. The rusk pie can be made 
the night before or in the morning 
and stored in the refrigerator. Our 
tasting staff vote it one of the best 
pies of the year. Your family will, too. 

*Favorite All-In-One 
Toasted Rye Bread 
Celery Seallions 
Chilled Canned Pears 
ea 

Serve the main dish right in the 
skillet in which it has been prepared. 
The raw vegetables can be cleaned 
and made ready beforehand. Store 
in the covered vegetable pan until 
dinnertime. (Continued on page 170) 
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Radishes 
Cookies 


“Should I buy a new auto- 

matic refrigerator? My old 

one looks as quaint as a 

Model T.” Sometimes that’s 

a tough one to answer. Looks 
aren’t always everything, and 
many a stout heart still beats 
within the compressors of older 
refrigerators. 

Still, the beauty of the new re- 
frigerators we have tested and 
approved is much more than skin 
deep. The promise of improved 
performance and greater satis- 
faction that their sleek, stream- 
lined exteriors hold forth is well 
fulfilled. If your refrigerator is 
beginning to show its years, is in- 
convenient to use, or perhaps is 
too small, you might find it well 
worth while to succumb to temp- 
tation and put your name on the 
dotted line. 

Lower operating cost is one big 
reason, and you'll find plenty of 
other reasons in the quieter run- 
ning, faster freezing, better 


f EOPLE frequently ask me: 
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storage facilities, and other improve- 
ments made in recent years. And if 
you haven’t priced the new refrig- 
erators yet, you might be surprised 
to find out how much less they cost 
than the one you bought years ago. 


Ice cubes without a struggle is one 
advantage newer refrigerators offer 





Quality Up, Prices Down. Few hous?- 
hold appliances have had their qual- 
ity and performance improved, and 
their prices revised downward, as 
has the automatic refrigerator in the 
comparatively few years it has been 

on the market. My test records 
bear witness to this. In them are 
recorded the characteristics of 
the scores of refrigerators we 
have tested and approved dur- 
ing the years since 1921. One 
thing is certain: Many of the re- 
frigerators of even five years ago 
would find it difficult to meet the 
standards which Good House- 
keeping Institute insists that 
automatic refrigerators meet to- 
day before it awards them its 
Seal of Approval. at are 


New Convenience and Utility. 
The door of the new refrigerators 
opens with the slightest pressure 
and closes the same way—a big 
help if you happen to have both 
hands full. 

On opening the door one be- 





Sliding shelves, which are adjustable 
for height, make food storage easy 


gins to see a host of new features. 
First of all, interiors are lighted au- 
tomatically when the door is opened. 
A small matter, perhaps, but a big 
help on occasion. The food compart- 
ment is not so deep as it used to be, 
making for greater accessibility; 





and yet storage space has not 
been sacrificed by this. Instead of 
one-piece shelves in fixed posi- 
tions, many of the new models 
have adjustable shelves that can 
be moved up or down to accom- 
modate dishes of almost any size. 
Some have sections of shelves 
that can be removed when extra 
height is needed for a large roast 
or watermelon; or the interior 
can be rearranged to suit a spe- 
cial need. 

Pull-out sliding shelves bring 
foods to the front where they are 
easily handled. Some makes have 
shelves in or attached to the door 
for storing small items where 
they can readily be found. Stor- 
age space for bottles on both 
sides of the chilling unit provides 

ample room for a liberal supply of 
well-chilled beverages or other bot- 
tled goods. Interiors, like exteriors, 
are noticeably free of dirt-catching 
corners and crevices, and the bottom 
of the food compartment is now cov- 
ered with an acid-resisting porcelain 





Meat keeps juicily moist and safely 
chilled in this deep covered tray 


enamel which is not marred by fruit 
juices or other foods that may come 
into contact with it. 

Sliding drawers provide convenient 

places for storing all kinds of fresh 
fruits and vegetables, and keep 
salad materials in crisp, fresh 
condition. Many makes now also 
have, just below the chilling unit, 
a deep covered pan-for keeping 
meat in a moist but frigid condi- 
tion. The meat does not dry out 
in this pan, and the low tempera- 
ture keeps it safely for a longer 
time than was formerly advis- 
able without actually freezing it. 
When uncovered, this pan serves 
other uses, too, such as holding 
a reserve supply of ice cubes, 
chilling desserts, or, when empty, 
as a drip tray for defrosting. 

Some manufacturers are mak- 
ing special models, in addition to 
their regular line, which have 
high humidity in the food space. 
This is accomplished by keeping 
the cooling unit for the food space 


at a temperature high enough to pre- 
vent frost from forming, and by using 
enough cooling surface to maintain a 
low food-compartment temperature. 
The combination of high humidity 
and low temperature reduces the dry- 
ing out of foods to such an extent that 
most of them do not need to be cov- 
ered in refrigerators of this kind. 
However, unless there are provisions 
for odor removal, strong-smelling 
foods should be kept in covered con- 
tainers while in the refrigerator. 


Temperature Control and Defrosting. 
During the past several years the 
temperature control has been im- 
proved to provide greater utility. Its 
readily accessible dial can be set to 
maintain any desired food-compart- 
ment temperature or to provide the 
low temperature needed inside the 
chilling unit when ice cubes are 
wanted in a hurry, or when ice cream 
and other desserts are to be frozen 
in the unit. 

Nowadays the temperature control 
has a defrost setting, too, which makes 
it a simple matter to rid the chilling 
unit of frost, and has an “On” and 
“Off” switch built into it for use when 
shutting down the motor. 


Taming The Ice Cube. The recal- 
citrant ice cube has met its master in 
the new ice trays. Instead’ of your 
struggling to break the tray loose 
from the chilling unit, a release will 
do that for you. A bit of pressure on 
your part is all that is needed. And 
still better news: the grid in the tray 
is now made so that the cubes can be 
removed in a jiffy without the need 
of running water to melt them loose. 

The chilling unit in which the ice 
trays are kept is larger than it used 
to be, so that a liberal supply of ice 
cubes may always be available. Many 
makes now have a refrigerated shelf 
to give fast freezing in the trays on 
this shelf, as well as those on the bot- 
tom of the chilling unit. Usually there 
is also a removable shelf for some of 
the ice trays, and this shelf can be 
taken out when extra headroom is 
required, as when storing packages 
of the quick-frozen foods or packaged 
ice cream. (Continued on page 167) 


Salad materials and vegetables keep 
fresh and crisp in sliding drawers 
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ILEING 


ON HOUSEKED 


With something to say about moths 


When rugs and carpets collect soil 
that sweeper or cleaner cannot remove, 
how should they be cleaned? 

Send them to a good rug cleaner to 
be washed. Good rug cleaners have 
skilled workmen and the right equip- 
ment for this work. The rugs are care- 
fully but thoroughly washed, rinsed, 
and dried; and many cleaners will 
store them for you through the sum- 
mer. They will also mothproof them 
if you wish. As washing may remove 
some of the twist in the frieze type 
of carpet, consult your rug cleaner 
before having such carpets washed. 


How can silver be stored without 
tarnishing? 

We have tested and approved tar- 
nishproof paper, chests, and bags 
which prevent silver from tarnishing 
while it is stored. If you have silver 
that you use only now and then, or 
decorative pieces such as candle- 
sticks, you can polish the silverware 
thoroughly, and then apply a protec- 
tive coating of a bottled liquid which 
delays tarnish. 


Do flying moths eat holes in wools? 

No, it is the larvae or little white 
worms that hatch out of the eggs laid 
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by the flying moths that do the dam- 
age. The eggs hatch in a few days in 
comfortably warm places, so wools 
left undisturbed where moths can get 
at them may soon be damaged. 


How can winter clothing be protected 
from moth damage during the summer? 

It can be mothproofed, or fumi- 
gated, or sprayed with an insect spray 
and stored where moths cannot pos- 
sibly reach it. Or it may be stored in 
a cedar chest. Good laundering and 
dry cleaning leave wools free from 
moths. If they are stored at once 
where moths cannot reach them, they 
will be protected against damage. 


How is clothing mothproofed? 

By spraying it with a mothproofing 
solution which makes it distasteful 
and inedible to moths. First brush the 
clothing well, then spray it thor- 
oughly. Do not overlook a single spot. 
Don’t forget seams and folds, the un- 
dersurface of collars, under buttons, 
in pockets. Every thread must be cov- 
ered. Blankets, sweaters, and other 
easily washable wools can be im- 
mersed (or rinsed) in a solution of 
a mothproofing compound available 
for that purpose. Mothproofed cloth- 





ing need not be stored out of the reach 
of moths. Some dry cleaners and laun- 
dries offer a mothproofing service. 


How are wools fumigated? 

By the use of a fumigant. Fumi- 
gants are usually either paradichloro- 
benzene or naphthalene, and are sold 
as such or under brand names. They 
give off fumes that kill moths at all 
stages, provided the fumes are strong 
enough and the moths are exposed to 
the fumes long enough. This can only 
be done well if plenty of fumigant is 
used and if the fumes are enclosed 
in a space that is comfortably warm 
and is practically airtight. 


Can wools be protected well by fumi- 
gating them in dresser drawers? 

Not unless they are sprinkled lib- 
erally with the fumigant and at once 
wrapped closely and sealed in strong 
paper to keep the fumes from escap- 
ing. Wrapped in this way, they may 
also be laid on shelves. 


Can wools be fumigated in closets? 
Yes, if the closet adjoins a room 
that is comfortably warm. Clean the 
closet, then sprinkle the fumigant on 
shelves and floor, using a pound of 





fumigant for a small closet 2” x 2” x 7” 
(28 cubic feet) or 2% pounds for a 
closet 3” x 3” x 7” (63 cubic feet) and 
so on. Now hang up the clothing to 
be fumigated and seal the closet door 
with gummed paper or the tape used 
by fumigators. 

Leave the clothes there until they 
are needed again. F 

Can clothes be fumigated by hang- 
ing a fumigant in a closet that is in use? 

No, because the fumes escape when 
the door is opened and thus become 
too weak to kill the moths. 


Will moths attack clothing and other 
wools that have been thoroughly fumi- 
gated? 

Yes. Fumigation does not moth- 
proof wools. Any fumigated wools, 


therefore, must be left stored where 
moths cannot get at them. 


How can insect sprays protect wools 
from moth damage? 

These sprays kill the moths or their 
eggs or larvae when they come in 
contact with them. The spraying, like 
the fumigation, must be done thor- 
oughly. They do not mothproof the 
wool; therefore, the spraying must be 
repeated regularly if moths are about. 
Or the wools, after being sprayed, 
must be stored at once where moths 
cannot get at them. Insect sprays are 
particularly useful for spraying in 
cracks, along the baseboards, and in 
any crevices where wool fluff may 
gather and provide food for the hun- 
gry moth. Before spraying use your 
vacuum cleaner to clean the cracks. 


Although general spring housecleaning has faded into the past, 
there are still many jobs that seem to go with the season—like 
storing winter wools, painting porch furniture, and general re- 
furbishing. So many of you write us about these problems that 
we are anticipating your questions in this quiz conducted by 


HELEN W. KENDALL OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 


Will moths eat holes in wools that 
are in daily use, even though they are 
not mothproofed? 

Very rarely, as the moth larvae eat 
when they are undisturbed and pref- 
erably in a dark place. 


If moth larvae have begun to eat 
holes in wools, how can they be stopped? 

By a number of methods—by fumi- 
gating, by mothproofing, by spraying 
with an insect spray, by laundering, 
or by dry cleaning. 


How are cedar chests used to prevent 
moth damage? : 

Cedar chests offer adequate pro- 
tection against moth damage if they 
are well constructed with a high per- 
centage of aromatic cedar wood, and 
have tight-fitting covers. Everything 
stored should be cleaned first, and the 
chest should not be opened except to 
remove something from storage. 


How are garment bags used to pre- 
vent damage? 

If the garments put into bags are 
not mothproofed; garment bags afford 
protection against moth damage only 
if garments are free from moths when 
they are put into the bag. Therefore, 
in using (Continued on page 246) 
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be celebrated all over the country 

by leading manufacturers in coop- 
eration with local grocers. “Parade of 
Progress” Week promises to be differ- 
ent from the usual special weeks. Its 
object is to acquaint us anew with the 
forward strides which are continually 
being made by leading manufacturers 
in the quality and variety of canned 
and packaged foods, as well as house- 
hold soaps and cleansers. 

I can remember when canned foods 
were seldom served in the well-man- 
aged household except in rare emer- 
gencies. The homemaker who was 
known to resort habitually to the can 
opener was held in open scorn by her 
neighbors as lacking in culinary skill, 
or perhaps shirking her duty. 

Of course the idea of commercially 
canned and packaged foods was new 
in those days, and it was thought to 
be something of an invasion of the 
field of good home cooking. Then, too, 
canned foods at that time no doubt 
lacked some of the flavor, appearance, 
and appetite appeal they now have; 
nor did we have the amazing variety 
that tempts us on the grocer’s shelves 
today. 

I wish that all housekeepers in the 
land could visit the plants of the lead- 
ing manufacturers and see the spot- 
lessness, the constant vigilance in the 
control of quality, and the extensive 
research by highly trained scientists 
that has been, and still is being, car- 
ried on in achieving the great prog- 
ress made in the products found on 
your grocer’s shelves—not only foods 
but packaged soaps and cleansers. All 
this has meant vision on the part of 
the manufacturer, and it has also 
meant great expenditure of money on 
research. Manufacturers of grocery 
products have won a place among the 
great American pioneers who have 
had the courage to blaze trails in 
making available the many advan- 
tages and the higher standards of liv- 
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‘i April a “Parade of Progress” will 


ing which we enjoy in this country. 

Your grocer stocks these on his 
shelves, so ask him to keep you 
posted. That’s what we do, and that’s 
why I am able to tell you each month 
on this page about the interesting new 
products you'll find at your grocer’s. 


Do You Keep a Recipe File? Mrs. 
Kendall tells me that one of her diffi- 
culties is remembering to keep in her 
menus those special dishes which the 
family like so well but are so easily 





WITH DOROTHY MARSH 
OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 


forgotten. “It is so easy,” she says, “to 
slump into the usual routine of meat 
and two vegetables with something 
light for dessert.” So she has made a 
really active card file all her own in 
which she keeps those favorite rec- 
ipes which add just that bit of differ- 
ence to an everyday meal. Now on 
the maid’s day off she can turn to a 
favorite one-dish meal, a few special 
desserts, or a substantial soup with- 
out hours of futile search through 
numerous cook books and loose clip- 
pings from magazines. 





Stew For Two, and the Business House- 
keeper. Court your husband’s ap- 
proval and save yourself a lot of last- 
minute cooking after you get home 
at night by serving a savory beef or 
lamb stew. I mean one of the canned 
stews—the kind that’s made of sizable 
pieces of choice, carefully trimmed 
meat and fresh vegetables, all skili- 
fully blended and ready for you to 
heat and serve. 

One can serves two generously or 
three modestly.-And the man of the 
house will love it, ladled generously 
over hot, crunchy toast. If he’s a curry 
fan, he’ll cheer if you add a teaspoon- 
ful or less of curry powder. Or you 
can divide the bubbling stew between 
two individual casseroles, top them 
with baking-powder biscuit dough 
(save time and use the packaged 
kind), or fluffy mashed potatoes, and 
then bake in a hot oven of 450° F. 
until the biscuit dough is done or the 
mashed potatoes brown. 


Keep Your Eggs in the Refrigerator. 
If you are a wise shopper, you will 
insist that the grocer keep his eggs 
in the cooler or the refrigerator, not 
piled in a basket or box on the 
counter. 

Equally important, too, you will see 
to it that the eggs are stored in your 
refrigerator as soon as you get them 
home. That bowl on top of the refrig- 
erator, on the pantry shelf, or in the 
cupboard is not the place to keep 
eggs. 

A fresh egg may lose its freshness 
right in your kitchen if you are care- 
less. You ask why? Well, eggs are 
exactly as perishable as are other 
dairy and meat products. They de- 
tériorate rapidly at room tempera- 
ture. So an egg to be fresh must be 
gathered from the nest as soon as it 
is laid, and it must be kept in the 
refrigerator from the time it is laid 
until it is used. It can be kept fresh 
only by continuous cold. 
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ay BAKER’S COCOA—AT POUND-CAN SAVINGS! 
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1% cups sifted Swans Down 
Cake Flour 

1¥%2 teaspoons Calumet Baking 
Powder* 

Ya teaspoon salt 

Ys cup butter or other shortening 








Simple twists of one easy recipe—rich and 
tempting with Baker's Chocolate 


CHOCOLATE CUP CAKES 


1 cup sugar 
2 eggs, well beaten 
2 squares Baker’s Unsweetened 
Chocolate, melted 
Y2 cup milk 
1 teaspoon vanilla 


Sift flour-once, measure, add baking powder and salt, and sift three times. Cream 
butter thoroughly, add sugar gradually, and cream together until light and fluffy. 
Add eggs and beat well; then add chocolate and blend. Add flour, alternately with 
milk, in small amounts, beating well after each. Add vanilla. Fill greased cup-cake 
pans % full. Bake in moderate oven (350° F.) 20 minutes. Cover with Ornamental 
Butter Frosting, plain, chocolate, or tinted. Decorate with chopped nuts or designs 
of melted chocolate. Or remove cone-shaped piece from center of cup cake. Fill 
hollow with whipped cream, sweetened and flavored with vanilla. Cut off points 
from removed piece. Cut each cap in half and press halves into top of filled cake, 
bringing rounded edges together at base to form butterfly wings. Makes 20 cup cakes. 


*If another baking powder is used, adjust the proportions as recommended by the manufacturers. 


ORNAMENTAL BUTTER FROSTING 


Measure 2% cups sifted confectioners’ sugar. Cream 2 table- 
blending after 


spoons butter; add part of sugar gradually, 
each addition. Add remaining sugar, alternately with 
1 unbeaten egg white, then with 1 tablespoon cream, 
until of right consistency to spread. Beat after each 
addition until smooth. Add % teaspoon vanilla and 
a dash of salt. 


For chocolate frosting, add 1 square Baker's Un- 
sweetened Chocolate, melted, to ¥2 cup frosting. Add 
additional cream, if necessary. Place over bowl of 
‘hot water until glaze appears. Remove from hot 
water and beat until of consistency to spread. 


(All measurements are level) 


AND TRY THE LUXURY OF 


Yet today this luxury cocoa is far 


you save by ordering Baker's in 
the full pound-size can makes it 
amazingly economical. Try the 
pound can of Baker’s Cocoa this 
week! Enjoy its delicious richness! 


Copyright, General Foods Corp., 1939 


The quality of Baker’s Cocoa has 
been famous for generations. } 


from luxury-priced. The money ; 


CALLING ALL 

HOSTESSES! 
SEND TODAY FOR 
THIS SMART NEW 
“PARTY BOOK / 













Here’s a recipe in tune with the season! 


Popular Chocolate Cup Cakes—just 
right for bridge refreshments, luncheons 
and suppers—with tops as gay as posies! 


The recipe’s a work saver—and a honey 
for making tenderly light, rich-flavored 
cakes. But remember, it’s a carefully 
tested Baker’s Chocolate recipe—and 
counts on the fine quality of Baker’s 
Chocolate to give these cakes their appe- 
tizing color, their glossy-rich frostings 
and richly moist, real chocolate taste. 


So tell your grocer you want Baker’s— 
the chocolate with the famous 
Chocolate Girl’’ on the label. 


**Baker 






The quality famous since 
1780. Baker’s Chocolate is 
a Droduct of Ge neral Foods, 


Just off the press—a “Party Book” 
of rich chocolate foods for eve ry 
jolly occasion on the calendar! 
28 illustrated pages—59 recipes 
carefully tested for you at our 
chocolate headquarters. Yours 
free! Just mail this coupon to— 


GENERAL FOODS, BATTLE CREEK, MICH 
aie eS 


Street____ 


City- ep oe i eens 


Floor: Nairn Sealex Linoleum“ Granada” No. A7233, 
Personal-ized with Sealex Leaf Insets and Sealex Fea- 
ture Strips. Walls: Nairn Wall Linoleum, “‘Parch- 
ment”? No. 7973, and “Light Pine” No. 7981. Sink 
top, desk and bench, Nairn Sealex Linoleum No. 1129. 


Personal-ized Floors of 
Nairn Sealex Linoleum, 
like the one in this gay 
kitchen, will provide you with 
the utmost in smart, fascinating 
decoration. 

And in Personal-ized Floors 
your imagination has full sway. For 
these are linoleum floors you may 
design yourself — floors of your 
own creation to express the true 
personality and individuality of 
your home. 

There’s a gay galaxy of Nairn 
Sealex Insets, Feature Strips and 
Borders to choose from...all col- 
or-correlated with the richly col- 
ored, genuine inlaid patterns of 
Nairn Sealex Linoleum. 





CONGOLEUM-NAIRN INC., KEARNY,N. J. Also makers of Nairn Adhesive Sealex Linoleum and Nairn Treadlite Linoleum 


April 1939 Good Housekeeping 











ready-cut—ready to be set in your 
new Nairn Sealex Linoleum Floor, 
according to your own decorative 
scheme—Personal-ized Floors are 
surprisingly inexpensive. 

Note, too, how the Nairn Wall 
Linoleum completes the decora- 
tive harmony with walls of per- 
manent beauty. 

Send 10¢ to Congoleum-Nairn 
Inc., Box 31, Kearny, N. J.,for your 


“Personal-ized Floors” Booklet. 
*Trademark Registered 


IN AT RON 


SEALEX 


TRADEMARK REGISTERED 


LINOLEUM 


Because Nairn Sealex Insets are_ 
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Appointment With 
Tomorrow 


(Continued from page 24) 
reproductions of themselves finished for 
Christmas gifts, may live happy lives with- 
out those pictures. Still, ’m perhaps un- 
reasonably vain of my reputation for 
dependability. That may be because I 
started life as a painter, therefore an artist, 
therefore by general consensus of opinion, 
unreliable.” 

Madame Haverlock’s amazing laughter 
tinkled. 

Rosamond said petulantly, “I don’t see 
anything amusing in our situation.” 

“Ah, my dear,” Madame Haverlock told 
her, “so few charming young actresses 
have a sense of humor at the beginning 
of their careers.” 

“This” (Tony did not bother to disguise 
his delight any more) “becomes more like 
the Mad Hatter’s tea party by the moment. 
Haven’t you arranged any temporary 
wardrobes for your men guests, Madame 
Haverlock?” 

“The crew will give you things.” She 
chuckled. “Didn’t I read in one of your 
studio’s publicity releases, Mr. Nash, that 
you were generally accepted as one of the 
ten best dressed men in Hollywood? I 
wonder why it’s always ten best dressed— 
not nine or twelve? Doesn’t matter. It will 
be a nice change for you to wear dun- 
garees.” 

“No, it won’t. I wear dungarees fre- 
quently on my own boat.” 

“Then at least you’ll be comfortable in 
them.” She went on in the same pleased 
voice: “You are all doing wonderfully 
well. Not one of you has shouted at me, 
‘What is the meaning of this?’ ” 

Bevan raised his head. “But I want to 
know—what is the meaning of this?” 


GHE sighed. “I’ve never in my life done 
anything without what seemed to me 
to be adequate reason. But the older I 
grow, the more tiresome I find explana- 
tions. Reasons usually develop as things 
progress.” 

Paula asked in her most courteous busi- 
ness voice, “Madame Haverlock, we nat- 
urally do wonder where we are going.” 

“But it’s more amusing not to be sure, 
don’t you think?” She included the rest 
of them with her eyes then. “Perhaps I 
should tell you of some of the arrange- 
ments for the voyage. The ship has a fairly 
generous amount of deck space. Do take 
advantage of it tomorrow if the weather’s 
calmer, as my captain assures me it will 
be. There’s shuffleboard, and even a very 
small deck-tennis court. I wouldn’t waste 
time in conversation with the crew, 
though. Oddly enough, they are all very 
silent men. My captain prefers them to 
be, for some reason. I must have you meet 
the captain tomorrow.” 

“We shall be delighted,” Tony assured 
her. “Is there a radio operator whom we 
might meet also?” 

“Tm afraid not.” She stood up. “If you’ll 
excuse me, I'll retire now. We'll meet at 
luncheon. Generally I don’t come down 
for breakfast.” 

Tony bent over her hand. “Good-night. 
And many happy returns of the day, 
madame.” 

She looked a little puzzled. 

“Your birthday, Madame Haverlock. 
Don’t you remember? There was a cake, 
I think.” 

Her laughter rippled. “We’re going to 
get on very well, Mr. Nash.” 

Tony held the door open for her and 
closed it behind her. 

“Why did you do that?” Rosamond was 
indignant. “We might have found out 
where she went.” 

“The steward and two members of the 
crew were waiting just outside.” 
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“Well, why didn’t you seize her and tie 
her up and hold her as a hostage until 
the crew took us home?” 

“You've been to too many old-fashioned 
motion pictures, Rosamond. Besides, if 
anyone wants the job of tying up a sev- 
enty-nine-year-old woman, he can have 
it. ’m not for it. Don’t you feel the same 
way, Yule?” 

“Ves,” 

“But we’ve got to do something.” The 
ship lurched, and Bevan sat down most 
ungracefully. 

Vivian said: ‘“There’s nothing much that 
we can do at the moment. Except, as I 
mentioned earlier, remember we are in 
the hands of someone with a lifelong rep- 
utation for both acumen and kindliness.” 

“I,” said Bevan, “shall believe that if 
she gets us back to town early Monday 
morning.” 

“She won’t.” Vivian sounded sure of it. 

“We can’t just all disappear.” Rosamond 
was briefly triumphant. “Tony, Bevan, 
and Mr. Yule at least are too prominent.” 

“The sea air—even air-conditioned—is - 
having a surprising effect on you very 
quickly,” Tony teased her. “It’s giving you 
an attack of false humility. You know per- 
fectly well that ‘Disappearance of Promi- 
nent Young Actress’ with pictures, even 
though not pictures’ by Vivian Yule, is 
worth more space on the front pages than 
the disappearance of any three men.” 


OR the first time that evening, Bevan 

looked consoled. “If Madame Haverlock 
gets us back just a day or two late, maybe 
it won’t matter. I mean—the publicity will 
compensate.” 

Tony was mock-tragic. “Neither of you 
has any sense of adventure, really. Miss 
Humphreys and I believe we may sail to 
Samarkand or even touch at lost Atlantis, 
don’t we? Go farther and farther from any 
land we knew—” his wonderful warm 
voice lifted—“glimpse ‘that untraveled 
world whose margin fades for ever and for 
ever when I move.’ ” 

His voice caught at Paula. He sat quite 
un-self-conscious, his golden head tilted 
back, his blue eyes blazing with excite- 
ment. She thought: 

“Famous actor, famous picture star. But 
he’s behaving as if none of that were the 
least important. He’s creating a sort of 
magic.” She was conscious of her own sud- 
den delight. 

But Rosamond had burst into tears. 
“Stop it, Tony, stop it. I like my own 
world. I like what I was going to be yes- 
terday. I like my part in Bevan’s play and 
rehearsals beginning Monday.” 

“Oh, I am sorry, Rosamond.” He took 
her hand. “I was just—just following a 
mood. Completely idiotic of me.” 

Vivian said: “You’d better take Miss 
Douglas to bed, Paula. I expect we’re all 
more tired than we realize.” 

Paula realized suddenly that she was 
desperately tired and vaguely unhappy. 
Perhaps if there had been some opportu- 
nity to speak to Vivian alone, she would 
have felt steadied. They could have 
laughed at this that would probably be 
no more than a brief interlude between 
their familiar busy days and the return 
of them. But there was no opportunity. 

In their cabin Rosamond brushed her 
red hair thoughtfully. “One may as well 
look on the bright side. A great many girls 
would be delighted to have Tony Nash as 
fellow passenger on a yacht.” 

“He seems very nice,” Paula agreed. 

“Only,” said Rosamond, “he doesn’t take 
his position seriously enough.” 

“Maybe he’s a little bored with it.” 

Rosamond regarded her as if she were 
not quite bright, and Paula abandoned the 
subject and went to bed. 

For a time Rosamond complained of her 
inability to sleep because of the motion of 
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the boat, but her voice became a lessening 
obbligato in Paula’s ears. She slept at last 
quite tranquilly and waked to see that the 
portholes were uncovered and open, and 
daylight was coming in. 

She could look out on a gray quiet sea, 
a gray morning. Rosamond slept with a 
resolute expression, as though she meant 
to spend the day at it. But Paula got up. 

The temporary wardrobe promised by 
Madame Haverlock consisted principally 
of an assortment of slacks and sweaters. 

Paula bathed, put on blue slacks and a 
heavy pullover, and went outside. The 
door that had been locked the night before 
was open now. She went straight to the 
deck. 

Someone said: “Good-morning. You're 
the first person up, except myself.” 

There was Tony Nash in dungarees as 
promised, over a sailor’s jersey. If possible, 
he looked more pleased with life in general 
than the evening before. 

Paula said, “You are liking this, aren’t 

ou?” 

‘Do you know, I had an idea last night 
that you were, too.” 

Shi am.” 

Tony took her arm as if they were old 
friends. “That’s good. Come and see what 
there is to see. It includes the smell of 
coffee, which interests me especially.” 

They walked forward. 

“The air’s marvelous, 
warmer?” 

“Yes. We're sailing straight south. We’ve 
been at sea long enough to notice the 
change, because this is an extremely fast 
yacht.” 

She remembered and repeated: “ ‘Not 
much of a boat. Rented to travel on the 
Hudson.’ ” 

They both laughed. 

“Built for ocean going, air conditioned 
i the tropics, and quite new,” Tony told 

er. 

The smell of coffee intensified. “Ah,” 
said Tony, “galley with an entrance on 
deck as well as inside. Good-morning,” 
to the steward. “We could use two fairly 
large breakfasts. On deck, Miss Hum- 
ae Will you be warm enough?” 

“ es.” 

There were deck chairs folded against 
the rail. Tony opened two of them. 

She said, “It’s astounding that I don’t 
worry about what happens next.” 

“Isn’t it? I don’t worry either. I just hope 
for orange juice, eggs, bacon, muffins, and 
jam perhaps. Besides the coffee.” 

In a minute the steward brought just 
about that, only there happened to be ham 
instead of bacon. 

“Even better,” Tony decided. “I shall 
feel shortly that I have only to clap my 
hands three times, and anything I wish 
will appear out of thin air. Can’t think of 
anything to wish except that the sun comes 
out, and it will by noon. You look about 
sixteen years old with your hair blown 
like that, Miss Humphreys.” 

“I’m almost twenty-five.” ; 
“In the world we left behind us, you 
were twenty-four and I was twenty-nine. 
How do we know what we are this morn- 

ing? Choose any age you'd like.” 

She laughed. “It’s too much trouble to 
decide what age I'd prefer.” 

“Yes. I feel like that, too.” 

They were still eating breakfast when 
Vivian and Bevan came to join them. 
Vivian looked ‘rested and very cheerful, 
but Bevan wore -an expression of resig- 
nation. 


and—isn’t it 


CHAPTER IV 


Te sailed south for five days into 
warm sunshine and seas intensely blue. 
For all of them these days held increas- 
ingly the quality of a dream, in which their 
separate anxieties dwindled, so that some- 
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times they seemed to one another unre- 
gretful of their adventure. Though there 
were hours, too, when the dream faded, 
when Bevan and Rosamond protested to 
the bright mornings, the starlit evenings, 
that they were supposed to be rehearsing 
a play. It was usually Tony, though some- 
times Vivian, who managed to assuage 
them. 

There was simply nothing practical to 
do about the situation. The ship had a crew 
of at least twelve men, silent as Madame 
eS had predicted that they would 

e. 

At luncheon on the day after sailing, 
Madame Haverlock presented Captain 
Smith. A large man with sandy hair some- 
what grayed, traces of a Scotch burr in 
his voice, beautiful manners, and an im- 
passive countenance, he was completely 
willing to talk to his passengers at length. 
About the weather, voyages he had made 
in the China Sea long ago, or the works 
of Joseph Conrad, but about nothing 
more relevant to their journey. 








































Mees HAVERLOCK appeared only 
rarely, at mealtimes. Then she made 
general conversation, about motion pic- 
tures to Tony, the theatre to Rosamond 
and Bevan. Another time she led Vivian 
and Paula to talk about photography. 

That conversation had a curious effect 
upon Paula. It made her realize how amaz- 
ingly far she had come in something like 
a hundred hours, from the atmosphere of 
that busy office which so long had repre- 
sented the ordinary, the accustomed. 
There was a surprising corollary. Vivian, 
against this different background, had be- 
gun to seem an unfamiliar person. 

She sat for a few minutes that afternoon 
on the forward deck before joining the 
others in the swimming pool, aware, not 
for the first time on the voyage, of a desire 
to be more alone than the dimensions of 
the ship permitted. She had a vague theory 
that if she were alone for a sufficiently 
long period, she could disentangle some 
confusion of mind that had begun, really, 
in the hour before she met Madame Hav- 
erlock, the hour when she became en- 
gaged to Vivian. 

Since the day they sailed, she and Viv- 
ian had not had any opportunity for pri- 
vate conversation. The members of the 
party had developed a tendency to do the 
same things at the same hours, to gather 
in the salon before meals, to swim together 
in the afternoons, to play shuffleboard 
simultaneously in the mornings. It was as 
if they found some reassurance for the 
strangeness of the journey in one another’s 
company. ; 

Even now, Paula was sufficiently near 
the rest so that she could hear Rosamond, 
without raising her voice, call out: 

‘Don’t sit there so lazily, Paula. Come 
swim with the rest of us. The water’s even 
warmer than yesterday.” 

Paula answered, “In a minute,” and 
smiled to herself. No one in the brief time 
since their departure had changed so ob-_ 
viously but charmingly as Rosamond. Her 
eccentric eyelashes had vanished with her 
eccentric shoes. Her nose was lightly 
freckled. Whatever had produced the ex- 
traordinary shade of her naturally pretty 
red hair was washed out completely in sea 
water. Rosamond was no longer striking, 
but she had acquired a most attractive 
gaminesque auality. 

She could see.Tony’s shining head—so 
fair it was only slightly darkened when 
wet from swimming—hear Vivian’s famil- 
iar laughter occasionally. She leaned back 
in her deck chair and closed her eyes. A 
shadow moved before her, and she lifted 
her lids again. Vivian was standing beside 
her, looking at her rather quizzically. 

He pulled out a deck chair. “May I sit 
down, Paula?” 


“It’s pretty formal of you to ask, my 
dear.” 

“Yes, but you looked so content by 
yourself,” 

He sat silent for a moment or two, and 
from under her long lashes she looked at 
him, his slim distinguished figure, his firm 
profile. A man who in his quieter way was 
as attractive as Tony. If she had never seen 
him before, what would she think of him? 
Would she find his interest flattering and 
exciting? She could not tell. As it was, 
she found him not at all stirring, but 
knew him kind and intelligent, generally— 
generally, a dear. 

His words startled her. “We are the only 
two people on this ship who are at all ill 
at ease with each other, Paula.” 

It was true. She had not guessed he 
realized it as well as she. She answered 
slowly, choosing her words: “I think I 
understand the reason, Vivian. We’ve been 
employer-employee for seven years, and 
close friends for the last five of them, cer- 
tainly. Then you asked me to marry you, 
and I hadn’t any time to get used to that 
when our guests arrived for tea. Imme- 
diately after we were shanghaied.” 

Vivian interrupted half-seriously: “I do 
feel I owe you an apology, Paula darling. 
On the same day I assured you Id take 
care of you the rest of my life, I let this 
happen.” 

She laughed. “But we’ve been having a 
pleasant enough time, Vivian, except that 
there’s been no opportunity for us to grow 
comfortable in the relation of affianced.” 
Her voice then was more positive than her 
feelings. “We will get used to it, as soon 
as we land somewhere (I suppose we're 
bound to land somewhere eventually) , and 
have a little more space. I’m horribly self- 
conscious in front of our fellow passen- 
gers.” 

“I am, too. Though I like them all, Tony 
Nash especially. But I do wish they’d be 
out of sight for more than two-minute in- 
tervals.” 

“Yes.” She wondered if she meant the 
monosyllable. In these curious days, Tony 
Nash, whom she’d not seen before them 
and would never (she told herself in an 
effort to be sensible) see after them, ex- 
cept on stage or screen, was a more vivid 
figure than Vivian, whom she would see 
now most days all her life. But that, she 
decided, was just because Tony, like the 
background of the ship, represented the 
unaccustomed, which was usually briefly 
fascinating. 

She moved away in her thoughts to the 
always safe ground of Vivian’s daughter, 
asked him, “Are you very much disturbed 
about Emily’s Christmas holidays?” 

“Yes. I hope we'll get back before then.” 

It must be the effect of so much sun- 
shine, Paula supposed, that it was difficult 
to keep one’s mind in focus. Christmas 
holidays in New York sounded as far away 
as a festival in China. She said, with effort, 
“I suppose Madame Haverlock has ar- 
ranged for an explanation of our disap- 
pearance to be made at home.” 

“I suppose so. One gets the sense that 
she knows exactly what she wants and 
what she’s doing.” 

Paula sighed. She herself was not used 
to not knowing what she wanted or what 
she was doing. : 


N#*t morning Paula waked to an un- 
accustomed silence. It was an instant 
before she realized that the ship’s engines 
were not turning and the motion of the 
boat had ceased. Rosamond was still sleep- 
ing as on the first morning. As then, Paula 
dressed quickly, and went on deck. Tony 
was waiting outside the door. 

“I was willing you to appear. Come 
round to the other side of the ship.” He 
took her hand. 

They were anchored in a cove. In a 
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semicircle round them rose precipitously 
the wooded hillside of an island. Mid- 
center of the semicircle was a beach of 
sand, looking very white in the intense 
sunlight, a dock, a road leading upward 
to a low, many-winged gray stone house. 

“Tt’s a beautiful island, Tony.” 

Madame Haverlock’s voice behind them 
said: “I’m so glad you like it, my dear. 
I’ve loved it for twenty years.” 

“One of the Bahamas?” Tony asked her 
_, | pleasantly. 
; “Not quite.” 
ay it’s too oe I suppose.” 
1 Madame Haverlock said: “I’m going 
Does you r dessert cou rse wa it ashore. Would you like to come with me 
and breakfast at the house?” 
Tony and Paula glanced at each other. 


Se while Bridget washes spoons ? Paula nodded her dark head. They fol- 





lowed Madame Haverlock, who made the 
transfer into the tender as if she had done 
so many times. 

She was dressed this morning in a full- 
skirted high-necked frock of flowered 
cotton, a costume of an old fashion or no 
special fashion, but it suited her. Over her 
white hair was tied a dark handkerchief, 
which gave her a sort of gypsy quality. 

Paula thought, “Ridiculous to like her 
when she’s been as high-handed-as pos- 
sible in kidnaping us—but I do like her.” 

She said to them both, “I’m sure you'll 
enjoy it here.” oS 

And Tony asked as gaily as usual, “How 
long do you think we'll stay?” 

“T’m not quite sure.” 

They landed at the little dock. 

“Give me your arms, both you children. 
The climb up the hill is rather steep— 
though I should be used to it by now.” 

She walked along easily between them. 
The road went upward between rows of 
palms. In the fields on either side were 
orchards of lime and cocoa trees. A little 
higher up there was a vegetable garden. 

Madame Haverlock explained, “The 
view on the other side’s rather better. I 
put the flower garden over there.” 






HERE was no one on the stone veranda 

of the house to meet them, but Madame 
Haverlock did not seem to expect anyone. 
She took them through a wide room. Paula 
was conscious of an amusing company of 
dark old mahogany and bright-covered 
modern wicker. They went through French 
windows to the terrace on the other side. 
Paula made an exclamation of delight. 

They overlooked a valley, through which 
tumbled a stream to the sea far off. On 
their left, coming from a crevasse in the 
hill, a waterfall fed the stream. Close to 
the terrace was the blazing color of a trop- 
ical garden. The sun glimmered on a pool 
at this lower level. 

Madame Haverlock told them, “I bought 
this place twenty-five years ago. It’s taken 
me almost as long to arrange it as I wanted. 
The house of course is old, built by some 
French planter in the early eighteenth 
century. The garden is new, and the swim- 
ming pool below it. But the waterfall, the 
stream going through the jungle to the 
sea, the valley between the hills, are just 
as they were when I first saw them.” 

There was a cadence of sadness in her 
voice. She was silent, and Paula felt sud- 
denly that she had forgotten their pres- 
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iss Devereaux asked them whether 
they would like to be shown to their 
rooms, but they agreed that they preferred 
to wait and admire the view. She lingere 
for a little while, talking pleasantly of the 
gardens. 

“You must walk through them after 
breakfast and see the white orchid tree. 
They’re very rare. It isn’t an orchid tree, 
of course; it’s an old stump of a mahogany 
tree, so covered with white orchids that 
we call it that. The jungle’s full of para- 
keets, and even a few monkeys.” 

Tony asked: “Are there any dangerous 
snakes to watch out for? Some of these 
islands have the fer de lance, don’t they?” 
But if he had meant to trap her into some 
statement of their location, he failed. 

She said: “I believe two West Indian 
islands have the fer de lance—Martinique 
and one other. Here there are no danger- 
ous snakes. There’s a wonderful assort- 
ment of lizards, though.” 

A lizard patterned blue, scarlet, and gold 
slipped across an edge of the stone terrace 
as she spoke, and disappeared into the 
hibiscus hedge. 

She said: “Walk anywhere you like. It’s 
five miles down the stream to the sea. But 
that’s a rather hot walk, except in early 
morning. Back of the hill—you can’t see 
them from the house—are the quarters 
where the plantation servants live. There’s 
no one else on the island.” With that last 
statement, made as if in answer to a ques- 
tion, she bowed and went away. 

“Breakfast,” the little Negro maid said, 
with a singsong cadence, as if it were an 
English word she’d learned by ear. 

A bowl of tropical fruit decorated the 
table, so vividly colored the fruit seemed 
to glow. 

“The violet-colored things are star ap- 
ples,” Tony told Paula. Then he said her 
name, “Paula,” in the strangest voice. 

She looked at him. “What is it, Tony?” 

“Will you—will you kiss me good-morn- 
ing? Because—I’ve thought all voyage— 
you are a nice person with whom to share 
adventure. And for more complicated rea- 
sons that TP’ll explain sometime.” 


HE hesitated, felt color steal into her 
cheeks. She was engaged to Vivian 
Yule. She liked, admired Vivian—she dis- 
missed all that impatiently. It was fact. But 
she was being absurd. She was reading 
emphasis where none existed. In the Holly- 
wood-theatre set, a kiss was a common 
exchange of greeting, like a handshake. 
Tony wanted to kiss her good-morning for 
.no more complicated reason than that he 
liked her. And she liked him. 

She made her voice as light as possible, 
to rob her hesitation of importance. “Of 
course, Tony.” 

He came around the table, put his arms 
about her shoulders, and kissed her gently. 
Her heart pounded. 

When he went back to his chair, she 
could find nothing at all to say. But ap- 
parently neither could he. They finished 
breakfast in silence. 

She suggested, “We’d better go see if the 
other people are coming from the ship, 
Tony.” 

They went through the great drawing 
room, their footsteps echoing on the bare 
mahogany floors. The drawing room was 
dim and cool, so that by contrast the blaze 
of light on the outer veranda dazzled their 
eyes for a moment. 

Then they saw clearly that the ship was 


some distance out at sea, moving fast to- 


ward the horizon. 

They looked from the sea to each other 
and back. 

Tony said: “Never mind, Paula. We 
were shanghaied originally in thoroughly 
de luxe fashion, and we’re marooned in 
the most comfortable sort of way. Please 
don’t mind.” 
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Miss Devereaux joined them. “The ship 
will be back this evening.” she told them 
in her calm, pleasant voice. “Madame 
Haverlock decided to get some supplies 
before she brought everyone ashore.” 

Paula said, “People appear and disap- 
pear on this holiday like the Cheshire 
cat’s smile in Alice.” 

Tony’s blue eyes looked a little puzzled. 
“Does the idea of spending a day with me 
bore you so much, Paula? It doesn’t bore 
me at all. But you sound cross about it.” 

She said, “Sorry,” briefly, and went 
through the house again to the shaded 
terrace. 

He followed her. “What is it—or don’t 
you want to tell me?” 

She told him, “I suppose I was a little 
frightened when I saw the ship sailing 
away”; and defensively, “You wouldn’t 
like to be marooned here indefinitely, even 
if it is beautiful, would you?” 

She hoped, as he waited silent, lighting 
a cigarette, arranging his long length com- 
fortably in a terrace chair, that he could 
not possibly guess her real reasons for 
dismay. 


[= than a week since she had become 
engaged to Vivian, since that cold No- 
vember afternoon when she had told her- 
self she never had had time to fall in love. 
The time intervening was the strangest of 
her life, not just because of the strange 
external circumstances, but because as the 
days passed Tony’s voice, Tony’s laughter, 
sight of his face sometimes, had stirred 
in her warmth and an emotion stronger 
than liking. When he returned to his nor- 
mal days, he would never think of her 
again. Therefore she must not think of 
him too specially. And besides, there was 
the loyalty she owed Vivian. 

Tony, it seemed, was not thinking about 
such things at all. “This voyage is going 
to do all of us a great deal of good,” he 
reasoned quietly. “You, I should say, need 
the sort of good it’s going to do us less 
than any of the rest. Because you are 
less than the others, including myself, self- 
satisfied, sure of your own importance, 
subconsciously convinced that the world 
could not manage without you... Let’s 
talk about it later. I think I’ll find Miss 
Devereaux and my room and see whether 
our hostess has provided any cooler island 
wardrobe than these blue dungarees. Shall 
we meet here in twenty minutes and ex- 
plore the island a little?” 

“Yes, let’s do that.” With utter incon- . 
sistency, she hated to see him walking 
away from her. 

In a moment the Negro maid came and 
said, “Miss Dev’reaux say I show you 
room.” 

Her room was high-ceilinged, had a cool 
tiled floor, a great mahogany four-poster, 
and a wardrobe, containing a good many 
sports dresses and evening gowns. She was 
wondering about them when Miss Dev- 
ereaux rapped on the door, came in to ask 
her whether she liked her room, and told 
her to help herself to whatever clothes 
she wanted. a 

She chose an orange-and-white flow- 
ered dirndl, straw espadrilles. She tied a 
matching cotton handkerchief over her 
dark hair, and remembered that among 
the things lost with the rest of the routine 
of her days was her beauty-shop appoint- 
ment. It did not seem very important. 

She went out onto the terrace. Tony was 
waiting for her in the sunshine. He had 
found white slacks, a sports shirt open at 
the neck, the most casual sort of tropic 
costume, which he somehow managed to 
make look distinguished. She smiled, 
thinking of Madame Haverlock’s “one of 
Hollywood’s ten best dressed men.” 

“What’s amusing, Paula?” 

“Your looks, generally speaking.” 

He said without embarrassment: “Ill 


tell you what I think of them in a moment. 
First, do you mind walking in the heat? 
Because if not, let’s ask Miss Devereaux 
for some sort of picnic lunch, and go right 
across the island to the other side.” 

“Td like a long walk after so many days 
aboard ship.” 

He went to find Miss Devereaux, came 
back, and said, “She’ll provide us with a 
basket.” 

While they waited for it she said, half- 
jesting, “You were going to tell me about 
your looks?” 

She was surprised at the seriousness of 
his answer. 

“I had to reconcile myself to them a long 
time ago. It isn’t especially amusing for a 
boy to look like a little angel, as all the 
dear ladies at my mother’s church used 
to assure her I did.” 

“TI suppose not.” 

“You were thinking that ’ve come a 
long way by them, nevertheless.” 

“Not just by being handsome. You—you 
can act. I’ve seen you in pictures.” 

“Yes, I can act. If I didn’t happen to 
photograph well, I might still be begging 
for parts. The point’s different. My looks 


are as accidental as a singing voice is ac- | 


cidental. But they cause me much more 
embarrassment.” 

“How?” 

“T cannot express just a normal amount 
of male conceit over a good stroke I make 
at golf or tennis, for instance, without hav- 
ing observers think, and say, ‘How vain 
Tony is!’ That’s trivial. What’s more im- 
portant is that I can’t be natural with an 
attractive girl like you without having her 
think: ‘How frightfully sure of himself he 
is. Just because he’s golden-haired and 
blue-eyed. I never did like that type.’ ” 

She laughed, a little uncomfortably. 

“Tl prove it. Suppose, Paula, I told you 
that I like well enough the dozens of pretty 
young actresses in my world. Some of them 
much nicer than Rosamond, some of them 
less nice, but all slightly resembling her 
and one another. But—I’m frightfully tired 
of them. I’ve been hoping for years to meet 
someone like you, charming, reserved, un- 
self-conscious about your beauty. Suppose 
I told you I had fallen in love with you 
on this mad voyage?” His voice was curi- 
ously uncertain. 

There was a little pause. 

He said: “I’m waiting, Paula. Suppose I 
told you that, what would you say?” 


But she was thinking in a tumult of 
emotion that, suppose he meant it, 
what would she feel? In an instant she 
spoke, rather stiffly. “I would say to you 
that on the very day this voyage started, 
Vivian and I became engaged.” She didn’t 
want to stop talking. She didn’t want to 
hear what he would say. She went on. 
“We’ve been closer to each other for years 
than anyone else to either of us. Vivian has 
a charming young daughter who is—is 
fond of me. We have the same interests 
and tastes.” 

“Wwho? You and Vivian’s young daugh- 
ter? 

She was astounded at his tone. It was 
unreasonably annoyed. He turned from 
her, walked to the edge of the terrace, 
looked down the valley. 

She sat silent. Then she said in a small 
voice, “Here’s the maid with the lunch 
basket.” 

He looked so cheerful, so at ease, when 
he faced her, that Paula was sure she 
must have imagined the anger in his voice. 

They followed the river down the hill- 
side. The jungle was thick at a little dis- 
tance from the water, but by its banks all 
the underbrush had been cut away, and 
the walking, though steep at first, was 
pleasant. They walked in silence, aware 
of the nearness of each other, but caught 
in the reserve that sometimes falls be- 
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tween friends whose thoughts have rushed 
on toward a possibly more intimate future. 

As they neared the valley, they came 
upon a glade where the little river dropped 
a few feet over rapids and its murmur 
quickened. There were great tree ferns 
surrounding them, their branches coolly 
fragrant, and a sort of gold-green light 
filtered through. It was so beautiful a 
place, and so serene, that they paused 
there instinctively, and sat listening to the 
rush of the water, to the chatter of a green 
parakeet, in a branch overhead, to the 
faint rustling of the ferns in the breeze. 

Tony reached for her hand, closing his 
own over it. He said then, “Can you be 
sorry, sitting here, that you were pulled 
away from your carefully organized busy 
life in the North?” 

She shook her head, smiling a little. 
“Not sorry—sitting here.” 

“Nor I. One cannot escape forever from 
all the things that seem immediately im- 
portant—photographs to be taken for a 
magazine, lines of a play to be learned and 
then rehearsed. But I am certain I shall 
always be glad I escaped for a little while 
and had that little while with you.” 


HS hand, unconsciously, tightened about 
hers until her whole arm ached. But 
no amount of pain at that moment would 
have caused her to interrupt him. 

He was saying: “You as well asI area 
success by modern definition. The differ- 
ence between your salary as office man- 
ager for Vivian and mine is only a relative 
thing; I just happen to be in a profession 
where the rewards are enormous. The 
thing that is identical between us is that 
the effort necessary to be a success has 
required all the energy and practically all 
the time at our disposal—until we have 
let our personal lives drift dangerously 
alone.” 

He stopped for a moment, and she said, 
as if she were speaking aloud her thoughts: 

“T suppose everyone is locked inside his 
own life. It is true that I have been lonely. 
I recognized that loneliness was inevitable 
in years that were so busy. Also, ’ve been 
a shy person, and it takes time to make 
friends. You’re right about there never 
seeming to be time for much but work in 
my life. Yet it would never have occurred 
to me that in your sort of life one might 
sometimes be lonely, too.” 

“My kind of life!” His voice hardened 
with impatience again, and he dropped 
her hand. “I wish that for just five minutes 
you would try to stop thinking of me as | 
some darling of the gods. Don’t you sup- 
pose that I am the same kind of man as a 
clerk in a store, an accountant in an office, 
a bookie at a racetrack, except that the 
accident of my face—that’s a concession to © 
you—has put me in a position where mak- 
ing love to women is a part of my busi- 
ness? Do you think I feel love for everyone 
I happen to have to kiss on the screen?- 
Do you assume that because I am an actor 
my life is a sort of continual emotional 
holiday? I think no more of the women I 
act opposite than you do of the men whose 
appointments you arrange with Vivian. 
I’ve returned home night after night to 
my very fine house so smoothly managed 
by my well-recommended servants, to eat 
a lonely dinner and afterward read and 
smoke in my lonely library, wishing to 
heaven that somewhere in the world I 
could find the girl who would be just right 
to share my life, to complete my life.” 

He jumped up then and moved restlessly 
about the clearing, as if he knew that he 
was forcing this situation between them. 
But the urgency of his need of her, the 
wonder at finding at last the kind of girl 
he had so long awaited, drove him to reck- 
lessness. She started to speak, but he 
stopped her, saying: 

“You admit you are going to marry 


Vivian, but you haven’t said that you love 
him. You don’t, do you?” 

It*wasn’t so much a question as a state- 
ment of inevitable fact, as if it would be 
impossible for her to love a man so much 
older than herself. 

Remembrance of seven years swept 
over her. Against those years, these few 
strange days, these last strange moments, 
should have been nothing. She was sud- 
denly angry at Tony for daring to say 
aloud what she was refusing to admit even 
secretly to herself. 

She said determinedly, “When we are 
back in New York, I shan’t want anything 
again except to be happy with Vivian— 
always.” And she was not quite aware that 
the phrasing of her answer made the doubt 
in her heart quite obvious to the suddenly 
smiling man beside her. 

He held out his hand to help her up, 
saying, “Let’s walk on farther.” 

When they were far down the valley, 
the jungle ended abruptly. A wide meadow 
stretched beside them where sleek cattle 
grazed. There was a little hill beyond. The 
river turned at its base. 

“When we pass the meadow and climb 
that hill, we’ll reach the sea, Paula. Lis- 
ten.” 

Far off they could hear the surf boom- 
ing. The cows raised their heads indiffer- 
pe as they walked by the meadow’s 
edge. 

He let his arm drop lightly about her 
shoulder, and she, feeling vaguely dis- 
loyal to Vivian, wondered whether Tony 
could feel how she trembled beneath his 
touch. 

He said: “I think whatever happens, I 
shall remember that you and I sat on a 
terrace, walked by a river, had today. You 
see, if you had not told me about you and 
Vivian—” 


E DID not finish that, and she knew 
that she had been right in telling him 
of herself and Vivian. 

He laughed, but more to bolster his 
courage than from particular happiness. 
“I wouldn’t go on like this if I thought 
you would really be happy with Vivian. I 
mean if you had known young love with 
someone, as he did, and wanted a quieter, 
steadier emotion to finish life with. What 
he has to offer you isn’t enough. You have 
a right to share with your husband first 
love, a first home together—the things that 
I can give you, the things I want to give 
you, Paula very dear.” 

He felt her stiffen and looked down at 
her with a mixture of chagrin and admira- 
tion, thinking: “She was almost at the 
point of admitting she doesn’t love him. 
But now she again is all tangled in that 
very complicated emotion called loyalty. 
It is rather odd that I’d almost forgotten 
there are girls like her in the world, who 
say, ‘He has been very kind to me, now 
I must be very kind to him,’ instead of, 
‘If I am very kind to him, I shall perhaps 
get this and this and this.’ What a very 
fine wife Paula is going to be for—which- 
ever one of us she decides to marry.” 

It became impossible to follow the river 
when it turned. The ground on the banks 
was too swampy. But there was a path up 
the little hill ahead. They climbed it. There 
stretched the sea before them. On this side 
of the island there was no cove, no beach, 
only rough water by the river’s mouth 
and long smooth rollers beyond. 

They sat on the crest of the hill that was 
searcely more than a long mound, and 
watched the sea. A grove of palms on the 
hilltop made sufficient shade, and here the 
breeze was stronger. 

“Shall we have lunch here?” Tony 
asked. 

“Yes. i’m rather hungry.” She was glad 
to occupy herself in unpacking the picnic 
basket. 








Seeing is Believing— 
IRIUM Puts a PLUS in 
PEPSODENT TOOTH PASTE 


Only PEPSODENT Tooth Paste contains IRIUM to keep 
teeth well-groomed — to give you new confidence, new poise! 


® Why wait any longer to see your teeth more radiant, naturally bright 
and gleaming?.. . Start in today with Pepsodent Tooth Paste containing 
IRIUM. Never before has there been so effective a cleansing ingredient in any 
tooth paste — that’s why Pepsodent is your assurance of well-groomed 
teeth—new confidence, new poise! 

See for yourself, as millions have, how quickly Pepsodent Tooth Paste 
plus IRIUM brushes away unsightly surface-stains! That means asmile that 
makes others take notice! 

Pepsodent Tooth Paste can do more because IRIUM is a newly discovered 
cleansing ingredient that’s more effective! Yet Pepsodent Tooth Paste with 
IRIUM is velvety soft —it’s S-A-F-E! . . . Contains No Grit — No Bleach — 
No Drugs—No Pumice! Buy a tube of Pepsodent today! 


seus 





He yearns for Danger 


_.. AND ITS ALL AROUND HIM ! 


OU can’t see germs of Infection. But 
Wor surround you and your children 
with dangers more real and more serious 
than many mothers realize. Painstaking 
cleanliness is one of several important 
measures directed against the risk of germ 
Infection. This is why hundreds of leading 
hospitals,and thousands of modern homes, 
use “Lysol” disinfectant daily—to wash 
floors, walls, tiling, drainboards; to rinse 
mops, brooms, cleaning cloths, garbage 









+ al h > 

IN DAILY CLEANING 
use “Lysol” in the water 
used for cleaning walls, 
floors; to wipe furniture, 
etc.; rinse mops, brooms, 
dust and cleaning cloths. 





IN THE BATHROOM 
wash floor, tiling, tubs, 
toilet, wash basin, daily 
with a “‘Lysol”’ solution 
to disinfect and de- 
odorize, as you clean. 


ee ee et et ee et en ent et tt 


GUIDANCE FOR WIVES AND MOTHERS 


LEHN & FINK PRODUCTS CoRP., Dept. G. H.-904 
Bloomfield, N.J., U.S. A. 

Please send me the book “‘Lysol vs. Germs”, with 
facts about feminine hygiene and other uses of “‘Lysol’”’. 
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containers; to clean sinks, toilets, tubs. 


These sensible precautions are so easy 
and economical! ‘Disinfect and deodorize as 
you clean with “Lysol” —no extra effort 
and hardly a penny a day of extra cost! 





Disinfectant 


ecaus pat ore 





Bais 


IN MEDICINE CABINET 

Cleanse all minor inju- 
ries (scratches, bruises, 
etc.) with an antiseptic 
“Lysol” solution. Direc- 
tions on every bottle. 


IN THE KITCHEN 
use “Lysol” in clean- 
ing sink, drainboards, 
shelves, etc., and rinse 
garbage pail daily with 


a solution of “‘Lysol.”’ 





ip ane eae SNE —_—_____—____— 
Copyright 1939 by Lehn & Fink Products Corp. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 











Tony, indifferently yet amusingly, be- 
gan to talk of Hollywood, as on the eve- 
ning on the ship when he had been amus- 
ing Madame Haverlock. His manner for 
a few minutes was rather forced. After 
that it was quite perfectly the manner of 
a man being polite to a casual acquain- 
tance. 

The quick change of mood in him upset 
Paula, even frightened her a little. A 
thought was whirling in her mind, “What 
you give up you lose forever—what you 
give up you lose forever.” She wanted to 
say to him, “Give me time, Tony.” But 
then she would have been obliged to ex- 
plain for what she wanted to be given time, 
and she could not. 


Va they had recovered from their 
first dismay at the realization that 
Paula and Tony were gone and the shores 
of the island were receding, Bevan, Viv- 
ian, and Rosamond sat together on the 
deck. 

“We don’t want to lose any of us,” 
Rosamond decided. 

Madame Haverlock had come aboard as 
they were breakfasting, and said casu- 
ally that they would go ashore later, and 
had retired to her own quarters, which, 
they had learned long since, were located 
behind the crew’s, and totally inaccessible 
to them. 

In his first anxiety Vivian told them 
both that he and Paula were engaged and, 
because he was not thinking very clearly 
at the moment, could not decide for a 
long interval why that piece of informa- 
tion should cause Rosamond to look as if 
she’d heard good news. It was obvious 
after a little that she was much more at 
ease about Tony marooned with Paula en- 
gaged, than just marooned with Paula. 
He found her reaction only amusing. As 
far as he had seen, Rosamond’s interest in 
Tony was unreciprocated. 

However, that was all trivial compared 
to his genuine alarm at their situation. He 
had told himself as many days as he could 
that the voyage was an entertaining inter- 
lude. Now the removal of Tony and Paula 
illustrated too clearly their helplessness 
in determining the voyage’s course or end 
for him to manage any further humor 
about it. 

After all, back in New York, a busi- 
ness on which he’d spent years was being 
wrecked by his absence at the rush season 
of the year. His assistants, he supposed, 
could manage the work of the commercial 
departments as routine, but people who 
came to him for personal portraits wanted 
to be photographed by him, and not by 
his assistants. 

That was trivial, compared to any dan- 
ger that might come to Paula—but he 
was not actually concerned for her safety, 
since he thought Tony would manage 
whatever turned up on that island, which 
they had only seen was habited. He was 
concerned over being separated from 
her. 

Bevan broke a silence that had grown 
long. “You’re beginning to feel as I do 
about this voyage, Vivian?” 

“You haven’t been too explicit about 
how you feel, except as concerns the pro- 
duction of ‘Four Years.’” 

“T think something should be done. We 
can’t all just sail on and on. None of us 
is ambitious to be Columbus.” 

Rosamond said surprisingly: “Don’t get 
panicky now, Vivian. Tony will look after 
Paula, and the rest of us are just as we 
were yesterday.” 

They heard Captain Smith’s solid tread 
coming up the deck. 

“T’ve a message from Madame Haver- 


| lock,” he said. “She wanted you to know 


we're returning to. the island, where we 
left Miss Humphreys and Mr. Nash, some- 
time this evening. In time for dinner, we 





IN OUR NEW WINDOW CONDITIONED’ HOME 


Picture of a happy family that has 
just moved into their new “Window 
Conditioned” home. 


Mother won’t have to worry about 
drafts, cold frosted windows... and 
the children catching cold, any more. 


Father has signed an armistice with 
the furnace... his fuel bills will be 
reduced. 


The children will be healthier and 
happier...they may play where they 
please, in evenly heated, properly 
humidified rooms. 


If you are going to build a new 
home, investigate “Window Condition- 
ing.” You'll find that in addition to 
fuel savings, “Window Conditioning” 
will effect worthwhile sayings in the 
cost of your heating equipment. Be- 
cause there will be less heat loss, your 
heating contractor will be able to in- 


LIBBEY-OWENS-FORD 
QUALITY GLASS 


stall a smaller, yet adequate, heating 
unit. Again, if you install automatic 
winter air conditioning, then “Window 
Conditioning” is vitally essential. 
Otherwise, extreme condensation will 
soil draperies, damage wood finishes 
and cause fogged or frosted windows. 


Your architect and builder will gladly 
explain the many types of ready-made 
“Window Conditioning” units with 
removable winter sash that are avail- 
able for both casement and double- 
hung windows. 


Andsince you will belooking through 
two panes of glass instead of one, the 
quality of the glass is doubly import- 
ant. L°O-F Window Glass is noted for 
its greater freedom from waviness and 
distortion. These advantages cost you 
no more. Make sure that your speci- 
fications read “L’O'F” and that each 
light bears the L*O°F label. The cou- 
pon will bring the full story. 


LOOK FOR THE LABEL 





WN 
\\ WINTER 


COLD 
CIRCULATION 


OF WARM AIR 
IN YOUR HOME 





INSULATING 
WALL OF CAPTIVE 
AIR 
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HOW “WINDOW 
CONDITIONING” WORKS 


@ With ordinary single- glazed 
windows the cold outside air 
chills the single light of glass to 
nearly its own temperature... 
Inside warm, humid airis chilled 
when it comes in contact with 
this cold glass, moisture in the 
air condenses as fog or frost on 
the glass. The chilled air drops 
to the floor and causes drafts and 
lowers room temperatures. 


The diagram at left shows a 
double window with its wall of 
insulating air between the two 
panes of glass. This captive air 
keeps the inner glass muchnear- 


erroom temperature,and retarcs 
heat loss through the glass, re- 
duces drafts, fogged windows, 
and the drying out of the Health- 
ful moisture in the air, 
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o! Ho! Ho! My, but 
yowre funny. 


What makes you say that, Johnny? 


Because Mummie smiles and laughs so much 
when she’s talking over you. 


Oh, that’s because people she likes telephone 
her so often. You see, you need a lot of time 
and attention, Young Fellow... 


You bet I do. 


. .. and that means she has to stay close to the 
house. But the telephone lets her have pleasant 
chats with all her friends when they can’t come 
to see her. 


Goodness. That sounds nice — 
but doesn’t it cost a lot? 


No, Johnny. Telephone service is one of the 
cheapest things your Daddy and Mummie buy. 
And few things mean so much to them. 


BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM 


You are cordially invited to visit the Bell System exhibit at the 
J New York World’s Fair 
EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
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hope. Meanwhile I must ask you to come 
into the salon for the rest of the day.” 

Bevan said: “You’ll have to drag me 
in. I like it here on deck, and I’m bored 
with being ordered about.” 

Captain Smith said, “I should regret the 
necessity to be disagreeable.” 

“No, you wouldn’t.” Rosamond told him. 
“You'd like it. Pll stay on deck with you, 
Bevan.” 

Captain Smith ignored that. “We are 
calling at a larger island for a passenger. 
It is necessary for you to remain inside 
until we leave.” 

“Why?” said Rosamond. 

The captain addressed Vivian. “I'll be 
able to give you ten minutes to go inside. 
After ten minutes, the crew will escort 
you.” He left them. 

Bevan said: “I suppose there’s no point 
in making an issue of it. However, let’s 
try to plan something to get us out of this, 
when we get back to the island and have 
Tony to help us.” 

“If we do get back to the island and 
have Tony to help us,” Rosamond said. 
“How can we be sure we'll ever get back 
there? Come on inside.” 

They followed her. The steward came 
shortly afterward and locked the doors of 
the salon. , 

Two hours passed. The sound of the 
engines lessened and stopped. They all 
looked up. 

“I suppose nothing would happen if we 
shouted,” Rosamond said, “except that 
Captain Smith really would be disagree- 
able.” 

“Nothing at all,” Vivian agreed. 

Almost immediately the engines started 
again. The speed of the ship quickened. 
They waited another half hour. Then 
there was a sound at the door. 

Captain Smith appeared, and in a mo- 
ment, Madame Haverlock. 

“A lady to see you, Mr. Yule,” she said. 
She was beaming. 

Captain Smith stepped aside. Looking 
composed and very pretty, looking as if 
she had been having the best possible time 
and expected it to continue, Vivian’s 
daughter Emily walked into the room. 

(To be continued) 





OLD CATHEDRAL 
By 
Clara Hood Rugel 


I stoop and loved the aged, dull 
smoked walls. 

The lichen on the door, 

The ivy clinging cloisterlike; 

Then followed where the prayerful ones 

Have worn a path across the floor. 


THE colored mists came through the panes 
And touched me as I walked, 

And once a ruby light 

Lay as a shaft above the cross, 

Then faded out of sight. 


AND all about ‘me fingers moved, 
Counting their beads of prayer, 
And faithful faces lifted up 

To seek the crucifix, 

The Mother Mary, near the stair. 


But kneeling there, I could not pray .. . 
I only listened for something 
That God would say. 


5.0.5. keeps AWU SI IU" 


shining bright as new 
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How 


Have you driven one of those good- 
looking De Luxe Ford cars that 
everybody’s talking about? 


It’s a grand experience and you 
will be surprised in many ways. 
You'll never think it’s a low-price 
car unless you look at the price tag. 
Never has there been a Ford so alert, 
so silent, so safe and comfortable for 
the woman motorist. 


For the Ford is really a joy to 
drive. You'll feel free as a bird 
hopping into it—settling down in 
those soft seats—releasing the satin- 
flow of V-8 power that no other low- 
price car can give you. 

Especially in traffic you’ll be glad 
you said, “I'll have a Ford this year.” 


You'll feel safe and secure in the 
all-steel body—confident in any 
situation because of ease of handling 
and the new hydraulic brakes. 


FORD EXHIBITS 
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RESIS S. 


“Mamma, bring the boys outside - <e 
to see the swell new Ford.” 


wht 


‘oe 


There is something different about 
a Ford car. You can see it and sense 
it the minute you take the wheel. 


Ford Motor Company . . . Ford, 
Mercury, Lincoln-Zephyr and 


Lincoln motor cars. 


TOP-VALUE 
FORD FEATURES 


* Style Leadership — The luxury 
car in the low-price field. 

* V-type 8-cylinder Engine—8 cyl- 
inders give smoothness. Small 
cylinders give economy. 


* Hydraulic Brakes—Easy-acting— 
quick, straight stops. 


* Triple-Cushioned Comfort—New 
flexible roll-edge seat cushions, soft 
transverse springs, double-acting 
hydraulic shock absorbers. 


* Stabilized Chassis—No front-end 


bobbing or dipping. Level starts, 
level stops, level ride. 


* Scientific Soundproofing—Noises 
hushed for quiet ride. 


* Ford-built Tires—Available. From 
the world’s most modern tire plant. 


* Low Prices — Advertised prices 
include many items of desirable 
equipment. White side-wall tires 
illustrated above, extra. 










The De Luxe V-8 (above) is 85 hp. The 
Ford V-8 (below) comes with 85-hp. or 
60-hp. engine. 




















AT TWO GREAT FAIRS THIS YEAR—NEW YORK AND SAN FRANCISCO 
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This Houre 


Is built In cooperation 
: with 


‘The Nationa! Program of 
Good Housekeeping 
( ‘BeTren StANDARDS © 
IN BUILDING © 






THE SHIELD HAS BEEN 


Alden Estates, Port Chester, N. Y. 

Argonne Drive, Baltimore, Maryland 

Beverly Shores, Orlando, Fla. 

Bloomfield Village, Bloomfield Hills, Michigan 
Blue Ridge, Seattle, Washington 

Bronx Hills, Westchester County, New York 


AWARDED TO HOUSES AT 


Huntington Road, Garden City, L. I., N. Y. 
Kent Avenue, Kenilworth, Illinois 

Madrid Street, Coral Gables, Florida 

Mountain Brook Estates, Birmingham, Alabama 
Northwood, Baltimore, Maryland 





Chatham Manor, Chatham, New Jersey Orchard Hill, Westchester County, New York 
Cheelcroft, Hohokus, New Jersey Pontchartrain Drive, Detroit, Michigan 
Chestnut Street, Wilmette, Illinois Riverdale Heights, Riverdale-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
Claythorne Road, Shaker Heights, Ohio River Oaks, Houston, Texas 
Country Club District, Kansas City, Missouri River Road, Scarborough-on-Hudson, New York 
Dumbarton, Washington, D. C. Roland Park, Baltimore, Maryland 
Elder Lane, Winnetka, Illinois Rollingwood, Chevy Chase, Maryland 
Forest Hill, Cleveland. Ohio Upper Arlington, Columbus, Ohio 
Green Acres, Valley Stream, L. I., N. Y. Westfield Boulevard, Indianapolis, Indiana 
Guilford, Baltimore, Maryland Weston Heath, Weston, Massachusetts 
Hanley Downs, Richmond Heights, Missouri Westover, Seattle, Washington 
Harbour Green, Massapequa, L. I., N. Y. Westwood Hills, Los Angeles, California 
Highland Park, Dallas, Texas Woodside Hills, San Francisco, California 
Homeland, Baltimore, Maryland Wychwood, Westfield, New Jersey 


This Shield placed by a house means that our consultant experts have found 
upon examination that that house meets the Good Housekeeping Standards for 
quality of design and plan, materials, construction, neighborhood, and land use 





THE COST OF A HOUSE DEPENDS ON WHOS TALKING- 





THE ARCHITECT SAYS 





THE CONTRACTOR SAYS 


U 


THE MAN WHO BUILDS 
TO SELL SAYS 


exist, we hear from our readers, 

over that important item, the cost 
of a house. Many people are. being 
frightened away from building or 
buying by the conflicting information 
they get about prices. 

“We don’t know whom to believe,” 
they write to us. “My sister (or 
brother, or cousin, or aunt) built a 
house almost like the one we want, 
and it was $2000 cheaper than the 
lowest bid we can get in our town.” 


A veritable Tower of Babel seems to 


That’s very possible. Possible with- 
out there being an oversized profit 
for anybody. But we wager that the 
sister’s house isn’t really very much 
like our reader’s proposed house. It 
probably has different specifications, 
different site conditions, different 
code restrictions. If you got right 
down to comparing the two houses 
point by point, you would find they 
weren’t comparable except in gen- 
eral appearance. 

Even if they were almost identical, 





“T mean the cost of building just the house—materials, and 
the labor to put them together—but not the cost of my plans” 





“My price includes the physical house, too—and more. For the 
grading of the site and landscaping are included when I talk cost” 





“My price includes the complete package—complete with land, 
landscaping, grading, architect’s fees, and everybody’s profit. It 
includes everything but financing costs, which are important” 





— AND YOU SAY 


“When we talk about the cost of a house, we mean the total sum of 
money which it costs us to become the full owners of a new home” 


a difference in geography could cause 
cost differences. Building is more ex- 
pensive in cities than in rural com- 
munities. Costs vary even between 
cities. Even in the same town costs 
vary for building two identical 
houses. For site conditions, such as 
rock excavations vs. ordinary soil 
excavations, can change a price by 
several hundred dollars. 

But most likely our reader was not 
comparing her sister’s total invest- 
ment cost with hers. She really may 


AND IT ALSO DEPENDS ON- 


have been comparing a part of their 
cost against the whole of her own. 
You can quickly grasp what con- 
fusion may arise when any group of 
people—whether they are friends or 
the tradesmen who serve you—get 
together to talk about the cost of a 
house. Below we show all the dif- 
ferent definitions of “house cost” 


which cause people to misunderstand 
each other. We’re sure much budget 
trouble could be cured if there were 
no such misunderstandings. 


_ Some styles of architecture cost more to build, because they 


require expensive materials and costly construction methods. 
The popularity of Colonial is partly due to its economy 








HOW WELL THE HOUSE 
IS BUILT 


WHERE THE HOUSE 
IS BUILT 


WHAT STYLE HOUSE 
IS BUILT 


on 


2 





THE DIFFERENC 


Plans and specifications for this house, which contains 12,672 cubic feet, 
are by E. H. Lundie, and are obtainable through local lumber deal- 
ers. The architect’s specifications call for good, standard construction 


IN COST OF FINE, 


AVERAGE, AND POOR BUILDING 


tell the price of a house by looking 

at it. Because it’s the materials and 
workmanship that go into making a 
house, which really determine its cost. 

To prove this, we had three sets 
of specifications made for a single 
house—the house above. We asked 
that one set call for the finest pos- 
sible materials and craftsmanship. 
“Spare no expense,” we said. We 
asked that another set of specifica- 
tions be written for the same house 
—to call for good, but modest, con- 
struction. “Make these average— 
minimum standards below which no 
house should be built.” The third 
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Wi have always said that you can’t 


set of specifications was to be for 
“Jerry-building’”—poor construction. 

Then a contractor gave us three es- 
timates for building the three grades 
of our house in Westchester County, 
N. Y. The results you see on the 
opposite page. The house with the 
best of everything would cost $6500. 
The house built with modest, but 
acceptable, construction would cost 
$5470—a_ difference of $1030. But, 
surprise of surprises, the jerry-built 
house was only $480 cheaper than the 
modest but good house. Herein lies 
a wonderful truth. 

There was only a 9 percent differ- 
ence in cost between the jerry-built, 


substandard house and the modest 
but acceptable house! Only an extra 
9 percent to get a house that would 
be free of constant repair and upkeep 
costs. In the long run you couldn’t 
really save that 9 percent, for you 
would have to pay out more than that 
to maintain a “jerry” house. 

This is what we mean by our Bet- 
ter Standards in Building Program. 
Better building costs very little more 
than cheap building—and not really 
more in the long run. We also mean 
that you cannot compare two houses 
that look alike. Compare, rather, 
their specifications if you would know 
their value. 


: MATERIAL vERY WELL BUILT | AVERAGE BUILT =| VERY POORLY BUILT 


| > ) 
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$733 $615 $570 





0 | ~ $350 


WINTER WINDOWS AND SCREENS 


‘i 


MISCELLANEOUS 





TOTAL $6500 $5470 | $4990 





HOW MUCH CAN YOU 
AFFORD 10 SPEND 
HOR A HOUSE? 


o much confusion exists when peo- 
ee talk about the cost of houses 

that Goop HousEKEEPING feels steps 
should be taken to unscramble some 
of the misunderstandings. Hence this 
eight-page section! 

Advocates of home ownership say, 
“During your lifetime you pay, in 
rent, for two houses, so why not own 
one?” Budget experts say, ““The house 
a family cannot afford can never be 
a home.” Between these two extremes 
you and your family must find your 
personal solution. 

We say the solution lies in two 
things: (1) estimating, with wisdom 
and restraint, your ability to pay for 
a home; and (2) learning to speak the 
language of costs with precision in- 
stead of with a loose use of terms. 
Neither of these steps to solution is 
difficult. 

Finding out how much you can af- 
ford to spend is accomplished with 
several rules of thumb, shown at the 
right. Use them all, checking one 
against another. But remember that 
they, like rules of grammar, have 
many exceptions. Make sure your cir- 
cumstances are not the exceptions. 
But whether you compute by using 
your monthly rent or your yearly in- 
come, be modest in estimating your 
future. Don’t base the cost of your 
home on salary increases which you 
hope to get or promotions which you 
feel you deserve. Let such happy 
events bring unexpected good things. 





HOW MUCH HOUSE WILL YOUR PRESENT RENT BUY? 


Cc IF YOUR MONTHLY $35 | $45] $50] $55) $60] $65] $80] $85] $90] $100 
RENT IS NOW: 
OR LAND WORTH: 


iS = YOU HAVE CASH $370 | $435 | $490 | $560] $600 | $1400 | $1600 | $1700 | $1800] $2000 


/ 


($\ AND THIS MUCH MORE CASH, | $1851 $2001 $215} $2251. $240) $270| $285 $310 | $340] $370 
FOR TITLE SEARCH, ETC.: 


$3715 | $4350 | $4985 | $5565 | $6000 | $7000 | $8000 $8500 | $9000 |$10,000 








Don’t commit yourself in advance, 
so that the rise of salary brings only 
sighs of relief that you are to be saved 
from the sheriff. 

Yours may not be a family that 
should own a home. Lots of families 
shouldn’t, because of the nature of the 
breadwinner’s work. In fact, if any 
of the following points apply to you, 
don’t build or buy a house: if your 
work is likely to take you to another 
town; if the money you put into a 
house might be needed in cash in an 
emergency; if you expect to get full 
value for your house when you sell 
it; if you plan to make money on your 
investment by a rise in land values; 
if you are unable or unwilling to pay 
a certain amount, over a period of 
years, for shelter. 

Though home-buying is an invest- 
ment, it is not of the same sort as 
buying stock or insurance. A home is 
consumed by being lived in, just as 
an automobile is consumed by being 


driven. Depreciation by use and ob- 
solescence by age cut down the value 
of your investment. Nevertheless you 
still have the bulk of your investment 
when your mortgage is paid, and your 
shelter for those years has cost a rela- 
tively small amount. That is, unless 
you overbought and had to struggle 
to avoid foreclosure. 

“Copybook maxims,” you say. And 
you are right. The real trouble lies 
somewhere else. It begins when you 
start telling others what you can 
spend. In fact, it begins even before 
that—in your own mind. For you con- 
fuse the sum of money you have de- 
cided that you can spend with the 
cost of the house. 

Suppose you have decided that you 
can afford to spend a total of $10,000 
for a new home. You immediately 
start to look at $10,000 houses. But 
actually you should be looking for 
houses that cost around $6500. For the 
cost of the house is a very different 


HOW SHALL YOU 
SPEND IT? 


thing from the cost of the total invest- 
ment. For land must be bought, archi- 
tect’s plans secured, grading and 
landscaping paid for, legal fees, title 
searches, appraisal fees, land surveys, 
and mortgage taxes paid for. 

Put this way, these facts seem 
obvious. Yet almost everyone we 
have known who was thinking about 
building has allowed himself to be 
misled in his own mental approach 
to what he could buy. It’s under- 
standable. You see a beautiful draw- 
ing in a magazine or an architectural 
book; it is described as a $6000 house. 
You like the house, and you say to 
yourself, “Why I could afford $6000!” 
And you may go ahead, build the 
house, move in several months later, 
only to wake up and find that you 
have spent $8000. 

This happens to many families, and 
they feel a little misused about it, 
even though their joy in their new 
home usually overshadows their cha- 
grin. It may be they can afford to have 
spent 15 percent to 25 percent more 
than they realized when they began. 
But then again it might be disastrous 
to the financial balance of the budget. 

Actually the cost of the house is 
not the same as the total investment— 
not by a long shot. As we set forth, 
back on page 152, the definition of cost 
depends on who’s talking. Remember 
that when you talk with your archi- 
tect. If you can spend $10,000, don’t 
tell him you want a $10,000 house. 
Even more important, don’t tell your- 
self that you are going to live in a 
$10,000 house. 

We show, on page 156, another rule 
of thumb on how to spend your total 
investment. It should be the merest 
guide—not a law. For the price 
bracket in which you build will affect 
these percentages mightily. Whether 
you have an architect or buy stock 
plans affects the percentage for fees. 
The amount of land you want, and 
where you want it, affects the division 
of your money for that purchase. 

It is proper to spend for land alone 
as little as 10 percent, or as much as 
30 percent. The bigger your total in- 
vestment, the more likely you are to 
want to spend a bigger percentage for 
land. Only don’t buy so much Jand, 
or such expensive land, that the qual- 
ity of the house suffers. For a bal- 
anced investment be sure that there 
is at least 60 percent of your money 
left for the actual house. 

Remember, when price is coupled 
with a house, either pictured or real, 
to make sure what that price includes. 
And when you come to spend your 
money for a new home, have your 
budget ready and in good order. For 
if you know how much you can spend 
on each part of your home, you are 
less likely to overspend on the whole. 
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hed 


Use free-standing radiators instead 
of recessed built-in ones. 


cS 


Plan your stairs to occur between 
partitions. It’s cheaper than open 
stairs with balustrades. Circular or 
square stairwells, beautiful as they 
can be, eat up your money. 


dd 


Insulate only the second-floor ceiling. 
You can add side-wall insulation 
later, provided you use the most mod- 
ern methods. Write to us, and we will 
tell you what these methods are. 


ax 


Eliminate extra built-in features like 
bookeases, china closets, etc. These 
are niceties which can always be 


added later. 


If you are planning to burn coal, wire 
your house for a thermostat; you 
don’t have to install it at first, how- 
ever. If you are going to burn oil, you 
can’t eliminate the thermostat. 


a) 


If you plan to burn coal, investigate 
the costs of using a magazine-feed 


boiler. 
ad 


Use a cheaper grade of flooring in- 
stead of an expensive grade. If you 
have it finished very carefully, it will 
look very good indeed. For instance, 
red-oak flooring is shorter in length, 
varies greatly in graining, and is not 
always 100 percent red oak. But it is 
very much cheaper than the finest 
quartered white oak. A red-oak floor, 
if carefully stained, can be a thing of 
beauty, and few people would recog- 
nize that you had taken a shortcut. 


& 


Use an economical form of exterior 
siding—whatever that may be in your 
town. This does not mean it can’t be 


good-looking. 


Finish your plaster walls with inex- 
pensive casein paint. Wait till later 
to paint or paper them. 

158 


Discard any external ornamentation 
on the house. Good, clean, honest 
lines and balanced proportions make 
a house beautiful, and they don’t cost 
extra. 3 


aed 


Use concrete block for foundations 
instead of poured concrete, provided 
no drainage problem exists. 


am 


Because you should not save on the 
actual structural shell of your house, 
do your economizing by eliminating 


the gadgets. 


If you have a wood-shingle pocket- 
book, don’t buy slate roofing. It costs 
more and requires a stronger house 
frame to hold up the extra weight. 


S77 


$ ao 
If your budget is limited, don’t plan 
to build a stone house or a solid brick 
house. Solid masonry construction 
costs much more than wood-frame 


construction. 


Don’t have a basement recreation 
room. Finishing the basement for 
public appearances can come later, 
when you get that raise. 


SZ 


Gis 


Get galvanized screens instead of 
copper, aluminum, or bronze. Make 
them half-length instead of the full 
length of the windows. 


ve) 


Choose a simple type of architecture. 
Rectangular houses cost less to build 
than irregular shapes. Avoid breaks 
in the rooflines. Every time the frame 
of the house has to turn a corner, it 
costs you more money. 





In 1939 the Garden Club of 
Virginia will sponsor its Tenth 
Annual Tour of the historic gar- 
dens and houses of that state. If 
you are to be in that vicinity 
from April 24th through April 
29th, don’t miss this opportunity 








EXCEED YOUR BUDGET 


& 


Don’t build a full basement. Depend- 
ing on your climate, perhaps you 
can even eliminate it. You’ll save 
excavating, and some concrete costs. 


dd 


A two-story house gives more space 
for your money than a one-story 
house. It takes less foundation, re- 
quires less excavating, and has a 
smaller roof area. 


a 


Plaster the rooms you won’t need im- 
mediately, but leave them unfloored. 


dae! 


If you want two baths, perhaps you 
can leave one without fixtures. Only 
“rough it in,” with the pipes already 
in position to be hooked up with the 
fixtures some future day. 


& 


Use stock millwork instead of made- 
to-order. There are so many well- 
styled stock lines that this should 
work no hardship on either you or 


your house. 


Use ordinary window glass instead of 
plate glass. Eliminate such things as 


French doors. 


You can save a considerable amount 
if you eliminate roof gutters and 
leaders. This would mean that you 
will have to be more skillful with 
your planting around the base of the 
house, keeping it outside the spatter 
range and laying a bed of gravel on 
the ground where the water will 
strike, to prevent erosion. 


bed 


You can save on hardware and light- 
ing fixtures by buying simple de- 
signs which can still be fine. There is 
a point below which you should not 
go in economizing here, however. 


cS 


Plan fireplaces so that their flues can 
be built into the chimney that carries 
the flues of your heating plant. If 
that can’t be done, consider eliminat- 
ing a fireplace. 
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ICE 
FOR US! 


| WOULDN'T DREAM OF 
KEEPING HOUSE WITHOUT IT” 





1939 ice refrigeration does much more than 
just keep foods cold. Scientifically de- 
signed open grids and baffles and the film 
of water which forms on melting ice 
insute a constant citculation of moist, 
fresh air throughout the entire refrigerator 
—guarding foods against rapid drying out 
and against exchanging of food flavors. 


With its smart lines, gleaming white fin- 
ish and glistening chromium fittings, the 
new air-conditioned ice refrigerator adds 
to the appearance of any kitchen. 
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Visit the Ice Industries’ Exhibits at the New York and San Francisco World’s Fairs 


Ice cubes in three to five minutes—crystal- 
clear, hard-frozen cubes that do not give 
beverages an “‘off taste.” 





The Ice Service Man of today is as up-to- 
date as the air-conditioned ice refriger- 
ator itself. His truck is spick-and-span. 
Smartly uniformed, courteous, careful, 
he delivers the ice 
in a canvas bag so 
that no water drips on 
the floor. In many com- 
munities, “Sized Ice” 
—sparkling cubes or 
crushed ice for making 
ice cream, garnishing, 
etc.—is also available. 


a fos cousins 
SS we $= This Advertising is Sponsored by the Certified Members 
of the Ice Industries of the United States and Canada 
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A beautiful, modern air-conditioned ice 
refrigerator—scientifically designed to 
give complete food protection—costs only 
a third to a half as much as other types. 
A single servicing of ice lasts three to 
five days or longer—that’s convenience as 
well as economy—no gadgets to buy— 
and there is nothing to get out of 
order ...no breakdowns .. . no repairs. 





EFORE you buy any refrigerator, see 
B the new-type air-conditioned ice 
refrigerators. Built for a lifetime of 
trouble-free, economical service... no 
noise... no defrosting ... no gadget- 
checking. A wide variety of styles 
and sizes available at $29.50 to $94.50 
f.0. b. factory on easy terms. Talk to 
your Ice Service Man or ’phone your 
local Ice Company today. A free trial 
costs nothing — proves everything. 


NATIONAL ASSOCIATION OF ICE INDUSTRIES 
228 N. La Salle Street, Chicago, Illinois 
In Canada: 137 Wellington Street West, Toronto 


LOOK FOR THIS SEAL...\tis found 
only on genuine air-conditioned ice refrig- 
erators conforming to standards of construc- 
tion and performance established by the 
National Association of Ice Industries. 






: The Girl Who Asked Too Much 


(Continued from page 23) 


who had finished college, might really 
know something. Now that she thought of 
it, Guy looked as though he’d had experi- 
ence. He had a strong face. 

“That’s exactly it,” she said. “Naturally 
I want to keep them both.” 

Everybody laughed, and Patty smiled 
tolerantly. They couldn’t kid her out of 
recognizing facts. At seventeen a_ girl 
wants quantity. Dozens and thousands of 
men. 

Anne, of course, was getting on. She’d 
be marrying any old time now. She 
might even marry Guy. Ever since he’d 
been home from college she’d been seeing 
a good deal of him. Patty stared vacant- 
ly as she visualized Anne’s dark head 
adorned with a flowing veil, then saw her 
own blonde one similarly decked out, and 
thought vaguely of double weddings. 
Chairs were being pushed back, and Patty 
got up and came back to the present. 
There was a crisis to be met. 


ATTY was not a girl to sit weakly and 

let opportunity drift by ungrasped. So 
she tagged Guy on the porch while he was 
waiting for Anne to do her face or some- 
thing before they went out. She sat down 
in the swing beside him and lost no time 
in getting to the point. 

“Guy, you know about things,” she said. 
“T mean—well—look, I can’t tell them the 
same thing.” 

“What?” Guy said. “Oh, you mean Al 
and—what’s-his-name—the lounge liz- 
ard?” 

“Yes. But he isn’t really a lounge lizard. 
But I mean—Guy, what do you do when 
they get serious?” 

“When they—? Oh. Yes. Well, of course 
that’s a problem.” 

“T don’t want to be a line shooter.” 

“Nooooo.” Guy thought a moment, 
frowning. “You can’t love two at once. 
But you want to hang onto both of them. 
You can’t go making any definite state- 
ments.” 

He stopped again, thoughtfully, and 
Patty waited, watching him. He had a very 
good profile. 

“Probably the answer to your problem,” 
he said at last, “is the—uh, the elusive 
giggle. That can mean anything.” 

“T guess so,” Patty said uncertainly. 
“But—what will it mean?” 

“Well—” Guy was frowning again. “For 
instance, Allen says, ‘Am I head man?’ 
See? Well, you don’t want to be pinned 
down to a definite yes or no.” 

“No!” said Patty. 

“All right. So you’ve got to keep things 
on a light plane—encouraging, provoca- 
tive, but elusive. Soooo—you giggle. And 
—maybe you say ‘As if I’d tell you!’ Like 
that, see? He can take it any way he wants 
to. You don’t get him sore, but you don’t 
tell him anything.” 

“You’re simply too instructive, Guy,” 
Anne said, coming across the porch from 
the door where she had paused to listen 
to these words of wisdom. “Have you done 
much research on woman’s wiles?” 

‘Tve been practiced on,” Guy said 
briefly. “And I have a detached, observant 
mind.” 

“That must be nice for you,” Anne said. 

This guy Guy really had something, 
Patty decided, staring at him admiringly. 
It showed what you could learn from men 
who knew life if you could just get them 
started. Why, if she could get Guy to con- 
centrate, she might be a different person 
by the time she went to college in Sep- 
tember. Poised. 

“Tl try it on Al,” she said slowly. “He'll 
be around tonight.” 

“Good heavens,” Guy said, “do you 


[ 


mean to tell me that long conference was 
just a prelude to an evening of the same? 
Why didn’t he wait till he got here?” 
“He always calls before he comes,” Pat- 
ty explained patiently. “Everybody does.” 


AU ESCORTED Patty to the steps and 
departed without a word. She leaned 
against a pillar and said: 

“Damn it. Oh, damn!” 

“What's the matter?” Anne’s voice 
asked, and Patty realized that she and 
Guy were sitting in the dark corner of the 
porch in the swing. 

“It didn’t work,” she said, going over 
and perching precariously on the railing. 
“Darn it, I didn’t do it right. And now 
you've got me in a jam.” 

“That's gratitude,” Anne commented. 

“Did you giggle?” Guy asked. 

“Yes! And that’s just the trouble. 
Everything’s a mess.” 

“Exactly what did you do?” 

“Well, I tried to do it the way you told 
me. Al said, ‘Look here, Patty, are you 
falling for that mug?’ and I—giggled. That 
is—well, it was too loud, or something. He 
didn’t seem to react just right. I should 
have let it go at that.” 

“But you—didn’t?” Guy asked. 

“No. I went on!” Patty’s slim figure 
slumped tragically. “I said ‘As if I’d tell 
you!’ And it sounded—well, sneering. 
It—” she broke off disgustedly. “He was 
in a cold rage.” 

Anne whooped. 

“Oh, I know it’s funny,” Patty said. “But 
just the same, I may never see him again. 
He said he didn’t see what was so funny, 
but evidently my sense of humor had 
changed lately ...I tried to patch things 
up, but—” 

“The laugh is fatal,” Guy pronounced 
firmly. “I didn’t mean a jeering guffaw. 
A gentle, feminine, barely audible smile. 
You can’t laugh at them.” 

“Well, heck,” Patty said, “I can’t get 
with that subtle stuff.” 

“Ulp!” said Guy. 

Anne shrieked unfeelingly. “Maybe— 
maybe you'd better be a frank-and-hearty 
outdoor girl,” she suggested. 


“Oh, no!” Patty was horrified. “Well,” 


she went on philosophically, “it’s no use 
worrying about him right now. I see where 
I went wrong. Now look, Guy. Be serious. 
I’ve got a date with Bo tomorrow night.” 

“The lounge lizard?” 

“Yes, Bo’s a dangerous man,” Anne in- 
formed him. “All the girls are interested 
in him. He doesn’t strike me as a swain 
you could trust to stick around through 
thick and thin or anything, though.” 

“No. He isn’t. But really, that makes 
him kind of interesting,” Patty said. 

“Hmmmm,” Guy pondered. “I believe 
this calls for a different angle. Let me 
see ... You might tell him you’ve been 
warned against him,” he suggested. “He’s 
a faithless rake and—” 

“Oh, gosh,” Patty protested, “I couldn’t 
possibly call anybody a faithless rake!” 

“No, no. I didn’t mean actually—” 

“T could call him a philanderer.” 

“Okay. And you couldn’t think of let- 
ting yourself be in love with him, no mat- 
ter how you felt. You're fighting yourself, 
see; and although you've fallen for him, 
you're determined not to let him know it. 
That ought to hold him for a while.” 

“It certainly ought,” Anne said. “I wish 
I’d had you around, Guy, a couple of times 
I can think of.” 

Guy put his arm around her. “You do 
your stuff on me,” he said. “Your career 
is just about over. This is for Patty’s bene- 
fit. She’s just starting out in life. Class 
dismissed, Patty.” 
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HOW D/D YOU EVER GET |} 
THAT FINE DINNER  <¢ 
READY SO SOON ? 





“| discovered a quick, easy 


way to serve a tasty meal!” 


Ke Franco-American Spaghetti on hand. 
It’s a lifesaver when you want a delicious 
meal in a hurry. It’s a grand money-saver, too, 
for with it you can prepare all sorts of deli- 
cious, appetizing dishes from less expensive 
meat cuts and left-overs. Serve it as a hot lunch 
for the children. They'll be as enthusiastic as 
Dad over its zestful, savory cheese-and-tomato 
sauce. A can all ready to heat and serve—more 
than enough for three—costs only ten cents. 


SPAGHETTI WITH FRIZZLED BEEF 


A tempting jiffy dinner 
on your “afternoon out’ 


Pick dried beef into small |} 
pieces. Ifitisverysalty,freshen [ite 
10 minutes in cold water and [, 
drain well. Mclt butter in hot 
frying panand frizzle beef until 
slightly browned. Add Franco- 
American Spaghetti and mix, 
Cook over low flame until 
heated through. 






SUCH A HELP WHEN 
YOU'RE IN A HURRY = 
SO DELICIOUS 


Franco-American 
SPAGHETTI 


MADE BY THE MAKERS OF CAMPBELL’S SOUPS 
Send bor YREE Racine Book 


Campbell Soup Company, Dept. 24 
Camden, New Jersey. Please send me your free 
recipe book: “30 Tempting Spaghetti Meals.” 
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Many, many women already know how to insure 
satisfaction when buying rayon undies. . . they look 
for the Tubize Certified Quality Seal. They know what 
this Seal stands for... (1) the garment is made of 
a fine Tubize rayon yarn such as Chardonize, with a 
permanent dull lustre... (2) the garment is made 
by a manufacturer committed to definite standards 
of tailoring under the Tubize Certified Quality Plan 
... (3) its excellence and serviceability are 
certified by laboratory check tests as 
well as practical wearing and wash- © 
ing tests. The wear is measured 
for you in advance. 

























Wearing 
Qualities 






BY UNITED STATES TESTING CO,, INC. 


Guaranteed 






Next time you buy rayon undies, see 
that they bear the Tubize Certified 
Quality Seal. That’s all you need to 
know. It certifies the garmentis of tested 
fabric strength and purity, has been 
properly tailored, will fit with comfort, 
wash with ease, wear with satisfaction. 







a 


Not only chemises and gowns, as illustrated, but 
also slips, vests, panties, step-ins, pajamas and 
other lovely lingerie of Chardonize and other 
fine Tubize rayons may be seen in leading 
stores in your community. Notice how incred- 
ibly soft they are, how finely tailored... 
and how modest in price ! 


TUBIZE CHATILLON CORPORATION > 2 PARK AVENUE > NEW YORE 
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“T get it,” Patty said. “I can take a hint. 
Good-night ... Funny you don’t have to 
send them home at twelve o’clock,” she 
threw back over her shoulder. 

Guy cut in on Patty the next night at 
the club. “Seen Anne?” he asked. 

“She’s out in the hall with Harvey Sears 
. .. Guy, I believe I got it right with Bo. 
Look, Guy, I looked at him like this—” 

“Harvey Sears? I didn’t know he— 
well—” 

Patty sighed. He wanted to talk about 
his own affairs. Well, reciprocity. “I didn’t 
either,” she said. “We’ve known him al- 
ways, but he’s never been around much 
before. They’re out in the hall now, talk- 
ing a mile a minute.” 

Guy looked around restlessly. 

“Be patient,” Patty said. “Somebody’ll 
break in a minute. Listen, Guy, what do 
I do when I’ve promised the same no- 
break to two boys?” 

“That’s just plain silly,’ Guy said 
severely. “Why did you do a dumb thing 
like that?” 

“Well, goodness,” Patty said plaintively, 
“if I just give them to one, suppose he 
doesn’t come to the dance, or gets stuck 
with somebody?” ... 


Ge knew everything. Or everything 
Patty wanted to know at the moment 
anyway. He never seemed to mind being 
asked questions. He really seemed inter- 
ested. And Anne, too. She’d listen, and 
sometimes agree, and sometimes not, and 
they’d talk things over, and Patty felt she - 
was learning a lot. 

Sometimes what Guy suggested woulda 
work, and sometimes it wouldn’t, but she 
always felt that it would have worked if 
she’d just done it right. She tried to get 
Anne to show her how, but Anne was 
self-conscious or something. Patty wasn’t 
bothered that way. 

She was still precariously balancing Al 
and Bo. Guinea pigs A and B, Anne called 
them. 

“The situation gets tenser and tenser,” 
she told Guy one day when he happened 
over to see Anne. It was a beautiful bright 
day, a day to do something. She watched 
enviously as Anne stepped into Harvey 
Sears’ car, which stood in the driveway 
at the side of the house. They were going 
somewhere to have fun. 

Guy paid no attention to her remark 
when he saw Anne. He didn’t come up the 
steps onto the porch but turned aside to 
the driveway. Patty followed. 

He spoke to Anne and Harvey, and Pat- 
ty heard Anne say she was sorry but she 
didn’t know he was coming and already 
had a date. Patty stood at a discreet dis- 
tance, waiting, as Guy talked to them a 
few minutes, and then turned away and 
came back toward her. 

Harvey Sears said something to Anne, 
and then Patty heard a soft laugh, not 
quite a giggle, as Anne said to Harvey, 
“As if I'd tell you!” Her tone was indul- 
gent, gentle, flattering. 

Patty snapped her fingers. “That’s it!” 
she exclaimed as the car moved away. 
“Guy!” she said excitedly. “Guy, she did 
it just right, didn’t she?” 

Guy looked up with an absent-minded 
frown. “What?” 

“Anne! Didn’t you hear her say, ‘As if 
Pd tell you!’? And I know what you mean 
by the giggle. I was way off. When I think 
how I messed it up!” Patty clutched her 
uplift hair-do passionately, causing sev- 
eral curls to bend slowly earthward. 

“She sure did,” Guy said thoughtfully, 
“and she was talking to him.” 

“Guy,” Patty said, “listen to me. Look, 
Guy.” Guy looked. “Al called me up this 
morning, and he says will I give up Bo 
for him and Jack both?” 

Guy stared at her for a moment, and 
then came out of it. He walked over and 


gat down on the front steps. “Let’s get 
this straight,” he said. “Who is Jack?” 

“Jack’s Al’s best friend. I have dates 
with him, too. In fact I used to be in love 
with Jack. But that has nothing to do 
with it.” 

“No. I suppose not. The proposition is, 
they’re offering you two for one?” 

“Uh, huh. That is, they’re threatening 
to take away two if I don’t give up one.” 

“The rats,” Guy said. “If you’ve got 
them trying to bargain, you ought to be 
able to make a better deal than that. Tell 
them if they think two of them make one 
Bo Thibault, they’re mistaken, and they'll 
have to throw in a season pass to the Tria- 
non and a subscription to ‘Snappy Stories’ 
or whatever you fancy.” 

“Guy, do you mean that?” 

“Well—I guess not. I never heard of 
putting the pressure on just that way. I 
don’t really know what to say.” Guy sat 
with his chin in his hands and stared 
ahead of him. He looked tired and a bit 
despondent. 

“Guy, you're not putting your mind on 
it,” Patty said reproachfully. 

‘Tve got a few other things on my 
mind,” Guy said. “Let me think about it 
a while, Patty.” 

“Okay. Have you a date with Anne to- 
night?” 

“I have not,” Guy said shortly, and went 
home... 


= night of all the commotion Patty 
came running up the steps to tell Guy 
about it. 

“What’s all the noise about?” Anne 
asked from the swing. “Cars coming and 
going and coming back. Can’t they make 
up their minds, or at least move around 
quietly at twelve o’clock, for heaven’s 
sake?” 

“Oh, I don’t know what to do!” Patty 
exclaimed. “Guy, that was—” 

“TIt’s—not Guy,” Anne said. “It’s Harvey. 
Goodness,” she added, “I hope the neigh- 
bors are giving Patty credit for all this 
uproar, and not me.” 

Harvey laughed. “All the kids like to 
see how much noise they can make in 
second,” he said indulgently. 

“Oh,” Patty said. “Hello, Harvey. Well, 
good-night. Ill tell you about it later, 
Anne.” 

She went on up to bed. Now, why 
couldn’t Guy have been there when she 
needed him? Harvey was all right, but he 
didn’t have a constructive viewpoint. 

She told Guy about it the next day, 
though. He had a date with Anne, so Patty 
called him up, and he came over half an 
hour early especially for her. 

Patty sat him down in the swing and 
got down to business. 

“When I came home last night,’’she said, 
“there were Bo in his car in front of the 
house, and Al and Jack in Al’s car, wait- 
ing for me!” 

“So?” said Guy. 

“Uh-huh. Both of them thought I was 
having a late date with the other, and—” 

“Late dates are bad stuff,” Guy said. 
“T told you.” 

“But I didn’t! Not with either one. I 
don’t know what Teddy thought.” 

“Teddy?” 

“I had a date with Teddy. And there 
they were. Bo is a friend of Teddy’s, and 
he jumped on the running board and said 
drive on, and we did. Bo was furious!” 

“Furious? I think Al and Jack had as 
much right to sit there as he did.” 

“Well, you see, Guy, they—well—they 
were throwing rocks at him.” 

Guy choked. 

Patty laughed ruefully. “It is funny, I 
know, but, Guy, what do I do when they’re 
so—violent?” 

“Tell—tell me the rest,” Guy requested. 

“T didn’t know what to do,” Patty rushed 
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Leave on a thin film of this 
skin- arousing beauty cream 


every night when you go to bed 


Y HELPING to keep your skin awake and 
B working, Woodbury Cold Créam for- 
bids your skin to relax into ‘sluggishness. 
This cream of germ-free purity is intended 
to arouse the skin’s vitality. It contains a 
skin-stimulating Vitamin, to help keep the 
skin active, to refresh its beauty. 


Women prefer Woodbury because it 
cleanses skin of deeply-lodged dirt, helps 
refine the skin’s texture, invigorates. 


Get Woodbury Cold Cream today! Use 
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“Dancing and sports 
are hard on my stock- 
ings. | used to get runs 
all the time—but 

Lux cut them down.” 


MILDRED BERRY 
High-School Girl 
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Lux saves 
elasticity. . 


LUX cuts down runs be- 
cause it saves the elastic 
quality of silk. Avoid 
cake-soap rubbing and 
soaps with harmful alkali. 
These weaken elasticity! 
Buy the bg box of Lux. 


\—a little goes so far 
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on, “and Teddy didn’t have anything to do 
with it. We came back, and he just took 
me to the door and left in a hurry. And 
you know what they did while we were 
gone? Al and Jack, I mean?” 

“I_can’t imagine,” Guy admitted. 

“They took something out of Bo’s car 
so it wouldn’t run, and it was his brother’s 
car and—” 

“Patty,” Guy said, “you are the most 
fascinating woman. About the car—?” 

“Oh, they were about to fight, and I was 
pleading with them because two boys had 
a fight in Mimi Tate’s yard, and everybody 
said it was her fault, and I know she didn’t 
have a thing to do with it, so I was wor- 
ried to death, but just then Daddy turned 
the light on in his room, and I pointed it 
out to them and they put back the thing 
in the engine and all went away. I was 
practically a remnant, Guy.” 

“Yes, I can see that. I think your nerves 
are remarkably good, though, Patty. What 
you must do is tell them that your father 
says if he sees any cars parked in front 
of your house when you’re out on a date 
with somebody else, he’ll come down and 
attend to it himself.” 

“We-e-e-l-l,” Patty agreed doubtfully, 
“but Daddy doesn’t really know all the 
details, you know.” 

“Oh, no use bothering him with it,” Guy 
said. “That’s what he would say if he knew 
about it, if I know Mr. Horner. And a 
message like that from him ought to make 
them a bit wary. If it doesn’t work, then 
you can let him take a hand. Fathers are 
pretty formidable, you know.” 

Guy was so understanding. Patty would 
gladly have talked all evening if Anne 
hadn’t come down just then; and Patty’s 
own date came, too, She had just met 
Larry at a dance. He was a year or two 
older than the others, and maybe he was 
really the kind of man she needed. You 
could probably depend on him not to start 
anything. And he was so polite. A girl 
appreciated those things... 


PS got back promptly at twelve, and 
‘was disappointed to see that Guy and 
Anne hadn’t come in yet. She went up 
and got ready for bed, putting on beach | 
pajamas and a robe. She didn’t take off 
her make-up yet, though, so she’d look de- 
cent just to slip down 4 minute and speak 
to Guy in case they came pretty soon. 

She was brushing her hair when she 
heard the swing creak, and knew they had 
come. 

Hastily applying a little more lipstick, 
she stole downstairs. No use waking 
everybody in the house. 

She went to the window by the swing 
and was preparing to put a leg over the 
sill in her usual way, when she stopped, 
horrified. She simply couldn’t believe her 
ears. 

“Harvey asked me to marry him,” Anne 
was saying, “and I—and I—” 

“And you said you would,” Guy said 
harshly. 

There was a long silence. When Patty 
could hardly stand it any longer, Anne 
said, “Yes.” Then there was another long 
silence. 

“Guy,” Anne said at last in a faint voice, 
“I—guess I’ve always kind of been in love 
with him. You know, we’ve always known 
him—and he was always nice to me, but 
somehow I never seemed to register. Guy 
—I'm telling you this because you’re my 
best friend—” ; 

“The hell you say,” Guy said. 

“Well, you know all the stuff you’ve 
been telling Patty all summer? Well—I 
thought—since he never seemed to real- 
ize—that maybe if I changed a little bit—” 

“You took the bait I gave you and went 
out and hooked him?” 

“Oh, Guy! Don’t put it like that! It was 
just that he never realized—” 


“Yeah. I know. Listen, sugar, you run 
on up to bed and let me sit here quietly 
and cut my throat. Go on. Scram.” 

Anne stood up uncertainly. “Guy,” she 
said, “I—Ill always be grateful to you.” 
She went quietly into the house. 

Patty crouched by the window, unable 
to move. Oh, the irony of it! The irony! 
And it was all her fault. If she hadn’t 
come pestering Guy all the time and put- 
ting ideas in Anne’s head, they might be 
engaged by now. She peeped fearfully out 
at Guy. He was just sitting there in the 
swing with his arms folded. She couldn’t 
see the expression on his face. Suppose he 
did something desperate? 

He moved slightly, and Patty slid 
through the window onto the porch, 
plunging toward him and clutching his 


arm. 

“Oh, Guy,” she said tearfully, “I couldn’t 
help hearing. I was just coming down to 
speak to you and— Oh, I did want you for 
a brother-in-law!” 

Guy jumped about two feet at this un- 
expected attack, and then rallied’as well 
as he could. 

“Skip it, pet,” he said. “I’m not going 
to join the Foreign Legion or anything. I 
was just sitting here reflecting quietly in 
my own quaint way that women are mon- 
sters, and you startled me a bit.” 

“Tm not a monster,” Patty protested. 

“You’re a baby monster, and in another 
year you'll be full-grown. But don’t worry 
about it. You can’t help yourself.” 

“Tt’s all my fault,” Patty said dolefully. 
“You've been so darn nice to me, and 
really changed my whole outlook on 
things, and if it hadn’t been for me—” 

“If it hadn’t been for you, she’d have 
stalled around a while longer, and things 
would have come out the same,” Guy fin- 
ished for her. “And unless you hie you to 
a nunnery, you'll do the same to plenty of 
poor dopes. Good-night. Behave your- 
self. Get on inside or you'll catch cold or 
something.” , 

And before she could protest, he was 
gone... 


Abe marched on for two weeks or so, 
and Harvey was around all the time. 
He was as nice as he could be, but Patty 
could think of dozens just as nice. She 
missed Guy, and somehow the game they 
had been playing together didn’t seem so 
much fun any more. She had a date nearly 
every night, and things rolled along 
smoothly. She put Guy’s theories into 
practice as well as she was able, which 
was fairly able by this time. She retained 
Bo’s interest for what turned out to be 
record time, retrieved Al on a tentative 
basis, and juggled a newly achieved beau, 
a sophomore, along with the others. As a 
matter of fact, Patty wasn’t putting her 
mind on it enough to stir up anything, 
but she didn’t know that. 

Then suddenly life was just one shop- 
ping expedition after another, and long 
conferences as to what clothes she should 
take off to school, and a growing anxiety 
as to whether she’d know how to act 
when she got ’way up there so far from 
home. 

Time was growing short, and she had 
dates every minute her mother and sister 
would let her off the tasks of fitting and 
buying and making lists and filling out 
blanks for this and that. All those blanks 
had to be mailed in. They certainly ought 
to know a lot about her by the time she 
got there. 

Her dates were filled up to the last 
minute. Life really got to be more fun 
just when you were about to go away. 
The last night, though, Patty refused to 
make a date with anyone. She was going 
to stay home with the family. 

And she did, until ten o’clock. That was 
practically their bedtime anyway. About a 
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@ Morning, noon and night...be young, gay, envied... 
‘ Z in gorgeous Red Cross Shoes. Made over the exclusive “Limit” 
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X “To keep teeth brilliant I 
like Calox Tooth Powder.” 


\ vo (ahh. in Hal Roach’s romans 


tic comedy,“It’s Spring Again”, 


See teeth thal 
shine lhe the sats 


Add a charming sparkle to your smile—take this tip from 
Hollywood: Use Calox Tooth Powder . . . the very same pure, safe, 
refreshing dentifrice that helps protect the radiant smile of Jean 
Parker, scores of other famous screen stars and millions of people 
throughout the world. 


Important: To give teeth a bril- 
liant high polish without harm to 
precious enamel . . . to make Calox 
always a wholesome, pleasant-tast- 
ing dentifrice, five separate tested 
ingredients are blended with pre- 
scription accuracy by McKesson & 
Robbins, whose products have been 
prescribed for 106 years. 
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quarter to ten she slipped upstairs to the 
extension where people couldn’t hear, and 
dialed a number. The phone rang and 
rang, and at last, when she was feeling. 
sick with disappointment, somebody an- 
swered. 

“Guy? This is Patty. Guy, I’m going 
away tomorrow, to college, you know... 
Guy, aren’t you going to tell me good- 
bye? ... All right . . . No, I haven't, I 
didn’t make one ...I just thought... All 
right.” 

She hung up and came down into the 
living room again. Her mother looked 
sleepy. She’d been downtown all morn- 
ing, and packing Patty’s clothes all after- 
noon. 

“I’m going out for a little while,” Patty 
said. 

“Whom have you favored with your last 
evening?” her father asked. 

“Oh, nobody. I just thought I’d tell Guy 
good-bye. He’s been so swell to me the 
last couple of months. He’s—coming over 
in a minute.” 

“Oh,” said Patty’s mother. “Well, I’m 
glad it’s not one of those boys who don’t 
know when to bring you home. Tell Guy 
I said you’re to be in by eleven. I want you 
to be able to stagger around a little when 
you get up to school.” ; 

“Okay,” Patty said. She heard a car 
stop, someone striding up the walk. “Tl go 
on out,” she said. “Good-night!” 


pee kissed them hastily and darted 
out. She met Guy at the steps. “Let’s— 
ride,” she said. 

“Okay.” He turned and led her to his 
car. “You’re a nice baby,” he said, “want- 
ing to tell me good-bye. Or do you need 
some more dope to fortify you?” 

“Tm in‘a daze,” Patty said. “I couldn’t 
remember anything you told me. I just 
know I’ve got a lot of clothes, and ’m 
going a thousand miles from home, but 
I’m in too much of a fog to be scared about 
it right now.” 

“IT see. Well, how are your affairs of the 
heart? Any more battles on the front 
lawn, any big renunciation scenes?” 

“What? Oh, no. Nothing like that. I’ve 
been too busy to bother with that stuff. 
Al came back. Everybody’s rushing me to 
death all of a sudden, now that I’m going 
away.” 

“That’s life,” Guy said. “Well, make ’em 
write to you. You'll be lonesome at first.” 

Patty didn’t answer for a minute. It 
was such a lovely night, with moonlight 
splashed around all over everything, and 
Guy’s profile looking so handsome and 
stern as he drove. 

“Guy,” she said suddenly, “will you 
write to me?” 

“Huh? Oh, sure. You can look on me as 
Dorothy Dix, my child.” They were out 
in the country now, and he swung the car 
off the road suddenly and stopped the en- — 
gine. “Listen, babe,” he went on, and his 
voice sounded serious now, “don’t you 
ever think of anything but boys?” 

“What? Why—why, of course, Guy. 
But—well, you know, in the summer there 
isn’t so much to do, and—well, I guess I 
do think about ’em a good deal.” 

“Listen to me. You study. You make 
good grades. You hear me? Don’t turn out 
to be a little nitwit glamour girl with a 
lot of slick tricks and not a brain in 
her head.” d 

“T like that!” Patty said angrily. “When 
you’ve spent just about the whole summer 
telling me—” 

“T know. I know. I thought it was funny 
at first. And it’s new to you and interest- 
ing. When you’re seventeen and discover 
you aren’t scared of boys any more—sure. 
But you mustn’t stay that way. You must 
be a—person, not a carbon copy of—” 

“Oooooh!” Patty let out a heartbroken 
wail and began to cry violently. 


“Patty! Stop it! Listen, I didn’t mean it. 
Look, Patty—” 

Patty subsided and sat there shudder- 
ing daintily. She knew she looked terrible 
when she cried. “You!” she began re- 
proachfully. “You, of all people—” 

“T know. I didn’t mean it, honey. I 
just want you to be happy the—best way, 
see?” He put his arm around her, and she 
looked up at him forgivingly. 

The nerve of him, telling her stuff and 
then taking it all back. Well, she had asked 
for it. She couldn’t get around that. She’d 
been asking for advice all summer. 

Patty sat in brooding silence for a few 
minutes. “I won’t always be this young,” 
she said obscurely as he started the car. 

They stood on her doorstep promptly 
at eleven. Patty faced him, standing one 
step higher than he, so that her eyes were 
almost level with his. He took her arms 
above the elbows. 

“Good-bye, kid,” he said. “Have your- 
self a time.” 

“G-good-bye,” Patty said. “Guy—er, 
could I ask you one more thing?” She put 
her hands on his shoulders and looked 
at him earnestly. 

“Oh—sure,” he said. 

“Guy,” she said again, and his eyes were 
closer now, or maybe hers were closer— 
he had the most gorgeous eyes—they 
fairly poured into you—“Guy, if you look 
at a man like this—what—will he—?” 

His arms went around her, and she 
couldn’t breathe. Not that she wanted 


“He’ll kiss you, sure as fate,” Guy said 
roughly. “Like that.” 

He turned abruptly and was striding 
down the walk. He got to his car and 
opened the door. 

Patty got her breath back a little, and 
called softly, “Guy!” 

He turned and looked back. 

“Guy,” she called again, “that’s—that’s 
what I—thought he’d do!” 

Then he was back, grasping her arm 
imperatively, and shaking her a little as 
he talked. “You behave!” he admonished 
her. “You go on up there and grow up. 
And hurry up about it... Because...” 

“Yes, Guy?” 

“Well, nothing—that is—I’ll keep in 
touch with you,” he finished abruptly, and 
turned and walked swiftly toward his car 
again, muttering viciously. He was talk- 
ing to himself, but Patty heard him. 

“T do the damnedest things!” was what 
he said. 


Refrigerator Ruminations 


(Continued from page 127) 


Lower Operating Costs. Improvements 
in the refrigerating mechanism, together 
with better insulated cabinets, have re- 
duced the power consumption of the pres- 
ent electric refrigerators to the point 
where they use even less than half as 
much electricity as they did some years 
ago. 


Mechanical Improvements. For many 
years there were only one or two makes of 
automatic refrigerators that were equipped 
with a sealed unit; that is, one in which 
the motor and compressor are directly 
connecied together, both contained inside 
a sealed housing. Such a unit does not 
have a belt to be replaced, nor does its 
motor need even occasional oiling, as does 
the motor of the open-type unit. Today 
many makes come with sealed units. 

The gas refrigerator, too, has been im- 
proved and now is cooled by air, while 
formerly it was cooled by water. It is no 
longer necessary to connect the gas re- 


frigerator to the water and drain lines | 


and, aside from the light, it needs only to 
be connected to the gas supply. 
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tucks and shirrings; not a few com- 

bine both in one dress, topped off 
for good measure with a smart little 
allover-quilted jacket, or a bolero 
finished with trapunto work. For ex- 
ample, see the costume above, the 
dress being shown separately at right. 
Many of these jacket frocks look like 
suits, and it is a surprise when the 
jacket comes off and they turn out 
not to be; while suits, especially those 
without benefit of collars, with equal 
whimsey might be two-piece dresses. 
Choose which you will; both are 
smart provided there are interesting 


Weck fashions are bursting with 


details in the construction, that the 
long basque waist is in some way in- 
dicated, and the skirt is short, wide, 
and flared. 

Made all in sheer navy wool crepe 
—as we show it in Fig. 2, the bodice 
shirred, the skirt pin-tucked all 
around—or with the dress in a navy- 
and-white print, the jacket plain 
crepe and quilted (Fig. 1), this will 
be your pet from now till late autumn. 
Worn with a big hat, the shirred and 
tucked.dress is darling alone or with 
a white jacket for summer, and the 
quilted jacket will go smartly with 
either street or beach clothes. If you 
like, you could line it with the print 
and wear it with either side out. 

Even the most inexperienced dress- 
maker need not hesitate to make it. 
All those intricate-looking details are 
simple to do by machine once you 
have set the stitch and adjusted the 
necessary attachment. For there is a 
separate attachment for each type of 
sewing —shirring—tucking— quilting 
—etc. These handy little gadgets, and 
many more, switch on and off your 
machine in a jiffy, producing the most 
magical results with almost no effort 
on your part. They are indispensable 
for making home decorations as well 
as for dressmaking. It is fun to. use 
them, and they give your work a 
more professional look than would 
otherwise be possible. 

The gatherer will run in several 
consecutive rows of shirring with the 
greatest speed and accuracy. The 
stitch size regulates the fullness—the 
larger it is the greater the fullness— 
the foot placed on the edge of the 
previous row gauging the distance 
between the rows and keeping them 
straight. For the hug-me-tight waist- 
line of a windbreaker blouse or dirndl 
(Fig. 3), snug cuffs or pockets, wind 
the bobbin with elastic thread, using 
plain cotton or silk through the 
needle. Sometimes it is interesting to 
alternate the rows of Lastex and plain 
thread, showing first one, then the 








Problems of dress? 





We all have figure faults to overcome. Would you like sug- 
gestions on making the most of yourself? Just because you are frankly forty, 
you don’t need to look it. Send a full description of yourself, a snapshot, and $1.00 
to Good Housekeeping Fashion Dept., 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C., and our 
former Paris Fashion Editor, Elaine Neal, will analyze your own special case 
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‘BY CAROLINE GRAY 


other, on the right side of the garment. 

Tucks are done in a variety of ways. 
With the tucker, depending on the | 
width you set the gauge, you can 
make pin tucks, medium tucks, wide 
tucks, even cross tucks. Small tucks, 
which you have marked with tailor’s 
tacks along the line indicated in the 
pattern, may be done with the edge- 
stitcher. This has been used in the 
dress illustrated. It eliminates bast- 
ing, as it creases and stitches the tuck 
at the same time. 

Pin tucks have a new look done 
with the zigzagger in contrasting 
threads—see the red and white stitch- 
ing on a white linen blouse (Fig. 4). 
This clever (Continued on page 252) 


For pattern and directions give size—12 ~ 
to 20. Dress pattern, 35¢; jacket pattern, 
10¢; in stamps. Good Housekeeping Pat- _ 
tern Service, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N.Y.C. 
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Fig. 8 













Next day, Mary Ellen’s cousin tells ber about 
*Bra-forms which NEVER fail to protect 
dresses from moisture and under-arm cosmetics, 


But before the evening's half over, perspira- 


Mary Elien saves for a month to buy a pretty 3 
tion has ruined her dress—and her fun! 


new dress for the party. 






















You need a bra and you need shields— 
Kleinert’s Pin-in Bra-form combines them 
in one dainty, easily washed garment of 
net. Complete with two pairs of shields 
for $1.50 at your favorite Notion Counter. 
Many other styles from a dollar up— 
always ready to wear with any dress and all guar- 
anteed “glamour-insurance” for your pretty clothes! 
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WHEN YOU GOME TO THE WORLD'S FAIR 
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SHOWER CURTAINS 


IN “HOMEWOOD”, THE ALL-GAS HOUSE 
DECORATED AND FURNISHED BY 
GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 


At the Savoy Plaza, you will see Kleinert’s shower curtains in the “Bride’s 
House” sponsored by House Beautiful. And, in Rockefeller Center, you 
will find a beautiful display of Kleinert’s curtains in PEDAC — the Per- 
manent Exhibition of Decorative Arts and Crafts in the International 
Building ...These same curtains and many others are available in your 
own favorite store. ““Fleecenap”—a fabric specially created 
for shower curtains—is particularly favored for its soft, (({.,c%5/ 

“PEASANT” “MILKY WAY” “LUXURY” fleecy texture and superb colors. At under five dollars, chee penwexrcmns 
—aFleecenap curtain —averysmart pattern —a handsome floral it is indeed a “find”—high style and guaranteed quality ( sssovanseo mmm 
in beautful colorings on Fleecenap print on“'*Illusion’”’ at a budget price. 
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St | “| S Dinner in Half an Hour? 
a n dC r (Continued from page 125) \ 
Mixed Grill—Whole Mushrooms, Bacon, and 
Tomatoes 


e 
Boiled New Potatoes in Jackets . 
of Clea n i n ess Cucumber Salad Bread and Butter 
Gingerbread Coffee 
9 Pan-fry or broil the mixed grill. Peel 
ad n e the cucumber, then chill in the refrigera- 


tor. Packaged gingerbread mix is a time- 


saver and makes a delicious, quick dessert. 
Te k n “: or . And here are the recipes: ' 
a e Strawberry and Rhubarb Pinwheels 


(TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


d 2 ec. packaged biscuit 1 ec. chopped fresh 
rd n e : mix strawberries 
5 2 tbsp. granulated 1% ec. chopped fresh 
sugar rhubarb : 
3/4 ec. top milk or ¥% ec. granulated sugar 
light cream 


Combine biscuit mix and the 2 tbsp. su- 
_ gar, add top milk, and beat for 30 secs. Turn 
onto a floured board and knead lightly. 
Roll into a rectangle 1%4” thick. Spread 
with rest of ingredients (mixed) and 
roll up as for a jelly roll. Cut into 1” slices 
crosswise and place cut side down in a 
greased pan 7” x 11”. Bake in a hot oven 
of 450° F. for 20 to 25 min. or until golden 
brown. Serve hot or cold with cream. 
Serves 6 to 8. To serve 3} to 4 make half 
this recipe. One c. of strawberry pre- 
serves can be used in place of the fresh 
fruit mixture if fresh fruit is not available. 


Stuffed Veal Rolls 


(TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 qt. soft bread 6 tbsp. fat 

crumbs 3 tbsp. minced onion | 
, %4 tsp. salt 2 slices veal, 14” thick, 
2 tsp. sage 2 lbs. in ‘weight 
; 2 tsp. chopped celery Seasoned flour 
2 tsp. chopped parsley 1 ec. hot water 
Speck pepper 


Combine the bread crumbs, salt, sage, 
celery, parsley, and pepper. Melt 4 tbsp. 
of the fat in a skillet, add the minced onion, 
and cook gently until the onion is tender. 
Then add the bread-crumb mixture and 
; continue cooking until the crumbs are a 
; light golden brown. Cut meat in 3” squares 
| and spread some of mixture on it; then 
roll up each square tightly and secure 
with skewers or tie with string. Roll the 
veal in seasoned flour and sauté it in the 
remaining 2 tbsp. of hot fat until golden 
brown on all sides, Place in a casserole 
;and add the water. Cover and bake in a 
moderate oven of 350° F. for 1 hr. or until 
tender. This can be cooked in the morn- 
ing for 1 hr. and reheated 14 hr. before 
serving if desired. Makes about 9 rolls. 


IGH STANDARDS of cleanliness are not always instinc- 
H tive. Mothers know they have to be taught. And doctors 
will tell you that all too often children grow up without ever 
learning the importance of a proper bathroom tissue. 






Begin now to teach your child the regular use of extra-soft, 
extra-absorbent Luxury Texture. At an early age it is easy to 
recognize the difference between Luxury Texture and ordi- 
nary tissues whose harsh or highly glazed finish may fail in 


thorough cleansing. Favorite All-In-One 


(TESTED BY GooD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


For complete assurance, you can always depend on the 5 slices bacon, chopped 1 can water (using 


1% e. finely chopped soup can as a Meas- 
greater softness and greater absorbency of Luxury Texture “onion eas 
. % lb. bottom round 34 tsp. salt 
ScotTissue. The Scott steak, ground — pepper 
2 tbsp. flour 8- to 9-0z. pkg. 
PaperCo.,Chester, Pa. 1 10%-oz. can con- spaghetti 
PARENTS \|, Also makers of Wal- densed tomato soup 


Cook bacon in skillet until lightly 
brown. Add onion and hamburger, and 
cook until brown. Stir in flour and blend 
well. Add soup, water, salt, and pepper, 
and mix. Meanwhile cook spaghetti in 


q boiling salted water until tender. Drai 
YOU N E 3 0) Lu H 3 ; aa nda ic meat mixture, Toss lightly ae 
GREATER SOFTNESS C41/] serve 2 dake iat he eae 
AND GREATER The sea | 


ABSORBENCY © _ p ite Toilet Tissut 


consumers, W dorf Tissue and Scot- 
WY, service W 
Quen 4 Towels for home use. 
Sef 1939, Scott Paper Company 


Copr., 





Applesauce Whip 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
2 ec. canned apple- 2 tbsp. cold water 






Sony - [00 SHE Ts sauce 1 tbsp. lemon juice 
Per oof tt ones EE 1 ec. apple butter 2 egg whites, stiffly 
mPany, Chester. 70-# 2 tsp. plain unflavored beaten 
gelatin 


: ym Combine applesauce and apple butter. 
oh as Soak gelatin in cold water for 5 min. Melt 


over hot water; stir into the applesauce 
mixture. Add lemon juice and fold in 
stiffly beaten egg whites. Cover and chill 
in refrigerator. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 
make half this recipe. The 2 egg yolks may 
be used to make custard sauce to be served 
with the Applesauce Whip. 


Bermuda Salad Bowl 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
1 small head cauliflower % ec. sliced stuffed 


1 small head lettuce olives 

ti large peeled Ber- 24 ¢. well-seasoned 
muda onion, thinly French dressing 
sliced 8 0z. erumbled Roque- 


fort cheese 


Wash cauliflower thoroughly. Separate 
cauliflower into flowerets and slice thin 
lengthwise. Break washed lettuce into 
pieces. Combine with all remaining in- 
gredients and toss together. Serves 6 gen- 
erously. To serve 2 or 3 make half this 
recipe. 


Cinnamon Rusk Pie 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


4% ec. butter or mar- 1 tbsp. flour 
garine 2 ¢. sealded bottled 
11% ¢. granulated sugar milk or 1 ¢. evap- 
1 pkg. rusks, crushed orated milk and 
(2% ec.) 1 c.water, scalded 
4 eggs, separated 1 tsp. vanilla extract 
Pinch salt 1 tsp. cinnamon 


Mash and beat the butter with a spoon 
until it is like thick cream. Add 1% ec. of 
the sugar and blend. Add 1%4 ec. of the 
crumbs to the shortening mixture; blend 
together until thoroughly mixed. Line bot- 
tom and sides of a 9” pie plate with this 
mixture. Meanwhile beat the egg yolks 
slightly, add % e. of the sugar, the salt, 
and the flour, and blend. Gradually add 
this to scalded milk while stirring. Cook 
over hot water until of a soft custard con- 
sistency, stirring constantly—about 8 min. 
Add vanilla. Turn into rusk-lined pie pan. 
Top with a meringue made by beating the 
egg whites until stiff with the remaining 
sugar. Sprinkle remaining rusk crumbs 
over top of meringue, then shake cinna- 
mon over top. Bake in a moderate oven 
of 350° F. for 20 min. Cool and store in 
refrigerator until serving time. Makes 1 
9” pie. 


Deviled Hamburgers 
(TESTED BY GooD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1% lb. chuck steak, 2 tsp. minced onion 
ground 2 tsp. Worcestershire- 
14% ¢, chili sauce type sauce 


2 tsp. prepared mustard 11% tsp. salt 
2 tsp. bottled horse- 
radish 


Combine all the ingredients. Shape into 
10 cakes about 2” in diameter. Brown in 
hot fat in a skillet for 4 min. on each side 
or broil in a broiler oven preheated for 10 
min., for 4 min. on each side. Serves 6. To 
serve 2 or 3 make half this recipe. For 
open sandwiches make half this recipe. 
Toast 6 slices of bread on one side. Spread 
the untoasted side of each slice with ham- 
burger mixture, and broil 8 minutes. 
Serves 6. 


Maple Mousse 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


1 c. bottled milk or 1% ¢. granulated 
% e. evaporated milk sugar 
and \% c. water 2 tbsp. cornstarch 
34 ce. maple or cane and 3 egg yolks 
maple syrup 2 ce. heavy cream 


Heat milk in the top of a double boiler. 
Add the syrup to the sugar and cornstarch, 
which have been mixed together. Slowly 
add to the hot milk, stirring constantly. 
Cook over low heat for 15 min., stirring 
frequently. Add the beaten egg yolks and 
cook until smooth and thickened. Cool. 
Fold in the cream, which has been whipped 
stiff. Pour into a tray of an automatic re- 
frigerator, turn control to coldest setting, 
and freeze about 3 hrs. or until stiff, stir- 
ring once. Serves 8. To serve 3 or 4 make 
half this recipe. 





It is Spring-Air’s purpose to be more than a 
mattress—it is your passport to finer, more 
vibrant living, Therefore must Spring-Air be 
a finer, more highly developed mattress. The 
essentials that give to Spring-Air its superiority 
are openly coveted—but only in Spring-Air can 
you get them. Only by insisting upon the 
Spring-Air label can you receive, in writing, the 
valued long-term guarantee based on the fa- 
mous Karr spring construction. All Spring-Air 
Mattresses are made to the most exacting stand- 
ards in the industry. SPRING-AIR PRODUCTS 
Co., General Offices, Holland, Mich. Canada, 
41 Spruce St., Toronto. 





Parties for the Bride 


(Continued from page 123) 

to buy or borrow to take care of the larger 
amounts of food you will be cooking for 
your wedding guests. Look about your 
kitchen and pantry, also, and note the 
things that will not be needed for the wed- 
ding and that can be put away temporarily 
to give you more work space and serving 
space. 
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WALLPAPERS 


Have Refrigerator In Order. You are 
going to need every bit of storage space 
that your refrigerator affords on the day 
before and the day of the wedding. So be 
sure to keep out of the refrigerator any 
bottled or other foods that can be safely 
left out for this period of time. Be sure 
you have plenty of refrigerator bags and 
bowl covers and waxed paper on hand for 
wrapping and storing foods in your refrig- 
erator. We have approved several makes 
of each of these. By the way, Miss Ridley 
suggests that an extra covered vegetable 
pan (the rectangular container that comes 
as part of the equipment of most refriger- 
ators) is grand for storing sandwiches that 
are ready for serving, as well as diced 
meat, washed salad greens, etc. Such a 
container takes up less space than big 
bowls. 





SAVE ON THAT 
IMPORTANT 2,7 : 
WITH IMPERIAL 


Stock Up On Staples Early. We don’t 
need to remind you that it smooths the 
way considerably to make out all your 
market lists and to order the staples for 
your wedding refreshments well in ad- 
vance of the big day. To help you do this, 
here are a number of marketing tips that 
we have found helpful in cooking for 
groups of 25 guests in our Institute kitch- 
ens. We also give below the unusual 
recipes for our menus on page 121. These 
are in amounts to serve 25. 


Guaranteed 


Washable 
and Fast to Light 


= 24 of your home is wall 
space. It can contribute 
more beauty than any 
other home improvement 
...and at less expense. Give 
it charming newness with 
smart Imperial Washable 
Wallpapers, guaranteed 
washable and fast to light. 
Their beauty lasts. Insist 
that your decorator show 
you Imperial, identified 
in sample books, by the 
Imperial silver label! 


If You’re Serving Meats. If you are 
serving cold sliced turkey or chicken at 
your wedding reception, buy about 20 Ibs. 
of drawn poultry (poultry minus head, 
feet, and giblets) for 25 persons. In other 
words, allow about 34 lb. of drawn turkey 
or chicken per person. Of course, if an- 
other meat is being served, too, you will 
need to have just that much less turkey 
or chicken. 

Roast your turkeys or chickens the day 
before the wedding, following the time 
chart in our “Holiday Roasts” article in 
the November, 1938, issue; then store in 
the refrigerator. Or the chicken may be 
simmered whole in boiling salted water 
to which sliced onion and celery tops have 
been added, until tender—about 2 hrs. 
Cool in the broth; then remove from the 
mane : broth and store in refrigerator. If you 
inspires you with new are making a choice between turkey or 
ideas on that impor- chicken, you will probably find it easier 
tant 74. Send 10¢ to RAZ ee) | to roast 1 20-lb. turkey than several 
cover matling costs. chickens, to serve your group of 25. 

Use coupon below for If you are serving Creamed Chicken, 
Jean McLain's free in- Chicken a la King, or Chicken Salad, it 
dividual advice. will help you to know that a 4-lb. bird 
zi (drawn weight) yields about 4 c. diced 
cab aneacie cooked chicken. In other words, allow 1 lb. 
»Qeam Me fain of drawn chicken for every cupful of diced 

meat needed. 

If you are serving cold sliced ham, buy 
one of the new tender hams being dis- 
tributed by our national meat packers, 
and bake it one or two days before the 
wedding, following the manufacturer’s di- 
rections. (These hams are particularly 
choice right now because there is plenty 
of good corn with which to feed the hogs.) 
Or buy one of the delicious wrapped and 
branded cooked whole hams that come all 





Jean McLain’s book, ‘The Ro- 
mance of Modern Decoration,” 


OF -MODERWV 


Address: JEAN MCLAIN, Dept. G-34 

Imperial Paper and Color Corporation, 

Glens Falls, New York 
Give this information for every room 

Type of Room........... 
Size (Dimensions) . 
Exposure vepeapiiens 
Type of Furniture 
Color Scheme Preferred 


















C Please also send me your book, ‘‘The Romance 
of Modern Decoration,’’ for which | enclose 10¢. 





IN AIDE ooh okt coeeaiw dis tae eee 
Sireek a ee ready to slice and eat. A 10- to 12-lb. ham 
Gityea State ets. cd ee ee will serve 25. If another meat is being 


served with it, less ham will of course be 
needed. 
If you are serving canned tongue, it will | 


FRANCHISED DISTRIBUTORS, DEALERS AND 
REGISTERED CRAFTSMEN EVERYWHERE 
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and CLOTHING 
Zo the Olson Factory 


Ir’s ALL So Easy—your materials are 
picked up at your door at our Expense, 
by Express or Freight—and a week later you 
receive [at sensational savings] colorful, 
modern, deep-textured BroaDLooM RUGs, 
woven SEAMLEss and Reversible for 
DovusLe WEAR and Luxury, in Any Width 
up to 16 feet by Any Length. 


OLSON RUGS 


—have won the praise of editors and women 
everywhere. Write for 66-page Catalog of _ 
rugs, model rooms, decorating ideas. Shows 
how we shred, merge and reclaim valuable 
materials in old carpets, rugs, and wool 
clothing—sterilize, picker, card, comb, re- 
spin, redye and reweave into Your Choice 
of 66 lovely Early American, Oriental, Mod- 
ern Texture and Leaf designs or solid colors, 
two-tone and Homespun effects. 


You Risk Nothing by a Trial 
We GUARANTEE to satisfy or pay for ma- 
terials. Our 65th year. We have no agents. 


Write for 
FREE Book 


See America’s Finest 
Low Priced Rugs in 

FULL COLOR—66 pages 
of Rugs—Model Rooms 
— Decorating Ideas. 








OLSON RUG CO. #! 


CHICAGO NEW YORK SAN FRANCISCO J 
Mail to 2800 N. Crawford, CHICAGO, Dept. G-60 
Mail this Coupon or Ic Postal for Free Book. 


help you to know that a 1 lb., 3 oz. jar cuts 
into about 25 slices of good serving size. 


In Ordering Ice Cream. In making or 
buying bulk ice cream or sherbet to be 
served without a sauce, you can get 8 
servings per quart, if a No. 8 ice-cream 
scoop is used in serving it, and if each 
scoopful is leveled off with a spatula. (You 
can buy such an ice-cream scoop in a 
housefurnishing store.) Dip the scoop in 
and out of hot water now and then while 
using it, to facilitate serving. 

If the ice cream is to be served with a 
sauce, you can allow 12 servings per quart 
with the help of a No. 12 ice-cream scoop. 

In ordering brick ice cream, you can 
count on 7 slices per quart. Time and 
trouble are saved by ordering the bricks 
already sliced. 

If the ice cream comes packed in dry 
ice, be sure to remove the dry ice with 
tongs 20 to 30 min. before serving, de- 
pending on the firmness of the ice cream. 


In Making Sandwiches. The sandwiches 
for your reception can be made up several 
hours before serving, provided you wrap 
them in waxed paper, then in a damp 
towel, and store them in the refrigerator 
or a cool place. Use day-old bread (except 
for rolled sandwiches), as it slices to bet- 
ter advantage. Be sure the butter is soft 
enough to spread easily; otherwise you 
will tear the bread. 

A sandwich loaf of bread—3 Ibs. in 
weight—cuts into about 68 slices of about 
Wy" thickness. A regular-sized loaf of 
bread of 1 lb., 2 oz. weight cuts into about 
30 slices of about %4” thickness. Allow 
about 4 small-sized sandwiches per person. 








Steeped Coffee 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


¥% Ib. ground coffee 4%, qts. boiling 
(2 c. plus 6 tbsp.) water 


If you are using the regular grind of 
coffee, tie it loosely, in bag fashion, in 3 
thicknesses of cheesecloth which have 
been previously rinsed well in hot water. 
If your coffee is a drip grind, you will need 
a very fine cheesecloth or a light muslin 
bag. Drop the bag into the boiling water 
ina large covered kettle. Cover the kettle, 
turn the heat very low, and let the coffee 
steep (stand) for 15 min., moving the bag 
around in the kettle occasionally. Then 
remove the bag, and serve as needed in 
the dining room, keeping the remainder 
hot, but not boiling, over a very low heat. 
Makes 25 servings of average coffee-cup 
size. 

Sugar for Coffee: Allow 2 tablets of 
sugar per serving. There are about 80 tab- 
lets in a 1-lb. box. 

Cream for Coffee: Allow 2 tbsp. light 
cream per serving. 114 pts. should be suf- 
ficient for 25 persons. 

In Serving Coffee: If you haven’t a cof- 
fee or tea service that is suitable for use 
on your buffet table, you may remove the 
basket from your electric percolator or 
the upper part of your drip coffee maker, 
and use the pot on your table. Or the cups 
may be filled in the kitchen and passed 
on trays, in which case have small trays 
of cream and sugar on side tables con- 
venient to the guests. 


Hot Tea 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 
6 tbsp. tea 2 ats. freshly boiling 
water 


Tie the tea loosely, bag fashion, in 2 
thicknesses of cheesecloth. Place in a large 
saucepan, that has been scalded, pour the 
boiling water over it, cover, and let steep 
(stand) for 5 min. over a very low heat. 
Then pour immediately into the serving 
teapot, which has been scalded, keeping 
the remainder of tea in the saucepan over | 





HOW LONG DO YOU 
EXPECT YOUR NEW RUG 
TO WEAR 2 (eas 








LOOK FOR THIS 
CIRCLE TREAD 
DESIGN 
...it means the Rug 


Cushion is made 
of Real Hair! 











Circle Tread Ozite 
stays soft all your life! 
...makes rugs and carpets wear twice as long! 


REASON: OZITE IS REAL HAIR... CONTAINS NO HAIR SUBSTITUTES! 





Avciially, Circle Tread Ozite is by far the cheapest rug cushion— 
because it saves by far the most money. After 15 years or more, it still 
is soft as new... ready to save a second rug’s life. Why? Because it’s All Hair 
reinforced with a patented adhesive 
burlap center . . . never cheapened 
with vegetable fibre “filler”. So pay 
a little more and get a real bargain! 


@ Permanently Mothproofed. Odorless because 
Ozonized, Madein 3 weights. Guaranteed. For Free 
Sample and Booklet 14 on Care of Rugs, write 
Clinton Carpet Co., Merchandise Mart, Chicago. 


The REAL HAIR RUG CUSHION you never need To replace! 
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ike best news your 
silverware dealer 


ever had for you ! 





This guarantees Tudor Plate is wear-proofed 
with Solid Silver for years of extra service. 


Yes, every principal piece of Tudor Plate 
has a triple thickness of Solid Silver 
on the back where most wear occurs. 
This special Wear-Proofed overlay 
was originated by the Oneida Com- 
munity Silversmiths. Your dealer’s 
authorized to replace any piece not 
giving satisfactory service. 





Authentic popular patterns. Whether you prefer 
plain or decorated silverware you can enjoy 
the thrifty smartness, extra long life of W ear- 
Proofed Tudor Plate.* Above: Royal York, * 
Elaine,* June,* Madelon.* 


TUDOR PLATE 


by 


ONEIDA COMMUNITY SILVERSMITHS 


se TRADE-MARKS COPR, 1939 0 DA LTD. 
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very low heat until needed. Makes 12 
servings of average teacup size. Make 
fresh tea for remaining guests. Serve 
with lemon or thin cream, and sugar. 

Sugar for Tea: Allow 2 tablets of sugar 
per serving. There are about 80 tablets in 
a 1-lb. box. 

Cream for Tea: Use light cream, or di- 
lute it with milk if desired. Allow 2 tbsp. 
per serving. 

Lemon for Tea: Allow 1 slice per serv- 
ing. 1 large lemon makes 10 ¥%” slices. 


Creamed Chicken 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


2 fowl, each weighing 1% ec. flour 
314 lbs. drawn 114 ec. top milk or 
2 tbsp. minced onion evaporated milk 
34 lb. sliced mushrooms 6 ¢. chicken stock 
34 ¢. chicken fat 2%, tsp. salt 
6 tbsp. butter or ¥% tsp. pepper 
margarine Toast points 


The day before your reception, cover 
the washed and cut-up fowl with cold 
water; add 1 large peeled onion, sliced, 2 
tsp. salt, and a few celery tops. Simmer 
covered for 3% to 4 hrs. or until tender. 
Cool in the broth; then remove from broth, 
free of bones, and cut into 4” cubes (there 
should be about 6 c.). Wrap and chill the 
chickerr meat, as well as the broth, until 
next day. Then cook the minced onion and 
mushrooms in the chicken fat (remove it 
from surface of chilled broth), and the 
butter in the top of a large double boiler 
over direct heat for about 5 min. (If you 
haven’t a large double boiler, set one large 
kettle in another slightly larger kettle with 
boiling water in the bottom one.) Add the 
flour and blend. Add the milk and chicken 
stock, and cook over hot water until 
smooth and thickened, stirring constantly. 
Add the chicken and seasonings, and heat 
thoroughly. Serve with a No. 12 ice-cream 
scoop, or allow % c. per person. Garnish 
with toast points. Serves 25. 

Chicken & la King: Cook 34 e. minced 
green pepper with the mushrooms in the 
recipe for Creamed Chicken. Add 3 minced 
canned pimientos to the creamed mixture. 

Creamed Chicken and Ham: Use 1 fowl 
weighing about 314 lbs. drawn weight, 
and add 3 c. diced cooked ham in the rec- 
ipe for Creamed Chicken. 


Strawberry Bavarian Cream 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


8 envelopes plain 2c. granulated sugar 
unflavored gelatin Y% tsp. salt 
11% ¢. cold water 1% ec. boiling water 
¥% ¢. lemon juice 1% ats. strawberries 
3 c. heavy cream, whipped 


Make the Bavarian the day before your 
reception. Soak the gelatin in the cold 
water for 5 min. Add with the lemon juice, 
sugar, and salt to the boiling water, and 
stir until the gelatin is dissolved. Cool un- 
til it begins to thicken. Meanwhile wash, 
hull, and crush the strawberries slightly, 
and stir into the thickened gelatin mix- 
ture. Fold in the whipped cream and chill 
until set. In serving, garnish with addi- 
tional strawberries, if desired. Serves 25. 


Grape Ice Cream 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


5 eggs, well beaten 5 c. bottled grape juice 
1% ec. granulated sugar 2 tbsp. lemon juice 
5 ce. heavy cream % tsp. salt 


Combine the eggs and sugar, and beat 
until thick with hand beater or electric 
beater at medium speed. Beat in the 
cream, then stir in the remaining ingre- 
dients, and mix thoroughly. Freeze in a 


1-gallon or 2.2-qt. crank freezers, using 8 
parts ice to 1 part ice-cream salt, until 
difficult to pull. When frozen, draw off 
water, wipe off lid of ice-cream freezer, 
remove, and lift out dasher. Put a cork in 
the opening of the cover. Repack freezer 
of ice cream in 4 parts ice to 1 part of 
ice-cream salt, until time to serve. Makes 
about 3 qts. and serves 25, using a No. 8 
ice-cream scoop. 


Creole Sandwiches 
(TESTED BY Coop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE ) 


1c. butter or margarine 12 stuffed olives, 
1 7-oz. can boneless, chopped 
skinless sardines 1% tbsp. lemon juice 
1% ec. tomato catsup 36 le hee bread, 14” 
thic 


Mash butter with a spoon or beat with 
electric beater until soft and creamy. Add 
sardines, finely mashed, the catsup, olives, 
and lemon juice; mix thoroughly. Use as 
a filling for white or whole-wheat bread. 
Makes 2% c. filling; fills about 18 full-size 
closed sandwiches; 54 finger-size closed 
sandwiches; or 36 closed sandwich rounds 
2” in diameter. 


Veal and Celery Salad 


(TresTED BY Coop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


3 to 4 Ibs. boneless 21% tsp. salt 
leg of veal 3 ce diced pared 
1% c: salad dressing cucumbers 
5 e. diced celery 1% ¢. French dressing 
8 shelled hard-couked 3 heads lettuce 
eggs, chopped 


On the day before the reception, simmer 
the veal until tender in boiling salted 
water to cover. Cool, cut into 1%” cubes, 
and chill until needed. Then combine with 
all remaining ingredients except lettuce. 
Serve with a No. 12 ice-cream scoop or 
allow 14 c. per serving, arranging the salad 
mixture on individual beds of lettuce. 
Serves 25. 

Chicken Salad: Substitute 5 c¢. diced 
cooked chicken for the veal in Veal and 
Celery Salad. 


Tea Punch 
(TESTED BY Coop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


4 qts. cold water 10 ce. canned pineapple 
1% ¢. tea juice 
4 ec. powdered sugar 2c. fresh or canned 
4c. cold water : lemon juice 

ce 


Let the cold water stand on the tea for 
18 hrs., then strain. Add the sugar and stir 
until dissolved. Add the 4 ec. cold water, 
pineapple juice, and lemon juice, and chill. 
Serve in a punch bowl with a block of ice. 
Makes about 60 12-c. servings. 


Meringues 
(TESTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE) 


5 egg whites 114 tsp. vinegar 
1% c. granulated sugar 14 tsp. vanilla extract 
2% ats. vanilla ice cream 


You can make these meringues one or 
two days before the reception, and store 
in a covered box. Beat the egg whites until 
stiff, using a hand beater or an electric 
beater at high speed. Then add the sugar 


. slowly, while beating constantly. Beat in 


the vinegar and vanilla, then drop from 
the tip of a tablespoon onto brown paper 
laid on a cookie sheet. Bake in a slaw 
oven of 275° F. for 1 hr. Remove from 
the paper immediately and cool. Makes 25 
meringues. In serving, crush in the top of 
each meringue slightly, and then top each 
with vanilla ice cream, using a No. 12 ice- 
cream scoop. Serve with crushed raspber- 
ries, strawberries, or sliced peaches on top. 


* STANDING IN THE PLACE OF MOTHER x* 


Tells how thousands of women are making themselves happy by making homes 
for children not their own. Making the children happy, toc. And there’s room 
for thousands more. If you ever thought you’d like a kid around—or another 
kid or two—read Genevieve Parkhurst’s article in May Good Housekeeping 


product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


“Here's my - 


Helen: “Tut—tut, my dear! You can’t spoof 
me! You'll tell me next that it doesn’t spoil 
or dry out.” 

Marie: “You took the words right out of my 
mouth. It’s surprising how much longer this 
keeps meat without spoiling or drying out.” 

* Thousands of women are using the Westing- 
house Meat-Keeper. Westinghouse introduced it 
in the 1938 Westinghouse Refrigerator—an ex- 
clusive feature. “Biggest improvement in years” 
is a typical user opinion. The 1939 Meat-Keeper 

is an even bigger improvement. It holds 50% 

more meat. It is suspended under the froster so 


WESTINGHOUSE ELECTRIC & 


MANUFACTURING CO., 


thet 


© 


cS 
= 





fora 


that it pulls out like a drawer—easy to load and 
unload. And along with it go such features as... 
—True-Temp Cold Control—that holds re- 
frigerator temperatures the way you set them, 
regardless of changes in room temperature. 
—New Ezy-latch door opener—a touch to 
right, left or toward you swings the door open. 
—F amous Economizer Sealed-in Mechanism— 
with Kitchen-proved record of low-cost operation. 
“10 hours out of 12 it uses no current at all.” 
See it at your nearest Westinghouse dealer’s. 
You will find his name in your classified tele- 
phone directory under “Refrigerators, Electric.” 


MANSFIELD, OHIO 


Westinghouse Refrigerators 


Seema 
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NEW! 

Built-in MEAT-KEEPER 

keeps meat fresh for days 


Slides in under Super Freeze 
where it’s extra cold. 





tT 


Holds 15 
pounce, Has vents and raised rack 
z 2 . . ie 
or right humidity and air circula 
I j é a- 
tion. Keeps meat safe, fresh, and 
wholesome for days 
Certified reco Is of performance f 
fie, an 3 : : ; rmé ce trom 
Bir rs 2 a clin ting eis Proving 
ator canSAVE under act 1 : ae 
. I conc tions, 
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0H 7c makes tace powder 












lattering as a tacial 


AIR MAKES IT SMOOTHER. Each powder particle is ac- 
tually swirled by racing streams of air.A texture of cloud- 
like softness is the result. AIR MAKES IT CLING. Because 
“Air-Spun’ is so smooth, it takes hold better, clings amaz- 
ingly. AIR MAKES SHADES WARMER. Tints are spread so 


finely through the powder that they take on new glow 


...a radiance that seems like the colors of living skinl 










can bend great trees! —blended by air 
Imagine this mighty in sealed cham- 
force applied to the bers—are dif- 
making of face powder. Thatisexactly fused so finely that they take on new 
what happens in“‘Air-Spun.’ Racing _ richness... Ask to see the new shades 
airstreams swirlandsmootheachpow- Soleil d’Or, a golden tone...and 


der particle at 1250 miles an hour. Rachel Nacré, a ‘blushing’’ Rachel. 





CHOOSE “‘Air-Spun” in your favorite fragrance. The boxes are your guide. “Paris” 
in blue box. Emeraude in green box, L’Origan or L’Aimant in “‘powder-puff” box. 
"AIR-SPUN" ROUGE— made the same dramatic way as “Air-Spun’’ Powder... 
in colors that blend with the Powder... to give you an “Air-Spun” Make-Up, 50¢. 
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tioned than it is. We know that anyone can make 





have been studying scores of cases, and have fo 


are actually flattering—they make a certain type of fae 





look better propor- 
m vastly more becom- 


ing by following a few simple principles. So we give you here the Do’s and 


Don’t’s. Try them out and see if they don’t help you overcome that glassy look 


DOS 


Do give your skin superlative care. It takes | 


a good complexion to live up to the shiny 
trimness of glasses. 


Do arrange your hair softly around your face, 
avoiding both severity and fussiness. 


Do strive for smartness in your coiffure. An 
up-to-date hair-do counteracts any tendency 
to appear old-maidish. Be sure to get an up- 
ward sweep at your temples. 


Do remember that glasses make a strong hor- 
izontal effect, flattering to a long face, not 

flattering to a broad face. In the latter case, 
~ correct the widening effect by building your 
hair up on top, keeping it close at the sides, 
arching your eyebrows slightly, tilting your 
hatbrim to one side. 


Do take infinite pains with your make-up, 
cleaning your face and renewing your beau- 
tifiers several times a day. 


Do blend your rouge off imperceptibly under 
your glasses, avoiding any hard line, and not 
outlining the lower rim of the lenses. 


Do make your eyes important with eye 
shadow and mascara, and make up your 
mouth beautifully. 


Do get glasses that are custom-made—tailored 
just for you—with rims that blend with your 
skin and lenses shaped to flatter the propor- 
tions of your face. 


Do watch the effect on your nose of the style 
you choose. Straight, low-set glasses fore- 
shorten a long nose; a highly arched bridge 
seems to lengthen a short nose. 
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ONTS 
Don’t neglect your skin. Shiny glasses put the 
spotlight on a muddy complexion. 


Don’t skin your hair back in plain-Jane 
fashion. 


Don’t let your hair fall straight down at the 
sides. 


Don’t permit it to become oily, stringy, and 
flat. Glasses emphasize untidy hair, and vice 
versa. 


Don’t wear low bangs, or dips over your fore- 
head, or push your hair forward on your tem- 
ples in the effort to cover your glasses. This — 
only concentrates attention on them. 


Don’t let your eyebrows become bushy or 
weedy-looking. : 


Don’t be afraid to make up your eyes. 


Don’t go without cheek rouge unless your skin — 
is beautifully tinted by nature. 


Don’t wear tiny hats or off-the-face hats un- 
less they have a soft rolled rim. 


Don’t wear broad hats with horizontal lines 
unless your face is unusually long. 


Don’t wear metal hat ornaments, fancy ear- 
rings, and glittering necklaces. They make you - 
look overdecorated, and nobody sees the nice 
you in back of the glitter. 


Don’t forget to put on your glasses before you 
leave the mirror to see if your hair-do, make- 
up, and hat are as right with glasses as without 
them. 


Don’t wear face veils, especially “busy” ones. 





A flawless skin, a charming smile, chic costume 
and hair-do —and who remembers that she wears 
glasses? Especially when the shape of the lens, the 
bow, the general type, have been carefully chosen 
to fit her face—glasses fade, and girl comes forward 


Photograph by Gray-O' Reilly 
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Be sure to send for “Optical Hlusions,” the new 
April Powder Puff. It is a personality lesson for 
girls who wear glasses. To receive it send a 3- 
cent stamp to Ruth Murrin, Good Housekeep- 
ing, 57th Street at 8th Avenue, New York City 


ure the size of the particles, and this 
shows that good examples of either 
type have small, even particles with 
a minimum of sharp edges. There are 
excellent powders in all three groups. 


WASH OILY HAIR OFTEN 


My hair is my worst problem. It is 
naturally curly, but very oily. I have 
been washing it once a week, but it be- 
comes oily and stringy before the week 
is up. Would it harm my hair if I 
washed it every four or five days? 


WETEST 


Not a bit. Screen stars sometimes 
have their hair washed every day 
while they are working on a picture, 
so that it will look bright and lovely 
in every scene. Of course very dry 
hair may become brittle and hard to 
manage if it is washed too often. But 
since yours has plenty of oil, frequent 
shampoos are good for it. 


SHINING PARTY FACE 


I do every speck of my own work, 
and since we are a sociable family and 
have lots of company, the problem that 
: fess 












LIGHT OR HEAVY? 

I am told that the powder I like to 
use is a “‘heavy” powder. Does this mean 
that it is not so good as light powders? 
Is a heavy one made of different ma- 
terials? Are the particles coarser than 
those in light powders? 


The terms “heavy” and “light” were 
not invented by cosmetic chemists. 
They have been used for years by 
women themselves to differentiate 
between two extreme types. The 
heavy powder gives an opaque finish 
and is more adherent than the aver- 
age. The light powder is fluffy, not 
too clingy, and gives a natural, un- 
powdered look. Many popular pow- 
ders, of course, fall between the two. 

Similar materials may be used in 
both, but in different proportions. We 
examine powders under a microscope 
equipped with a little device to meas- 


In this pretty kit, an eyelash curler 
and everything to beautify your eyes 


confronts me oftenest is this: how to 
cook and serve a meal and still present 
to my guests a face that shines only 
with welcome—not with moisture. 


I take it for granted that you are a 
good manager—one who gets every- 
thing possible done early so that there 
is no last-minute rush, who makes 
time for leisurely and thorough beau- 
tifying well before guests are ex- 
pected. What you need then is a bit 
of furbishing to cover the hot flush 
caused when you take the roast out 
of the oven and dish up the vegeta- 
bles. Why not have a mirror in the 
kitchen and powder and _ lipstick 
handy for speedy repairs? You might 
also try a heavy cream powderbase 
to make powder stick longer. 





POLISH TROUBLE 


Maybe I am dumb, but hard as I try 
when I apply nail polish, I cannot get 
the slick finish I admire so much on 
other women’s hands. What technique 
do you recommend? 


A smooth polish job takes time and 
patience, so never begin if you are 
feeling impatient, in a hurry, or likely 
to be interrupted. When you are 
calm, relaxed, and have leisure, pre- 
pare your nails perfectly, making 
sure that they are dry and clean. Now 
dip in the brush, wipe it a time or two 
against the neck of the bottle so that 
it is moderately full, neither too dry 
nor overflowing. Then make a small 
spot in the center of the nail, a semi- 
circle to outline the base, and three 
vertical strokes to cover the remain- 
der. Work fast once you begin, so that 
the strokes merge nicely. Wipe the 
polish off the tips of the nails with 
tissue or the cushion of your thumb, 
and remove with orange stick any 
that touches the cuticle. When you 
become expert, you can make pretty 


Photographs by E. A. Marsh 





When spring is in the air, there is no perfume so fresh and enchanting as the 
breath of April violets. Here is an old favorite, dressed in a pretty new package 


moons, but until then it is easier to 
cover the nails to the base. 


WIND-WHIPPED SKIN 

My skin has never given me any 
trouble until recently. I kept it clean 
and did not fuss about it, and it was 
all right. But we have moved to a cold, 
windy, mid-Western city where the 
water is terribly hard. Now my skin is 
coarser and mottled with red and my 
cheeks are chapped. 

This is a perfect description of a 
wind-whipped skin that badly needs 
cream and protective lotions. Except 
for one soap-and-water bath a day, 
clean your face with cream. Use 
cream overnight, too, and in the day- 
time protect your skin with a sooth- 
ing lotion before going out. 





ay in fe we of 


uture mess 


“The servants’ ’all is much relieved, m’lady,”” announced 
Maddox when she brought my early tea. “We discover 
through her maid that ’is young lordship’s American visi- 
tor is more suitable than we’d feared. The young lady 
actually carries Yardley’s Lavender Soap in her sponge 
bag!” “Fancy being surprised at that, Maddox,” I reproved 
her. “That soap is used by gentlefolk the world over!’ 





We all popped over to help Mother open the Stokes-Inwold Ba- 
zaar. Event: A near riot among the county’s eligibles at Bertie 
Lawrence’s refreshment tent. The clever lad had got Noel’s 
lovely American, Betty, to tout for him! Incidentally, she’s used 
my favorite Yardley complexion creams, powder and lotions in 
the States for years. Too, too discerning of my baby brother! 


“Look here,” cried my usually dignified Beaumont at the Malvern 
festival, “What is this lovely fragrance in the air?’’ “Yardley’s 
English Lavender,” Betty and I answered. We had to admit we 
had another double favorite —Yardley’s Bond Street. “Speaking 
of doubles,” my horrid little brother said, ‘‘there’s an old Ameri- 
can custom we should look into soon—the Double Wedding.” 


‘ 





YaRDLEY’s Enc- 
LiIsH LAVENDER 
Soap—the luxury 
soap of the world, 
ideal for skin care. 
Large tablet, 35c. 


Box of three, $1 





YarRDLEY’s ENG- 
LISH COMPLEXION 
CreEAM ... a light 
effective cream 
which can be used 
for all normal skin 
care. Triple quan- 
tity, $2.50. Single 
Jar lots 2s. lel 





YARDLEY’s Enc- 
LIsH COMPLEXION 
PoWDER is a 
pleasant new ex- 
perience for 
women whose 
skins are dry. In 
7 lovely shades. 
Each box, $1.10 





YARDLEY’S ENGLISH LAV- 
END since 1770 the 
world’s most lovable fra- 
ELaOLe ne est 00/TtO: $35. 
Write for our book, “Beauty 
Secrets from Bond Street.” 
Quite free. Address: 

Yardley & Co., Ltd., 620 
Fifth Ave., New York City. 
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THE NEW 
HOOVER ‘°305” 


Ahead in style—new 
Henry Dreyfuss design. : 
, Ahead in features—No- 
Adjustment ... “‘just-right”’ 
cleaning on thick or thin rugs. 
Ahead in value—Hoover quality at 
amazingly low price. Cleaning Tools in 
Handy Kit aoe Mothimizer, at slight 
extra cost. Cleaner and all equipment, 
$1.00 a week, payable monthly. Small 
carrying charge. 


Five million women have bought 
Hoovers —a new all-time record for 
any major household electric appliance. 
Here’s why Hoover ranks first in sales 
—it has given women more cleaner im- 
provements, more efficient cleaning and 
more conveniences than any other cleaner 
—and that’s what women want! 


Neve colors for your room! And 
a new way to keep them crisp and 
clean. It’s Hoover Color-Cleaning. 
Keeps fresh color fresh. Puts new 
life in soiled color. Gives a lift to 
any room. 


Here’s the Hoover secret—that 
no other cleaner has. The pat- 
ented Color-Restorer (Agitator) 
that gets hidden dirt from rugs. 
For other fabrics, the light, thor- 
ough Cleaning Tools. 


Get This Free Test—Phone 
your Hoover dealer—ask for a 
sample Color-Cleaning by his 
neighborhood representative. 
Three Hoover Cleaners to choose 
from: the new “305”, One Fifty 
Cleaning Ensemble and Ensemble 
in Brown. 












a ae? 7 eaters Beige rug, ice blue walls, 
SE The difference Hoover cleani ng Hoover cleaning Hoover cleaning is Vieggpeeeee antique blue satin hangings. Chair, chartreuse 
~-only Hoover has makes the floor a gives extra moth most effective for velvet. Sofa, striped blue and white satin. Accents of orange and 


this Agitator safer playground protection dog hairs gold. These lovely fragile colors call for Hoover Color-Cleaning. 
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American Legend 


(Continued from page 31) 


me,” she answered as sharply. “I mean— 
But Bert is what he is,” she said, “so—why 
wound him?” 

He touched her arm, and his voice al- 
tered. “Why indeed?” he said. “Thank 
you. I am recalled to good behavior.” And 
after a moment he added out of the dark- 
ness: “Not for him, but for you. If you’d 
defended him, I’d have wanted to de- 
stroy him—done it, maybe—why not?” He 
turned abruptly. “Well, good-night, Mrs. 
Bert Holm,” he said. 

“Good-night,” she answered. 


“MARVELOUS publicity—emphasis ad- 
mirable,” Mr. Brame had cabled 
them. They found his cable the next day 
when the ship drew into Southampton. 
The voyage was over, but they were not 
stopping. Mr. Brame had said: “Straight 
on is what I suggest. A serious expedition 
must not seem to loiter. In Paris, perhaps, 
a day or two will do no harm, with the 
purpose of buying special equipment. But 
I advise no public appearances until after- 
ward.” 

They took the plane at once over the 
British Channel and dined in Paris at the 
home of the American Ambassador, John 
Baker with them. His eye was nearly well. 
When he met them that night, he had said 
with offhanded good humor, 

“Hello, Holm.” 

“Hello,” Bert had replied, and then he 
had gone on impulsively, “Say, ’m sorry 
I socked your eye.” 

“I'm sorry I knocked you out,” Baker 
returned. 

Bert grinned. “So’m I,” he said heartily, 
“only it don’t show on me.” 

“That’s your luck,” Baker returned. He 
was determined in good humor. 

Bert, wandering restlessly about the 
room, saw the Ambassador was listening 
to Baker saying something or other. 

“Say, Baker,” he called, “did I tell you 
about my sanatorium scheme?” 

“Frisk showed me his piece,” Baker 


id. 
“Yeah? Well, I have some new ideas.” 
He was about to begin on them when 

he felt Kit’s hand along his arm and heard 

her soft voice. 

“We have to get up before dawn, Bert. 
Hadn’t we better say an early good- 
night?” 

And suddenly they were all saying 
good-night, and he and Kit were on their 
way back to the hotel. 

“Gosh, I was bored stiff!” he told her 
in the taxi. 

She smiled without speaking, in the way 
he liked. It made him want to go on talk- 
ing. Only what was there to talk about 
to Kit? He looked out of the window. The 
lights were as bright as Broadway. He 
didn’t feel a bit sleepy. 

“Say,” he cried, “after all, girl, this is 
Paris! We don’t want to go to bed early 
in Paris, do we? Gosh, I'll be goin’ to bed 
early every night for months to come!” 

She put out her hand. “You're right,” 
she said. “Where shall we go?” 

“Follies,” he answered promptly. He’d 
always heard about the Paris Follies. 

“Folies Bergéres,’ she said to the driver. 

It was a swell show, too—all-it was 
cracked up to be by fellows he’d known 
who'd seen it. But the show wasn’t de- 
cent. He stared at it steadily, and then 
remembered to wonder whether Kit ought 
to be here. It was a show for men—not 
for decent women. They ought to label it 
for men only. He didn’t tell her, but when 
he got home, he wished he had gone to 
the show by himself. She had spoiled it 
for him, somehow; he didn’t exactly know 
how. 


eee plane, soaring above Europe, turned 
toward the east, and Bert sat down 
behind the pilot and drew a deep breath. 
So far as he knew not one thing had been 
forgotten. He turned sharply to Rexall. 
“Where are the lists, Rexie?” Rexall, 
without speaking, handed him a notebook, 
and Bert began checking them. 

Not a thing forgotten, he thought, tri- 
umphantly. None of his men could say he 
wasn’t a good leader on his expedition. 
This plane, now, was a beauty. He’d even 
picked that out—the best plane the Dutch 
had. Everybody said take this plane, so 
he had. The best wasn’t too good for him 
and Kit and the men. He leaned over to 
whisper to Kit, “I’m glad Baker has de- 
cided to be decent.” 

To his surprise she answered a little 
crossly: “Oh, don’t be silly, Bert. Why 
shouldn’t he?” 

“I banged him up some,” he suggested. 

“So did he you, for that matter,” she 
retorted. 

“That’s right,” he admitted. “So I guess 
we're quits.” 

“Bert, do behave when you leave me 
in India,” she said. 

“Of course I will,” he said with dignity. 
“Don’t I always behave?” 

“No, you don’t,” she told him. 

“IT don’t know what you mean,” he an- 
swered right back. “You mean I’m to take 
it, no matter if I’m right and the other 
fellow’s wrong?” 

“But you always think you’re right,” 
she complained. 

“Sure I do,” he said. “Who’s going to 
stick up for me if I don’t stick up for 
myself?” 

She didn’t answer that. She turned her 
face away from him and looked out the 
window, so he didn’t know what she 
thought. 

Half the time now, it occurred to him, 
he didn’t know what Kit thought—just 
about half the time she seemed to slip off 
into herself somewhere like she was some- 
body else and not his wife at all. 

Kit, staring at this flattened map be- 
neath her, put him out of mind. She had 
got up this morning to find in her letters 
one from Norman, though she had not 
written to him. It had been a glorious 
morning, anyway—impossible not to feel 
excitement over the rising at dawn to go 
to the air field and climb into this huge 
silvery monster, waiting with outspread 
wings. And inside her glove, against the 
warm palm of her hand, was Norman’s 
letter folded up small. It was so short a 
letter—only a dozen lines, telling nothing 
of what he was doing. He had simply 
thought of her somehow, for a moment, 
and sat down and written her the mo- 
ment’s mood. 


“Kit, wherever you are, I’d like to be 
there. It’s a grand day, and just now when 
I was eating bread and honey for break- 
fast, it occurred to me I'd like to quit work 
and have a day off and you with it—one 
of our old days, when I used to call you 
up, remember? You always came, bless 
you! Telephone’s no good for that any 
more, though. But, Kit, wherever you are, 
I'm there, too. That’s the way I feel today.” 


Gis felt him so near that the day 
brimmed with his nearness. The land 
below was glorious. They were still flying 
over France, beautiful as a garden in the 
sunshine. But clouds lay just ahead. They 
must begin to rise, or they would be swal- 
lowed. Even as she thought the plane 
inclined upward, and they rose swiftly 
upward, upward, until above them was 
only clear blue sky; and the clouds lay 
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4 out of every 5 
miles you drive 
are STOP-and-GO 


Stop-and-Go is the costliest 
kind of driving you do! 

But just as you can save 
money by careful shopping 
when buying foods, you also 
save by buying the right gas- 
oline. 

Super-Shell is refined espe- 
cially to cut the cost of your 
everyday Stop-and-Go driv- 
ing. Use it regularly, and your 
savings count up. 


SUPER- SHELL 


The Gasoline 
Guaranteed by 
Good Housekeeping 
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e@ Baby going bye-bye. And, thanks to 
Chux, the whole family is saying good- 
bye to the nuisance of carrying around 
soiled, smelly diapers. Chux are used 
once, thrown away. Soft, absorbent, 
complete diapers, Chux are life-savers, 
too, on rainy days when drying is diffi- 
cult—or any time you want a vacation 
from the wash tub. How about this week- 
end? Sold at drug and department stores. 
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beneath them, a silvery floor to the new 
universe,. 
“Now if we’d see some snowy moun- 


tains,” Bert exclaimed, “you’d see what || 


it was going to be like on top of the moun= 
tains Kit. 

“I wish I could go all the way with you, 
Bert,” she said suddenly. “Couldn’t I?’ 

She felt suddenly that indeed she did 
not want to go away from him. If she could 
stay with him in all he did, climb his 
mountains and share the storms and take 
her part in his work, and at night creep 
into his sleeping bag, then she would be 
safe. Safe! She’d never be safe with this 
letter of Norman’s curled into her palm. 
Why had she put it there? 

She took it out quickly and put it in 
her bag. When they stopped at Constanti- 
nople tonight, she’d tear it into bits and 
give it to the wind. But she knew that 
somewhere in the world there had to come 
a place, a time, an hour, a moment, when 
the road upon which she, Kit Tallant and 
Bert Holm’s wife, now walked so inse- 
curely and unsure would divide. And then 
Kit Tallant must be forced to choose which 
way she went, whether onward with Bert’s 
wife, or alone, unless the road led home 
to Norman Linlay. She was not sure it 
would. She was not even sure she hoped 
it would. She looked at Bert, sitting very 
real and solid just ahead of her. If she 
didn’t know him, would she not dream 
that his beautiful head held more than 
she knew it did? He looked up at her 
suddenly, his eyes brilliantly blue, and 
she smiled. She looked away then to find 
John Baker’s cool amused eyes upon them, 
and she stared him down until he looked 
away again. She could see him faintly 
shrugging as he turned. 

“Never mind,” she thought. “I have his 
promise.” 

And she felt peacefully it was enough. 


HE had never been sure whether or 

not she would mind the moment of 
parting with Bert. Even now, when she 
knew moment by moment that it was less 
than an hour, less than half an hour, fif- 
teen minutes—she was not sure. He had 
been running everywhere until the last 
minute, collecting his boxes and bundles 
and his Indian servant, and now the train 
was coming in. There had been a little talk 
last night of her going on to Darjeeling 
with him and staying there until the sum- 
mer was over, but she had not wanted 
to stay anywhere. 

Secretly she had collected a vast heap 
of maps to study when she was alone and 
had all the time there was for her own. 
What would become of Mrs. Bert Holm 
when Bert was gone? She had kept Kit 
Tallant hovering in outer reality all these 
days while they were traveling. There had 
been no time for Kit Tallant. Bert had 
ordered her hither and thither like one 
of the young men. It was fun enough to 
make sure that dried and canned foods 
were in their place, that fur-lined parkas 
and warm thick socks were packed with 
camphor. On small things, Bert had told 
her, success depended sometimes. A small 
thing wrong might be a big thing, fifteen 
thousand feet up in a blizzard and zero 
weather. 

Impossible to believe in zero weather 
here in Calcutta, where the temperature 
was steadily above a hundred and the 
streets were filled with dark, half-naked 
people! She worked in their rooms in the 
thinnest of silk pajamas sticking to her 
skin like wet paper. But in a few weeks 
Bert would be battling against snowy 
winds, the mist frozen on his eyelashes. 
She had laughed when he told her what 
a nuisance it was to have mist freeze on 
his eyelashes. 

“Serves you right for having eyelashes 
half an inch long,” she had remarked. 
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Miztions of dangerous germs that live 
in laundry, kitchen, bathroom are invisible to 
the human eye. Ordinary cleansing can not 
be trusted to destroy them... disinfected 
cleanliness is necessary. Outstanding among 
those disinfectants scientists proclaim safesf, 
best suited, most economical for household 
use is Clorox. 


The CLOROX-CLEAN home is a safer place 
to live in. Clorox used in routine cleansing, 
deodorizes and disinfects refrigerators, drain- 
boards, sinks, dishes, dish cloths; wash basins, 
bathtubs, toilet bowls; tile, enamel, linoleum, 
wood surfaces. Clorox also gently bleaches 
and removes numerous stains from white cot- 
tons and linens, makes them snowy-white... 
brightens color-fast cottons and linens. 


The Clorox label lists many important personal 
and other uses. Clorox is uniform in quality 
... concentrated for economy... a little goes 
a long way. Simply follow directions on label. 
There is only one Clorox 
... always order by name! 
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“Want I should cut ’em off?” he had 
, threatened. 

“What—and ruin your looks for the 
ladies?” she had answered with such mis- 
chief that he shook her. 

He had kissed her, and she had kissed 
him back, at once warm and cool, cool 
enough to wonder what it would be when 
he was not there to be kissed at all. But 
what alchemy did marriage work quite 
apart from love? There was an alchemy, 
this she knew. It had worked a change in 
her and in Bert, though what change she 
did not know. It had not destroyed Kit 
Tallant, at any rate. But it had robbed her 
of enough to make a separate being who 
was Bert’s wife. Had it so robbed Bert, 
too, that a part of him was her husband? 
So God did in the Garden of Eden when 
he laid Adam into sleep and robbed him 
of his rib. Symbolic sleep of love, when 
not knowing what took place, the being 
divided itself! 

So she mused as methodically she 
packed. Down her back ran little rivers 
of sweat, and she pushed back her wet 
hair. And then, without warning, Bert 
came to her and took her in his arms and 
pressed her hard against his own wet 
body. 

“You’ve got to miss me, Kit!” he com- 
manded her. 

“Oh, I shall!” she breathed. Even now, 
hot as she was, stifling against his wet 
breast, she smelled his flesh sweet and 
clean. She pressed herself against him and 
felt Kit Tallant grow shadowy as a ghost 
beside her. 


HE stood at the crowded station while 

the spider-legged black coolies, chat- 
tering like apes, packed the compartment 
full of his things. Now that the moment 
had really come when she knew that she 
was to stay and he to go, she half-wished 
she had not insisted on staying. It was Kit 
Tallant who had wanted to stay behind, 
so that she could go gallivanting on her 
own. She might have had nearly another 
week with Bert and gone close to the foot- 
hills of those snowy mountains he was to 
climb. But it was too late now. And she 
knew with her curious double-visioned 
perception that if she were going, she 
would wish that she were staying. Was 
that herself and the way she was made, 
or was it that life had divided her from 
what she really was? There was no tell- 
ing—unless Kit Tallant, left quite alone, 
could tell. 

“Good-bye, Kit,” Bert was saying. He 
hurried out, his white sun helmet pushed 
far back on his head. 

“Good-bye, Bert.” She lifted up her face 
to his kiss. 

The men were crowding around her. 
“Good-bye, Mrs. Holm—good luck,” they 
were saying. 

Jimmie Frisk, his helmet resting upon 
his ears, was saying earnestly, “I’m going 
to make this the greatest exploration story 
the paper’s ever had.” 

John Baker, waiting, came forward last 
to shake her hand. “Good-bye—I shan’t 
forget,” he said simply. 

“I know that,” she replied, and added 
impulsively, “Whatever happens, I’m glad 
you're going.” 

She was glad. His cool solid presence 
would be a weight for prudence in any 
crisis and danger. 

“Thanks,” he said. 

She wanted to kiss Bert again, to hear 
his voice last, but something had gone 
wrong—a box was missing. He was shout- 
ing to a sweating Hindu whose large eyes 
were tragic with anxiety. Then they dis- 
covered a Moslem woman sitting on it as 
she nursed her baby. There was time for 
nothing except for the coolies to snatch 
the box, and Bert leaped into the door. 
She waved as long as she could see him. 
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IF QUICK-ACTING BAYER ASPIRIN 
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HEUMATISM 
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SIMPLY DO WHAT YOU SEE IN THESE PICTURES 


i Simply take 2 genuine 
Bayer Aspirin Tablets with a 
glass of water. Repeat if 
necessary according to direc- 
tions printed on box. 





2. Relief from headache or 
other common pain usually 
comes fast. But—if pain per- 
sists, see your doctor. He will 
seek to correct the cause, 





This method used by millions—costs but 
1¢ a tablet—acts in a hurry 


IF YOU SUFFER from headaches or other 
muscular aches and pain—such as rheuma- 
tism, neuritis or neuralgia — then take a 
few seconds to look at the pictures above, 
and keep them in mind. 

Countless thousands have found that the 
simple method pictured brings amazingly 
fast relief. Sometimes, if pain is very severe, 
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But it was for only a moment. Then sud- 
denly she was all alone in the dark swarm- 
ing crowd. 

She went back to the hotel into the room 
where only a short hour ago Bert had 
been. Then she lay down in a rattan 
lounge chair—how many months it was 
isince she had been really alone! Her pre- 
cious loneliness she had seized in scraps 
of hours and minutes when Bert was 
asleep or busy at something. Not for many 
months had there been time to be only 
herself—not since Peiping. But that lone- 
liness then had been so thin with gray dis- 
may, and this loneliness was rich, filled 
with content—reasonless, perhaps, but 
rich. 

What would she do next? It seemed 
strange no longer to be Mrs. Bert Holm. 
The telephone rang so incessantly when 
Bert was there, but it did not ring now. 
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There would be no callers now that every- 
body knew Bert Holm was gone. 

She did not move... It might be that 
the choice lay not between Bert and Nor- 
man at all, but between marriage and this 
perfect loneliness. Would it make as much 
difference as she sometimes thought it 
would whether she were married to Bert 
or to Norman? Freedom was the thing— 
only freedom for what? Suppose she lay 
here an hour, two hours, a day even—then 
what? Well, the whole earth was hers. 


ees was a slither of letters into a big 
letter box fastened to the door, and she 
rose and opened it. The very thought of 
letters was hateful. But they must be got 
rid of somehow. She glanced at them—all 
for Bert in all sorts of handwriting; then 
a fat one for her from her mother and a 
square thin envelope from Gail. She had 
expected them before. She tossed the oth- 
ers recklessly into a wastebasket and took 
the two back to the long chair and opened 
her mother’s first. 

It was her mother’s gift to be able to 
pull everything back to herself and to the 
house in which she lived. She pulled Kit 
back now, to Glen Barry. Gail was there 
with the two little boys. Her father was 
playing his usual golf. Mr. Brame was 
really wonderful in the fine dignified pub- 
licity he was putting out. The expedition 
was sure to be a great success. The sum- 
mer was so far beautifully cool. How 
would she and Bert like a little house of 
their own in New York next winter? 

These long detailed letters she had al- 
ways written to them. This one was ex- 
actly what Kit had had from her every 
week in college. 

Gail’s letter fell out of its envelope with 
a sharp rustle; she wrote on a thin silvery 
onionskin paper with black ink. Every- 
thing Gail did was like her. For a flying 
second Kit envied her sister Gail, who 
knew exactly what she was and what she 
wanted. Gail’s upright handwriting broke 
blackly from the page—especially the 
paragraph: 

“Mr. Brame thinks it would be wonder- 
ful publicity if you’d have a baby, Kit. Not 
that he said so, but he implied it; says 
Bert needs buildup in a family way. I told 
him he sounded like a midwife, which 
plunged him into one of his gray-blue 
blushes. Well, Kit, have a good time. Bert 
will, you know—so why not?” 

She tore both letters to bits and dropped 
them on the floor and lay still. Where were 
her maps? She found them in the table 
drawer and spread them out before her— 
India and Ceylon, Java and the South 
Seas, and Australia, and all the green 
islands. She was absolutely free to go 
where she would until somewhere, some 
day, she met the place where the road 
divided. She would know it, wouldn’t she? 
Because a young woman would be waiting 
for her there—a certain young woman 
named Mrs. Bert Holm, from whom she 
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had parted this morning the instant Bert’s 
train was gone. Kit Tallant, whistling 
Softly over her maps, picked out a road 
with the end of her forefinger—a ship 
across the Bay of Bengal, a plane to Bang- 
kok. That was far enough for today. She 
put the maps into her bag and took a bath 
and brushed her hair and put on a fresh 
frock of dark green linen. 

Outside the air was hot as the breath 
from a volcano. But she wanted to walk, 
and did, keeping under the shadows of 
awnings along the crowded sidewalks. She 
felt warm and near, even to these black 
crowds of chattering people whose talk, 
though she could not understand the least 
word, was, she felt sure, only of money 
and business, of family and love and gos- 
sip, here as everywhere. She went on, very 
hot, but in the happiest humor, to Cooke’s 
Agency and bought her ticket to cross the 
Bay of Bengal to Rangoon. 

“What name, please?” the pink-and- 
white English boy who was the clerk in- 
quired. 

She hesitated a moment. “Kit Tallant,” 
she said firmly, once for all. 


ye. where Mrs. Bert Holm caught up 
with her she was not quite sure. But it 
was perhaps at Rangoon. At least that was 
where she had seen the first newspapers. 
Jimmie Frisk sent out one story after an- 
other—young, enthusiastic reports and 
descriptions. She followed Bert’s path 
through hill villages and lamaseries up to 
the foot of the great glacier where the 
base camp was to be established. The tele- 
scope was set up, Jimmie Frisk said, and 
in a brilliant paragraph he described his 
first glimpse of Therat through the mighty 
lens. “—my eyes, sweeping the glaciers, 
the crevasses, the narrow rocky ledges 
where the feet of famous mountain climb- 
ers had toiled in the great adventure. Who 
knows what new footsteps will soon be 
set far above them all?” 

He was still Bert’s faithful man. And 
reading Bert’s name generously written 
everywhere in Jimmie’s stories, she was 
conscious of being Bert’s wife again, 
though certainly she had been quite alone 
when she crossed the Bay in the rocking 
little English ship. There had been no 
other woman on board. 

“Where are you going?” the captain had 
asked. It was not every trip he had a dark- 
eyed woman, slender and young and alone, 
in the first cabin. 

“Oh, to China—perhaps,” she answered. 
To say China was as vague as saying the 
yellow moon. 

“But—but—” the captain stammered. 
The carelessness of Americans was ex- 
traordinary. What was to prevent a man, 
any man, say himself, even, from putting 

is arms around this young woman who 
was quite alone, and kissing her? 

Nothing, indeed, except her own cool in- 
different independence. American women 
were all cold. He’d heard that before. 
America—that made him think of one 
American whom everyone knew. 

“I see Bert Holm is climbing Mount 
Therat,” he said. “Do you know Bert 
Holm?” 

“Yes, I do—a little,” she said. 

“What’s he like?” he asked curiously. 

“T don’t really know,” she answered. 

“I’ve always thought I’d like the chap,” 
he observed. “There’s something -about 
him—we English like dash, perhaps be- 
cause we haven’t got it. He’s got courage 
all right. P’'ve seen his pictures.” And when 
she did not answer, he urged her a little. 
“It was romantic of him, wasn’t it? His 
dashing up that Himalayan mountain? If 
you like romance?” 

She felt this man’s little feeling thrusts 
at her, probing her curiously. 

“If you like romance,” she agreed. 

“Don’t you?” he thrust at her again. 
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“I’m not looking for romance,” she said 
evenly. 

Going below, Kit Tallant had already 
forgotten the captain and all his kind. 
In these last few days the flow of poetry 
had begun again. She had written nothing 
for months. Now she was writing steadily 
every day, as though a fountain in her 
were unstopped. She sat down in her cabin 
now and wrote line after line, her book 
poised upon her knee—not good, perhaps, 
but there was no telling, was there? At 
least it was there in her; she had never 
before felt so strong a tide pouring from 
that innermost being of hers which she 
had long denied. 

At Bangkok she saw more papers. Did 


| she imagine it, or was it true that Jimmie 


Frisk’s careful little blocks of writing were 


| less vivid, less enthusiastic? She read them 


| again. Certainly Bert’s name did not ap- 
| pear so often. There was more plain nar- 
|rative and less delighted description. But 
| of course the expedition was really climb- 
| ing now, out of the green and flowery foot- 








hills, up into the rocky valleys of the 
mountains. They had not yet reached the 
snow line, and John Baker was still 


| searching for his rhododendrons. Perhaps 


it was natural that the first enthusiasm 
seemed gone. 

They were, besides, having bad weather. 
A freakish early monsoon had struck the 
lower hills and had burst into a blizzard 
above the snow line. The question was, 
should they go on or not? It could not be 
the monsoon season. That was not ex- 
pected yet for weeks. 


GHE would wait, she thought, until she 
had Bert’s own letters. They would find 
her soon, since she had left forwarding 
addresses everywhere: “Mrs. Bert Holm, 
care of Kit Tallant.” He would send his 


| letters by air until the climb actually be- 


gan. And she returned to her own light- 
heartedness. She was eager to sally into 


| the streets of Bangkok and leave every- 


thing else behind. Then she grew ashamed. 
Where was Mrs. Bert Holm now? By sheer 


| will power she drew her into conscious- 
| ness. “It’s serious,” she reminded her. “The 
| whole expedition may fail if the weather 


is bad.” But now Mrs. Bert Holm only 
looked back with apathetic eyes. After all, 
she couldn’t help the weather, could she? 

So Kit left her there in the big square 
hotel room and went out into the bright 
bazaars and hired a little flat boat, and a 
brown-skinned Siamese with a red flower 


| behind his ear rowed her happily about 


the canals from dawn to dark, day after 
day. She floated in and out of narrow 
watery passages, and watched families liv- 
ing on the shores, and bought fruits from 
barges being poled along, and listened to 
strange music. 

But even when Bert’s scanty letters 


|came, they told her nothing beyond the 
| outline of where he slept and ate—Dar- 
|jeeling, Phari 


Dzong, Kampa Dzong, 
Shekar Dzong, and Rongbuk, where the 
great glacier began. 

Four camps, Bert said, were to be built 


| upon the mountain, and from the fourth 
| he and a couple of men, the ones who 
| stood the climb best, would make the final 


dash. Of his fifteen men, twelve had 
climbed mountains; all, that is, except 
Rexall and Frisk and Baker. Baker 
wouldn’t do much climbing, that was one 
sure thing. Bert’s first letter ended there 
abruptly. 

It was John Baker’s one letter that told 
her. The trouble had only begun with the 
weather. John Baker said very truly that 
so far as he was concerned it was nonsense 
to go on up when the mists were so thick 
he could not see the shape of leaves under 
his feet. As everyone knew, this was a 
freak of weather and sure to pass. What 
was a week’s delay? They were very com- 
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fortable in a temporary dak bungalow. 
That was where he was going to stay. He 
had a good many specimens already which 
needed mounting and labeling. 

She turned to Bert’s last letter and read 
it carefully. But he could not write a let- 
ter. With vast preparations, she was sure, 
of pen and paper and time he sat down 
to produce this: 


“Dear KIt, 

“T sure do miss you. Everything OK, but 
weather is rotten. Had the men oil up all 
the instruments, as I am afraid the damp- 
ness may get into the parts. I have about 
made up my mind to go on if this don’t 
let up. Every day is precious in this sort 
of job. When the monsoons start, it is all 
up—nothing but snow on the mountains 
after that. Baker doesn’t know anything 
about this kind of thing. 

“Don’t get into mischief all by your 
lonesome. If I was there, I would kiss you 
until you surely would know it. 

*T love you. 

“Brrr” 


“You should have gone along,” she re- 
proached Mrs. Bert Holm. “If you’d gone, 
you'd have been there now, and stood be~- 
tween them.” 

That was a wife’s business, wasn’t it, 
standing between? But she was a long 
way off. 


Peete weeks later, Kit Tallant, stand- 
ing before the mirror in her room in the 
hotel in Angkor, opened a drawer and 
thrust in the last letters, pulled her hat 
a little more to one side, and slipped out 
alone into the dusty and silent afternoon. 
Angkor was the next place her finger had 
stopped, so she had come to Angkor. 

She had a beautiful afternoon of her 
own. Her own, that is, until suddenly, 
wandering in a happy muse among the 
ruins, she heard a voice. A woman’s voice, 
American, clear, and decided. 

“T don’t care what you say, Geoffrey. 
Yll bet on Bert Holm’s getting where he 
wants to go.” 

She heard lazy laughter and a man’s 
voice answer in an English drawl. “I’ve 
climbed a bit myself, Miggie, and I know 
an expedition’s lost if the leader can’t keep 
his men loyal to him. He’s got to have 
them all ready to drop for him. Of course 
I don’t know this chap Holm—” 

“T do—every American does,” the quick 
sharp voice broke in. 

Kit paused a second, then decided she 
would speak. 

“I hope you don’t mind—I heard you 
speaking of Bert Holm.” 

“Yes, we were,” the girl answered 
eagerly. “Do you know him? Isn’t it awful 
that four of his men are deserting him?” 

“T hadn’t heard. I haven’t seen a paper 
for days,’ Kit stammered. The letters this 
morning were weeks old, and then Bert, 
sending the penciled scrawl back from his 
third camp, had told her to expect no more 
until he reached the top and came down 
again. 

“There was a dispatch in the Bangkok 
Times at the hotel,” the man said, “though 
it must be old at that.” 

“Would you mind telling me what it 
said?” 

“Why, evidently the chap can’t handle 
his men,” the man began. 

_ “Now, Geoff, it’s not so!” the girl broke 
in. 

He shrugged slightly. “Suppose you tell 
it,” he suggested. 

“Why, it’s this way,” she said in her high 
bright voice. “There was a sort of quarrel 
between Bert Holm and a man named 
Baker—a botanist or something—about 
some porters, you see. Baker says Bert 
Holm urged them on beyond their strength 
and beyond where they ought to go, and 
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they were caught by darkness on a nar- 
row ledge, and they slipped, and eight of 
them were lost: But Bert Holm says he 
was there, too, and he wasn’t asking them 
to do anything he wasn’t doing himself. 
So—? 

“He was roped to four expert climbers,” 
the man broke in. “The leader of an ex- 
pedition can’t simply press on at the ex- 
pense of even his porters. Fessaday gave 
up and came down in similar circum- 
stances. You have to be willing to put 
away personal ambition at a time like 
that.” 

“But those porters didn’t have to go, did 
they?” the girl broke in on him. “Twenty- 
two didn’t go. Only those eight chose to 
follow him from the camp. They chose to, 
didn’t they?” 

“Then he was all the more responsible 
for them,” the man said quietly. “A true 
leader thinks first of his most loyal men.” 

The girl stared at him half-hostilely. 
They were all silent a moment. Strange 
how she had come upon Bert even here, 
Kit thought—strange how Bert could di- 
vide the world, somehow, merely by being 
what he was! 

“What about Bert Holm himself?” she 
asked. 

“Oh, he went on, of course,” the man 
replied. ~ 

“Alone?” she asked, holding her breath. 

“He had two men with him—his best 
men,” he answered. “Nothing’s been heard 
of them. But there’s been no time, of 
course. They had a stiff 3000 feet ahead of 
them—the worst bit. I know Therat a 
little.” 

She wet her lips. “Then can you tell 
me, at this time of year, is it likely to be 
safe?” 

He glanced up at her, a little surprised. 
“Oh, it’s much the best time of year. Mon- 
soons, of course—one never knows; some- 
times they’re freakish. It’s all luck. But 
it’s impossible to foretell far ahead. Watch 
the monsoons, and you can tell two or 
three days ahead—that’s all. If Holm is 
lucky, he’ll break through in one of those 
good spells, perhaps.” 

“He'll be lucky!” the girl exclaimed. 

Bert Holm’s wife smiled at her. “I think 
so,’ she said, smiled again for good-bye, 
and went away. 


| IT, back in her room, took off her hat 

and washed her face and hands and 
brushed her hair and went out on her 
little balcony, hanging among the tops of 
palms. She would stay here until she heard 
from Bert. She had thought she might 
wander inland, farther away from the 
tourist trade, but that would be to put 
herself beyond the reach of Bert. Here she 
could be instantly found. 

But even so, it suddenly seemed ery far 
again. Somewhere, perhaps against a 
frozen snowy slope, Bert would be strug- 
gling against wind and ice. No one could 
have been better equipped than he against 
weather and ice and wind. She had han- 
dled all the strange necessary things. She 
had been sure there were pitons, cram- 
pons, ice picks and axes, ropes soft and 
strong, oxygen tanks smail enough for a 
man to carry, sleeping bags so warm and 
soft and light. She thought of everything 
he had. He would use them all, too. He 
had laughed at Fessaday’s prejudices 
against a piton. “Those old fellows,” he 
had explained to her, “they think it’s 
shameful to drive a piton into a precipice 
to hang on by—not sporting, they call it, 
just like they won’t use a guide because 
they think it’s not sport. But I say the 
thing’s a fight, not a sport. I'll take guides 
as far as they'll go, and drive a piton in 
wherever it'll help me a step on my way 
—and use oxygen when I have to. There 
aren’t any rules so far as I’m concerned, 
except to get where I’m going!” 
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She could hear Bert’s voice as clearly as 
though it were beside her in this still mi- 
asmic air. She thought of Bert with a 
sudden longing. In the hot dark night over 
this old dead city, she thought of snow 
and sunshine and cold clean winds and 
Bert, standing upon a snowy crust some- 
where, the sky blue about him and his 
head held high against the wind. She felt 
Bert’s wife coming like a ghost out of 
Kit Tallant’s body, to grow real and more 
real as Kit Tallant shrank away into un- 
reality. 

There was a knock on the door in the 
dark room behind her and a rustle of 
paper on the floor. She went in quickly 
and turned on the light. Beneath her door 
was a yellow envelope—a telegram. She 
tore it open. It had been forwarded half 
a dozen times, but it was from Bert. 

“I got to the top,” it said simply. “Meet 
me in Singapore the fifteenth at the Raf- 
fles. 

That was all. She cried out aloud: “I 
knew he’d do it! I was sure he could! Oh, 
Bert, three cheers!” 

That was Bert’s wife. 

Kit Tallant said to her in a small steady 
voice, “I'll meet you there, in Singapore.” 
She’d take a plane from Bangkok. 


HE had become enamored of loneliness. 
All these weeks she had been alone had 
shown her now that there were people 
who were born to be alone, being complete 
in themselves. Only once in her life had 
she been afraid of loneliness, once after 
she had learned to love Norman so deeply 
that she was not herself any more. She 
had been afraid when he had gone away 
from her. Loneliness could no more be 
sweet or childish, now that she had known 
what it was not to be alone, and so she 
was afraid of it. And she had married 
Bert. And then afterward she had been 
lonely anyway. Simply being with some- 
one all the time did not after all keep 
back loneliness, though she had thought 
it would—no, and loving Bert in a curious 
instinctive fashion was not enough, be- 
cause even while she loved him she stood 
apart from him. The one time she had felt 
herself whole again had been that hour 
in the restaurant with Norman when she 
had forgotten that she was anyone’s wife 
or even that she was herself. She had 
simply been a creature who understood 
everything Norman said and did and felt, 
because she was one created like him. 
She entered the hotel at Singapore to 
find American tourists clamoring over 
the newspapers, while English and French 
and Dutchmen and all the rest of the 
world looked at them half-scornfully. 
What was all this fuss about a chap named 
Bert Holm, their cold eyes asked? She 
heard a man with a Missouri accent ex- 
claim as she stepped into the lobby: “Yeah, 
I don’t mind owning I was wrong. He’s 
done it—no denyin’ that!” 

Beside- her at the desk, the pen poised 
above the writing of her name, an Ameri- 
can voice cried to the clerk: “Say, have 
you the afternoon paper yet? I had a bet 
on with an English fellow—he’s lost. Bert 
Holm’s done it again, they tell me!” 

She had been about to sign her name 
Mrs. Bert Holm at that instant. Instead 
she signed it once more Kit Tallant in 
large illegible letters that no one could 
read, and her address New York. Am- 
biguous—that was still her mood. She 
went past a veranda crowded with people 
at little tables, eating and drinking, and 
steadily on into the big white plastered 
bedroom. The Malay servant put down 
her bags and waited, and she gave him his 
tip. “Bring me all the last papers, please,” 
she told him. She would sit down and read 
everything. 

She went to the mirror and looked at 
herself. “Just you wait,” she told the face 
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» lin the mirror, “you and I—” She turned 


Fe : ‘away abruptly. She had been too much 
az Retoakeore on Beaty alone, if she were talking to herself. 
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The decor opened, there was a cough, and 
she turned to find the little Malay grin- 
ning over a pile of papers. She tipped him 
again and then sat down on the bed and 
sorted them all out. Headlines, headlines 
everywhere! “Bert Holm Makes Record 
Dash!” “American Breaks Record for 
High Altitude Climb!” “Bert Holm Suc- 
ceeds!” 

Not until she plunged into the columns 
of fine print did she discover that there 
was something else to add to the story of 
Bert’s simple success. The girl at Angkor 
was right. The expedition had split. Three- 
fourths of his men were with him. But a 
small bitter minority were angrily against 
him. They had nothing to say, they. told 
reporters at Darjeeling. “John Baker, 
naturalist, says that only at the proper 
time will the challenge be made against 
the statement issued by Holm as leader of 
the expedition.” She read the names 
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linked with John Baker’s name: Chris- 
topher Brown, that was the meteorologist; 
Bruce Harmon, the doctor; and his assist- 
ant, Harold Shear. And then, to her dis- 
may, Jimmie Frisk. But why Jimmie 
Frisk? she asked herself. What had Bert 
done to drive away that boy’s admiration? 
And what would Mr. Brame do? Would 
she ever get the truth out of Bert? 

She began to unpack and put her 
things away neatly. Out of the bottom of 
her suitcase she took her black notebook, 
in which for so many years she had writ- 
ten her close short verses. She sat down 
with it a moment and turned its pages. 
What would become of these thoughts and 
feelings which no one had ever seen? Yes, 

| Norman had seen three of them, this one 
‘beginning, “Since now we know—” This 
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one, beginning, “Today when I awoke to 
my first dawn—” This one, “Entreat me 
as you will, I cannot leave you.” 

And then for a long time there was 
nothing until the one, unfinished still, 
which she had been writing that day in 
Peiping when she had first met Bert. And 
then for a very long time only the one 
written in the library at Glen Barry on 
the rainy day. And now these last weeks 
more than she had ever written before put 
together. She counted them rapidly—a 
hundred and fifty-seven. There were 
enough for a book. Only she’d never want 
to publish them. She thought of that 
crowd which waited so avidly for any- 
thing it could get from Bert Holm. No, 
no, she could give them nothing of this. 
They would search out everything that 
might seem to tell them anything about 
Bert and the woman he loved and their 
romance. And there was nothing here 
about any of that. 

She snapped the band about the book 
and got up restlessly. Was she yearning 





for some sort of existence separate from 
Bert’s universal sort of life? Well, per- 
haps— 

She wandered out to the long veranda 
upon which her room opened. Why did 
she feel, as she did, that she had only a 
few hours left her until—until when? 
Until Bert came back; not until she died, 
of course. But suppose she knew she 
was going to die—what would she do with 
these last few hours? She sent her mind 
flying out into space. It came back to her 
with the certainty of a homing dove. All 
these weeks she had let time slip by in 
a solitary content. But underneath the 
content she knew, all through that pass- 
ing time, she would write to Norman again 
some day, somewhere, a long letter. Only 
that last necessity had never come. Now 
it was here. 

“Tf I don’t write now, I’ll never write 
to him again,” she thought in sudden 
surprise. But it was true. If ever it were 
to be done, it must be done now. 


HE had finished the letter at last. She 
would not count the pages, nor reread 
them to see what she had written. She 





did not know whether she had told him 
everything or even anything. She had 
not one or several things to tell him. She 
wanted simply to communicate with him 
utterly and completely at the point where 
she was. It was in no manner a love letter. 
She did not want to write him a love letter. 
No, what she had done was this: she had 
gone back to the moment when he had 
told her he could not love her enough, 
and step by step she had written down 
everything that had happened to her until 
this moment. She put down Lil as clearly 
and justly as she could, and did not dis- 
like her. Lil simply had her part in Bert’s 
life, and so, as far as she went, in Kit’s 
life. But all that took only a few pages. 
What took page upon page were these 
last two months when alone she had wan- 
dered through Burma and Indo-China to 
end at the rendezvous in Singapore. 

“So here I am, Norman,” she said at 
last. “I don’t know what’s ahead. Perhaps 
you'll never hear of me again, and per- 
haps you'll hear a great deal of me. Mrs. 
Bert Holm, of course, won’t write to you. 
She hates any sort of double life. She 
wants to live simply and clearly, with 
nothing to explain or hide in the intoler- 
able way people do hide things.” 

She hesitated, and looking up, stared 
across the room out of the open doors, 
into the green tops of mimosas and palms. 
But she saw nothing of them. Instead she 
was looking across the sea, home, to 
where Norman was—not waiting for her, 
for he would wait for no one—no, simply 
where he was. And instantly she saw him 
so clearly that he seemed to spring into ! 
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her presence, alive and himself; his dark 
eyes were warm, and she felt him some- 
how glad to see her—not just ordinarily 
glad, but as she had never seen him be- 
fore, eagerly, passionately glad, relieved 
even, as though he had been anxious and 
even a little longing. She thought, with 
a sort of shock, too sudden to be joyful 
or anything but pure surprise, “Why, I 
believe he could love me—if I just tried—” 

He was gone again. She was trembling. 
If Norman were going to love her—did 
love her, perhaps had loved her all along 
and had only fought against love and not 
against her— “If I lifted my finger, the 
way Gail lifts hers,” she thought, laughing 
suddenly, “I believe he would!” 

She wrote hurriedly across the end of 
her letter, “Dear Norman, I am—yours 
ever, Kit.” That was the right end, wasn’t 
it—the true end? She folded the letter 
crookedly because it was so thick, and 
put it into the envelope and sealed it 
with a row of stamps and went downstairs 
and mailed it, and knew, the moment it 
was beyond her grasp, a great relief. Be- 
tween her and Norman now everything 
was clear. 

And in this calm she turned to go back 
to her room. The lobby was more crowded 
than ever. Suddenly she heard a boy’s 
high shout: “Calling Mrs. Bert Holm! 
Calling Mrs. Bert Holm!” 

A boy with a telegram held high over 
people’s heads passed by. 

“Here!” she cried automatically, with- 
out an instant’s thought, and put out her 
hand. 

Throughout the lobby movement 
stopped, and heads turned. She had re- 
vealed herself, she thought, horrified. How 
stupid of her! She clutched the telegram 
and walked swiftly to the elevator. Only 
her will kept her from running. For be- 
hind her like pursuing multitudes she 
heard voices, whispering in surprise, cry~ 
ing out in eagerness, “Mrs. Bert Holm?” 
“Mrs. Bert Holm?” “Is that Mrs. Holm?” 

She had turned into a side corridor and 
into another, and found a narrow back 
stair and ran up it. No, no one followed 
her. She had been lucky—and clever, too, 
to turn instead of getting into the crowded 
elevator. 

At the top, panting with running, she 
found the corridor of her own room, 
rushed in, and locked the door. 

Even so, though she knew she was 
perfectly safe, she had forgotten her tele- 
gram for at least five minutes while she 
got her breath. Silly to run so—she ought 
to have stopped and smiled and accepted 
people’s greetings. Gail would have done 
it perfectly. But she, being only Kit, had 
run away like a foolish child. She was 
trembling as though she were very cold. 
She hated them, she thought passionately. 
She was born to be alone—at least, never 
to be the game of this hungry crowd—and 
never, never to be Bert’s wife. 

Then she remembered the telegram and 
tore it open. “Expect me today at four. 
Bert.” Today at four! But that was less 
than three hours off. Something that had 
seemed a long way ahead suddenly loomed 
like a gateless wall in front of her face. 

“Why, I haven’t time to do anything!” 


| she thought, and felt a strange foggy daze 


creep over her. 


ERT, leaping out of the car decorated 
with streamers, pushed his way gaily 


| through the stampeding reporters. 


“T thought you were all at the airport!” 


| he shouted. “Gosh, you’re as bad as flies!” 


They laughed, and cameras clicked as 
he strode along, tall, sunburned, bearded. 
He wore no hat, and his hair was shining. 

“Where’s my wife?” he cried gaily. 
“Anybody seen my wife?” 

Kit had not been at the plane, though 
he had thought she would be. Plenty of 
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women were there, but none of them Kit. 
He’d flown on alone, too, from Calcutta, 
just to meet her. He was crazy for her, 
after all these weeks. Rexie had stayed 
behind to get the stuff, and he and the 
other men would go home the way they 
came. As for those fellows with Baker, 
he didn’t care where they went or what 
became of them—a bunch of dubs, and 
nothing to be afraid of. Gosh, what mobs! 

He’d had a queer telegram from Kit— 
nothing except the number of her room. 
It hadn’t made sense until now, when he 
saw it would be hard to stop at the desk 
in this mess of people. But they were all 
right, these folks; they liked him, that 
was all. He used to think they were nosing 
into his business, but now he understood 
they were only crazy about him. Well, 
that was all right, too. But where was 
Kit? 

He turned aside and ran up the stairs 
instead of going up the elevator. People 
had run for the elevator, thinking he 
was going into it, and then when he 
didn’t, they all ran out again. But he was 
leaping up, two steps at a time. 

“So long, folks,’ he yelled. “Gotta see 
my wife first. She’s waiting for me—been 
waiting a long, long time!” 

She knew he was already here. The 
whole hotel was full of noise. Beneath her 
window automobiles were blowing their 
horns and voices were shouting and 
laughing. 

In a moment he would be here. She sat 
down, her heart suddenly drained of 
blood. And then suddenly the door burst 
open, and there he was. She felt herself 
seized in his great arms and clutched to 
him, her face buried in a strange blond 
brush of beard. She drew back from the 
strangeness, repelled beyond control. A 
stranger, that was what he was to her— 
and what he would always be. 

“What's the matter?” he 
“Aren’t you glad to see me?” 

“Yes, of course,” she panted. “Oh, Bert, 
its just wonderful—what you’ve done, 
and your being back again.” 

“Then what makes you look so—queer, 
Kit?” he demanded. 

“T’m— It’s just that ’'m not used to your 
beard.” 

He laughed and drew her palm down 
his cheek. “If that’s all—” he exclaimed, 
and put his hands on her shoulders. 


demanded. 


HE WAS intolerably near; he was hor- 
rible to her. She could not help this 
rush of something in her against him; not 
hatred—something far deeper than simply 
hating. He was abhorrent to her, and she 
was terrified of her abhorrence. 

“No, don’t!” she whispered. “I don’t 
want you to—” She kept swallowing over 
and over, staring at him. 

“What the heck?” he said softly. “See 
here, there is something funny about 
you. Why didn’t you come to meet me?” 

“T was going to,” she said quickly. So 
she had been. A dozen times she had 
started to dress—and hadn’t. “But I knew 
the crowd would be frightful—it was, 
wasn’t it?” She had thought of that, too, 
so it wasn’t a lie. 

“It was just a crowd,” he said. He was 
still staring at her. “Kit, you’re pulling 
some funny business on me. Why don’t 
you kiss me?” 

Now he was getting angry. She could 
see red creeping up under that beard. 

“Wait!” she begged. “Give me a min- 
ute!” 

“A nice thing to say after I’ve been 
away for months!” 

She could not speak. Her throat was 
ry. 

“T might as well have died!” he shouted 
suddenly. He stood before her, his hands 
hanging at his sides, staring at her. Then 
she saw his eyes cloud with tears. 
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Today these questions are best answered by 
one statement: look for the memorial dealer 
who features memorials sculptured from Se- 
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to the highest Guild standards of Design, 
Workmanship and Material. A Guild Certifi- 
cate guaranteeing permanent satisfaction 
through every step of a memorial investment 
is supplied with each approved memorial. Be- 
hind the Barre Guild stands an entire industry, 
located in the Barre, Vt., district, “The Granite 
Center of the World,” and composed of nearly 
one hundred manufacturer-members of the 
Barre Granite Association, using granite from 
the following quarries: J. K. Pirie Estate, Rock 
of Ages Corp., E. L. Smith & Co., Wells- 
Lamson Quarry Co., The Wetmore & Morse 


Granite Co. 


PERSONAL 


Here are three suggestions which will help you 
when the selection of a memorial is your re- 
sponsibility: First, choose a 
memorial dealer who features 
memorials sculptured from Se- 
lect Barre Granite as approved 
by the Barre Guild, and insist 
on a Guild Certificate when you 
buy. Second, remember that only 
a monument manufactured in 
the Barre, Vermont, district is a 
genuine Barre Guild monument. 
Third, send today for the beau- 
tifully illustrated free booklet, 
“Barre—the Story of Granite.” 
Address: Barre Guild, Dept. 
H-1, Barre, Vermont. 
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BRILLO 
WORKS SO FAST IT’S 
TAOS We 


ILLIONS of women have elimi- 

nated drudgery by using BRILLO. 

Pots, stoves, glassware, knives 
and forks —BRILLO cleans and pol- 
ishes them all in one simple opera- 
tion. Why? Because only genuine 
BRILLO has the miracle combination 
of soft metal-fibre Pads and special- 
formula Polishing Soap. Save time 
and money. Buy BRILLO today. 


KEEPS ALUMINUM BRILLIANT 
2 EASY WAYS 


IMPROVED 
GREEN 

PACKAGE 
5 Pads 


and Soap 
Separate 








NEW RED 
PACKAGE 


5 :Soap- 
Filled 
Pads 





At Woolworth, Kresge, Kress, Neisner, Newberry and all 
10c and 25c stores, and at leading department, hardware 
and grocery stores. BRILLO Mfg. Co., Inc., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


New utensil FREE should BRILLO fail to clean 
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“Don’t!” she said. “Wait!” 

She turned to the window and stood 
looking out. What had come up out of her 
to sweep her along, to make her dizzy like 
this, to make her say things she had not 
planned, or thought, or even known she 
felt? But in a minute she would be all 
right—a minute for control. 

“You don’t love me any more,” he said 
in a deathly voice. 

“Hush!” she replied. “Wait!” 


“I don’t care for anything if you don’t 


love me any more,” he kept on. 

She could not answer. 

“Why, all these weeks I’ve thought about 
this minute. When I was standing there on 
top of the mountain—the only fellow who 
could make the last thousand feet— 
standing there freezing in that wind, half- 
dead and my eyes sore and hurting so I 
couldn’t hardly see—what I was thinking 
of was you and getting back here to you, 
finding you in a room like this somewhere, 
waiting for me, and me telling you I made 
the top—” His lips were trembling. 

She turned her back to the window and 
faced him. Every fiber in her body was 
quivering and shrinking. Where did the 
blood go when it left the flesh like this? 

“But I do—I have been waiting—just 
as you thought. I was sitting here waiting 
and expecting. I didn’t come to the airport 
because all the people—I didn’t want them 
to—I wanted the first minute alone—” 

“Yeah, but I thought you’d be there, 
Kit.” His voice took on aggrievement. 
“And the people didn’t matter. They’d un- 
aio how we'd feel, not seeing each 
other—” 


GHE was hateful to herself, even. Little 
things she had learned not to notice 
long ago, she kept seeing—the thickness of 
his hands, the way his lips scarcely moved 
when he spoke, the clumsy farm speech 
which he could never change so long as 
he lived, because it was grown into him. 
And Norman’s voice she loved, and she 
loved the pure music of words exquisitely 


articulated. Why was love entangled with | 


small senseless things? Her uncontrollable 
irritation flamed out of her. 

“I wish you wouldn’t say ‘Yeah!’” she 
cried. Oh, how stupid of her to say that! 

“What?” he asked, dazed. 

“Nothing,” she said. Perhaps if she be- 
gan to talk very quickly—“I didn’t mean 
it. Oh, Bert, tell me everything! You do 
understand why I didn’t come to the air- 
port, don’t you? I’m so sick of people. And 
have you had lunch, Bert? Oh, I’m so glad 
you're back, safe—and successful, of 
course. I want to hear everything!” 

He stared at her a moment, and the 
dazed look began to pass from his eyes. 
“What we been fighting about, Kit?” 

“Nothing,” she said quickly. “Nothing, 
nothing—” 

The telephone was ringing and ringing. 
She snatched the receiver. 

“Is Bert Holm there?” an excited voice 
demanded. = 

“Just a minute.” She handed him the 
receiver and blessed the interruption. 
While he was talking she could turn away 
and powder her hot cheeks and smooth 
her hair, and quiet her heart. 

“Yeah,” he was saying, “yeah, sure, 
only I haven’t got to my mail and stuff 
yet. Yeah, sure we can make it. How far 
is it? Well, if the car’s here in half an 
hour, we'll be ready, I guess. Yeah, all 
right.” He hung up the receiver and 
turned to her importantly. “The Gover- 
nor,” he said, “wants we should eat at his 
place in half an hour. Think I can get 
this underbrush off by then?” 

“I should think so,” she said calmly. 
Whatever she did must not be decided 
now, at this moment. Nothing must be 
decided until she had tried it all again, 
being Mrs. Bert Holm. 
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Try Crosse & Blackwell’s 


Date & Nut Bread. It’s 
delicious at meals, be- 
tween meals, at parties— 
and you can serve it hun- 
dreds of fascinating ways. 
Here are a few.. 


“Parties— Delicious! 
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ing— plain or with your ! 
favorite cheese spread. 
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(Full directions on 
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This SANETTE kitchen refuse can 
has many exclusive, modern features 


Rubber-cushioned cover closes 
softly, tightly . . . sealing in odors; 
opens to extreme width. Enclosed 
operating mechanism. Removable 
pail of Armco Iron, zinc-grip coating. 
Two models; four sizes; four colors. 
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He was laughing suddenly. “Gosh, Kit, 
you had me seared stiff!’ he cried. “Why, 
you looked so queer, I didn’t know who 
you were for a minute. I guess it was my 
beard.” 

From that day in Singapore to this first 
day in New York there had been nothing 
but this triumphal procession with Bert 
Holm. It had been the wildest success. Mr. 
Brame, meeting them in San Francisco, 
had been almost tearful with pleasure. 

“Absolutely perfect,” he kept murmur- 
ing to Kit. “He is simply to the manner 
born, I may say, Mrs. Holm. It’s instinct 
in him. He says exactly the right thing in 
exactly the right homespun way. People 
are saying everywhere that success hasn’t 
spoiled Bert Holm—he’s the same honest 
farm boy he was born—and he is, of 
cure. That’s the beauty of it—he really 
is!” 

Mr. Brame’s pale eyes rested with af- 
fection on Bert Holm, standing just then 
at the window of the hotel room, waving 
to a crowd below. 

It had been the same thing all the way 
—that is, every time they had touched 
earth. For they had had to fly, since there 
was such a clamor for Bert in America. 
Only when they were up in the air had 
there been relief from the incessant noise 
of telephones and voices and people press- 
ing and pressing. The simple roar of mere 
machinery was blessed and undemanding. 
Yet even here she and Bert were dividing. 
For she hated more and more this sacrifice 
of everything she had to the insatiable 
public, the public who demanded every 
last detail of what Bert ate and drank 
and how he looked and what he wore and 
what he said, and of her because she was 
Bert’s wife. 

But Bert, who had no inward needs, was 
liking the very thing she hated. His needs, 
his ways, his clothes—they were impor- 
tant, weren’t they? They grew more im- 
portant to him now that other people 
found them so as well. Not for anything 
would he wear a hat now, when it had be- 
come a legend that he never wore a hat, 
and everywhere over the United States 
young men went carefully hatless because 
Bert Holm went so. 

At every port he leaped from the plane, 
his body full of grace, and all his charm 
made easy now with usage, and people 
pushed and cried and laughed themselves 
hoarse because he was so exactly what 
they thought he was. They hugged the 
very image of him to their hearts, because 
he was so exactly what they thought—no 
better, not more learned than any of them; 
a regular fellow, they told each other, 
just like anybody. And so, Kit thought 
ees doubtless worthy of their wor- 
ship. 


A ts ae was no denying her growing in- 
ward bitterness. It made her look some- 
how more like Gail than she had ever 
looked in her life. It made her voice take 
on an edge of sharpness that was like 
Gail’s voice. She held herself more erect, 
her head higher, her face closed. 

Gail, coming to meet her, with Harvey 
and her parents, stood separated by the 
struggling crowds between, staring across 
the massed heads at Kit, held fast upon 
the steps of the plane. 

“She looks five years older,” she said to 
her mother, 

“Well, Kit always looked too young,” 
Mrs. Tallant replied. And after a moment 
added, “It’s becoming, I think.” And a 
quarter of an hour later, having felt Kit’s 
composed kiss upon her cheek, Mrs. Tal- 
lant murmured to her husband: “I believe 
she’s settled herself. I knew she would. 
After all, she’s a Tallant.” 

“We'll see,” Mr. Tallant murmured. 

He wasn’t going to commit himself on 
Kit. Not but what he’d be glad, of course, 
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Nie themselves big and husky! Drinking in wholesome extra nourishment between 
their meals! These active youngsters have the right idea... treating their growing, ener- 


getic bodies to refreshing, delicious Horlick’s Malted Milk, plain or chocolate flavor, a build-up 


food drink for all ages... an American stand-by for over 50 years! 





What’s this, no appetite, Molly Ann? Wait 
till mother prepares a delicious glassful of 
Horlick’s Malted Milk. Most children love 
the delightful, tempting taste of Horlick’s. 
And it often helps to make up for nourish- 
ment they refuse. 


Tonight! 


Fall asleep | 
quickly! 


Drink a soothing cupful of Hor- 
lick’s, hot, just before you go to 
bed. It often soothes and calms the 
nerves and thus helps to make you 
sleep. Try safe, pleasant, hot Hor- 
lick’s tonight. Its nourishment helps 
you to wake with more reserve energy. 


America’s “build-up” food-drink for over 
fifty years, Horlick’s is a stand-by for run- 
down, underweight, undernourished persons 
of all ages. Potentin full-cream milk, extracted 
nutriments from wheat and malted barley; 
with minerals good for teeth and bones, ‘pro- 
teins required for growth, and natural vita- 
mins. Horlick’s is produced to meet a need 
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Poor eaters often gain weight and pep, 
become winners in sports, by drinking Hor- 
lick’s at meals and ’tween meals, Children 
also love to eat Horlick’sin handy candy tab- 
lets that are solid, wholesome, nourishment. 





and not a price. And yet, considering its food 
content, using it is economical. Be sure you 
ask for and get Horlick’s, the original and gen- 
uine, not a mechanical mixture but cooked in 
vacuum at low temperatures. There is only 
one Horlick’s—made to strict laboratory 
standards of purity. 
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MALTED MILK 


197 





AMERICA’S BEST-KNOWN BABY 


makes his first appearance 


Eleven years ago Gerber’s was invented 
by a mother and developed by a father 
for their own little baby. Today rich 
farmlands and Gerber’s spotless kitchens 
bring the benefit of latest scientific 
achievements in the growing and preser- 
vation of foods to your baby. 





NOW IN THE SKY-WAYS... 
young America enjoys Gerber’s 
No wonder doctors recognize Gerber’s 
as thoroughly dependable foods. No 
wonder it is served in the ultra-modern 
ships of United Air Lines! Gerber’s 
vegetables are home-grown... watched 
by experts—picked at their sunny best 
—and rushed to nearby kitchens to pre- 
serve vitamins and minerals. 

Be sure your baby gets these benefits 
—look for the picture of America’s 
Best-Known Baby on cans of baby foods. 


Gerber's 


APRICOT AND APPLE SAUCE 
APPLE SAUCE... BEETS...CARROTS 
CEREAL...GREEN BEANS... LIVER 
SOUP WITH VEGETABLES...MEAT- 
= LESS SOUP...PEAS...PRUNES 
es SPINACH 
= VEGETABLE SOUP 


MOTHER — SEND FOR THIS BABY PICTURE! 









if things were settled. He hated a family 
scandal. And Bert, it must be said, stood 
this sort of thing pretty well. Probably 
no one in the country just now had the 
influence that blond-haired boy had. 
Brame had said so. If he wanted to head 
a cause, he could storm the nation. 

“Well, sir!” Bert’s hard big hand was 
grasping his painfully. “It’s good to see 
you!” 

“Welcome home, my boy!” Mr. Tallant 
said. No use pretending there wasn’t 
something very likable here. But Kit’s 
mouth looked tight and queer. Her lips 
had always been full and soft. They 
weren't now. 

After the handshake Bert was swept 
away again by the crowd, and they all 
went home without him. They wouldn’t 
see him again until the luncheon. And 
afterward there would be a procession up 
Broadway. Tons of bits of paper would 
fly through the streets and have to be 
swept up tomorrow. It would cost the 
city a mint of money, Bert riding in an 
open car up Broadway, his hair shining 
in the sun. 

In her own room Kit was unpacking 
quietly. They had all gone after the lunch- 
eon and stood on a balcony and watched 
the procession until it passed. Then to- 
gether they had come home comfortably, 
she and her parents and Gail and Harvey, 
and had tea together in the drawing room. 
One of the maids had served it because 
Smedley had asked for the afternoon, so 
he could follow the procession. 

It had seemed so cozy there together 
that the tightness in her which she had 
felt since the day at Singapore loosened 
suddenly. She felt shut in and secure here. 
Bert had drawn the crowd away with him. 

“T don’t see myself how you stand it,” 
her father said, and drew a great sigh. 
“Another cake, please, Kit. People in the 
aggregate are oppressive, to say the least.” 

“It’s awfully amusing, really,” Gail put 
in. She couldn’t keep from looking at Kit. 
She was dying to find out, she had whis- 
pered to Harvey, what was behind Kit’s 
eyes. That look had always meant some- 
thing. 

“I suppose I stand it because it’s Bert 
they’re after,’ Kit answered. 

Now, she can’t be jealous of Bert! Gail’s 
mind flying about like a bright dragonfly 
darted at this and dismissed it. Harvey 
had said, “Maybe she’s jealous—women 
are.” But Kit had never been jealous. 

“By the way, Kit,” Gail said suddenly, 
“your old boy friend, what’s-his-name— 
has made a tremendous hit with his play.” 

Ah, there was something! The dragonfly 
hung poised and glittering upon Kit’s joy- 
ful eyes, suddenly upturned. 

“Norman?” she cried. 

“The same,” Gail replied. 

“And the play?” 

“Freedom,” Gail said. “We haven't 
seen it, but we must, eh, Harvey? Such 
reviews, Kit, as never were. Even the old 
crabs of critics who never like anything 
are talking great, magnificent, highest 


theatre—and all that.” She laughed sud- 
denly. “But I don’t know about the box 
office.” 

The door opened suddenly, and the maid 
stood there. “Oh, ma’am,” she cried, her 
face all open like a child’s, “he’s on the 
radio now, clear as anything! Mr. Holm, 
ma’am—it’s five o’clock!” 

“Then the procession’s over,” Mr. Tal- 
lant said. 

They looked at each other uncertainly. 
Should they go into the other room and 
hear Bert? The maid, waiting and ex- 
cited, compelled them. They rose, Harvey 
last, and went in and sat down. And Bert’s 
voice, full and young and clear, came 
half-laughing into the room. 

“Well, folks, here I am again—same old 
bad penny. And I haven’t a thing new to 
tell you, except I set out to climb Therat, 
and I did. But I wouldn’t be fair to my. 
fine men if I didn’t say they stuck by me 
—nearly all of them—and made the ex- 
pedition a success. Jack Rexall will be 
home soon with the stuff—I left every- 
thing to him, except the records which I 
have. Well, nothing will be too good for 
old Rexie when he gets home. He lost two 
fingers, too, with frostbite. And one of 
the other men had snowblindness. Eight 
native porters were lost—nobody’s fault— 
and I wish it needn’t have happened. I 
saw to it their families got a nice little 
sum apiece to help ’em all out.” 

He paused, his voice grave. He went on. 
“But these things happen. Maybe you'll 
ask why do we have to climb a mountain 
anyway? Well, maybe we don’t. We hope 
our records will be some use to the sci- 
entists, and we picked a wonderful place 
for a T. B. sanatorium, a level valley full 
of flowers, on the edge of snow, with the 
bluest sky and best air in the world—” 
He paused again, and mischief crept into 
his voice. His eyes, Kit thought, would be 
lighting now, and the slow grin creeping 
over his face. 

“But, folks, I'd be fooling you if I let 
you think I went there for anything but 
a good time. Heck, I am what I am, that’s 
all. I went there for a good time, and I had 
it. I went to climb higher than anybody 
ever had before, and I did it!” 

Such roars and handclapping and 
laughter burst out of the radio that the 
room was suddenly crowded with noise. 

Mr. Tallant turned the button sharply. 
“Bert certainly has improved in his pub- 
lic speaking,” he said drily. 

“He seems to have the touch,” Harvey 
agreed unwillingly. 

“In other words, my dears,’ Gail said 
briskly, “he’s done it again!” 

They all turned to look at Kit, and she 
looked back at them, smiled, and said 
nothing. 

Two days later, when Bert had gone 
home to see his parents, on the schedule 
which Mr. Brame had made for him, she 
found John Baker’s letter at her place 
when she came down .to breakfast with 
her father. 

(To be concluded) 





BREAD 
By John Richard Moreland 


THEN in a vision I saw a room 
In a quiet home and a table spread, 
Where One with pale hands broke 

the bread. 
Whose words of truth shattered life’s gloom 
And made each listener hold his breath: 
“This is my body; who eats of it, 
No more shall hunger, nor taste of death!” 


GAZING on moonlit fields last night 
That rippled in changing shades of delft, 
It seemed each wheat head of itself 
Glowed with a strange unearthly light; 
And out of the silence I heard one say, 
“Who eats of this bread shall 

know again 
Hunger—until his heart is clay!” 
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It’s a philosophy of life down in 
Arkansas, where fifty-three thou- 
sand farm women are raising a 
bumper crop of real happiness 


BY CLAUDIA CRANSTON 


NDER the stars the city of 
tents stood row on row. On 
the oak-fringed lawn in the 
moonlight twelve hundred 
women in their light-colored 
cotton dresses knelt or sat. 
The Army Band played “Arkansas.” 

It was the Lawn Party. The first 
evening of the annual four-day en- 
campment of the Arkansas Council 
of Home Demonstration Clubs at Fort 
Robinson. Twelve hundred farm- 
women delegates were on the lawn 
of the Officers’ Mess—representing 
fifty-three thousand farm women 
back home. 

The Lawn Party—when the Army 
Band played “Arkansas,” and the 
Army Adjutant welcomed the women 
to the Fort—was the last the Camp 
saw of the men for four days. And in 
the stillness under the pin oaks and 
the white oaks when the blare of the 
Army Band had died away, the sing- 
ing of the twelve hundred women on 
the moonlit lawn was as much like 
flowers as sound. It seemed to me I 
could see the sound of their voices— 
pastels and white—pink crepe myrtle, 
and pale Cape jasmine. 


“There’s a gold mine in the sky, 
Far away. 
And we'll find that long lost gold 
mine— 
Some sweet day.” 


And when, between the songs and 
the costumed folk dances, the dele- 
gates discussed their camp theme, 
“Recognizing and Developing Our 
Rural Resources,” and discussed their 
coming programs of demonstation 
lectures—Better Light For Better 


* 





Sight, Land Use And Architecture, 
There Is No Drudgery Where There 
Are Dreams—I could see the fifty- 
three thousand farm women back 
home with their faces all turned one 
way—toward our encampment at 
Fort Robinson! Waiting for their del- 
egates to return and tell them about 
the latest lectures on home building 
and decoration. The latest fashions 
for their daughters, the newest voca- 
tional training for their sons, the bal- 
anced foods from their farms for their 
tables. 

Fifty-three thousand women wait- 
ing for reports on the demonstrations 
of electricity for their kitchen equip- 
ment, electric power for their poul- 
try brooding, refrigeration, irrigation. 
Reports on the better shoes for their 
families’ feet; the better light for 
their families’ eyes; the better books 
and the better magazines; the best 
reading for home economics, for art 
and etiquette and entertainment; the 
best stories of travel, adventure, 
and love. 

Fifty-three thousand farm women 
waiting to plant the season’s seeds 
of civilization in fifty-three thousand 
farm homes. A great rural culture 
rising from its own roots, planted 
solidly in its own soil instead of scat- 
tered from a thin veneer of sophisti- 
cation at the top! 

These women of the Arkansas Home 
Demonstration Clubs—under the di- 
rection of the Extension Service of 
the Agricultural College of the Uni- 
versity of Arkansas, and with the 
cooperation of the United States De- 
partment of Agriculture—offer the 
nation an object lesson in organiza- 
tion. Their (Continued on page 228) 
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A New Line in the 
Low Price Field 
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IRWIN 


for the Entire Home 
Pendleton Furniture is a new and 
complete line for the bedroom, din- 
ing room and living room. Based on 
good traditional forms, it has been 
smartly styled by Irwin's outstanding 
designers, built to Irwin's customary 
high standards and finished by 

—_— exacting hand 

. | processes. 


Made in all-mahog- 

any, all-walnut and 

blond woods, the 

PeScolaiul-unmlive Petr 

a large variety of 

conservatively 

‘ ~~ styled and beauti- 

fully tailored upholstered pieces and 

a comprehensive line of wood living 

room pieces of genuine artistic 
ca 


Pendleton Furniture is sold exclu- 
sively by a leading dealer in each 
of more than 100 cities where a 
representative display is now being 
shown. If there is no Pendleton 
dealer in your community, write us 
for information and a folder more 
fully describing this furniture. 
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Seer leh dale 
plate —a symbol of 
quality — appears on 
all Pendleton 
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See Irwin's Pendleton Furniture in Warner 
Bros. picture ‘Dark Victory," starring Bette 
Davis and George Brent. 
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Designers and Manufacturers of 
Fine Furniture for Over 60 Years 
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HOLLY-PAX! 


Here’s why you'll prefer them: 


AMAZING 
COMFORT — 


EASIER TO USE 





Holly-Pax is the smallest of any tampon in 
diameter. It’s thus easier to use, easier to insert. 


HOLLY-PAX HAS 
GREATER 
EFFICIENCY 





Yet Holly-Pax offers greater efficiency, because 
the highly compressed surgical cotton immedi- 
ately begins to expand when in contact with 
moisture. Holly-Pax, due toits exclusive design, 
will absorb more than 20 times its weight...a 
safeguard that every woman will welcome. 


HOLLY-PAX 


COSTS LESS 
TO USE 





Holly-Pax is an economical form of sanitary 
protection. A package of ten Holly-Pax costs 
only 20c. Join the modern women who have 
gained a new poise, a new freedom, through 
Holly-Pax. Ask for Holly-Pax at ten cent stores, 
drug stores or department stores. Or use coupon 
below for trial package. 


NOTE 


Wix, a companion product to Holly-Pax, is preferred 
by some women. Wix is a tampon of non-expanding 
type. Pointed for easy insertion, covered with a perfor- 
ated band that makes insertion and removal easy, Wix 
absorbs without increasing in size. Try both Wix and 
Holly-Pax; then decide which type of tampon you 
prefer. Clip coupon for packages of both products. 





Folly- Pax 


Accepted for Advertising in the Journal of the 
American Medical Association 





THE WIX COMPANY 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 


For the enclosed 10c (stamps or coin) please send 
me, in plain wrapper, introductory packages of both 
Wix and Holly-Pax. 


Name...... 


Address 








Glamour 


(Continued from page 37) 


twang. But theirs didn’t whine. They 
made you think of the sun and long after- 
noons and slow rivers—and time, time, 
time, just sliding along like a current, not 
going anywhere in particular, but gay. 

I think she liked my begging her par- 
don, for she took me in and gave me a 
slice of fruit cake and some lemonade. 
And I listened to her talk and felt, some- 
how, as if I’d been frozen for a long time 
and was just beginning to get warm. There 
was always a pitcher of lemonade in the 
ice-box, though the girls drank “coke,” 
mostly. I’ve seen them come in from the 
snow, in the dead of winter, and drink it. 
They didn’t think much of the cold, any- 
way, so they more or less pretended it 
didn’t exist. They wer: that way. 


Te room was exactly what I wanted— 
big and sunny, with an outlook over 
a little back yard where there was the 
wreck of a forsythia bush and some 
spindly grass. I’ve forgotten to say the 
house was in one of those old-fashioned 
side-streets, not far from Prospect Park. 
But it doesn’t matter where it was. It 
must be gone, now. 

You know, it took all my nerve to ask 
Mrs. Forge the price. She was very po- 
lite, but she made me feel like a guest. 
I don’t know if you can understand that. 
And then she couldn’t tell me. 

“Well, now, Mr. Southgate,” she said, 
in that soft, gentle, helpless voice that 
ran on as inexorably as water, “I wish 
my daughter Eva had been here to re- 
ceive you. My daughter Eva has accepted 
a business position since we came here 
for my daughter Melissa’s art training. 
And I said, only this morning, ‘Eva, 
honey, suppose Serena’s away and some 
young person comes here, askin’ for that 
room. I’ll be bound to say somethin’ to 
them, sugar, and I'll feel right embar- 
rassed.’ But just then some little boys 
started shoutin’ down the street and I 
never did rightly hear what she answered. 
So if you’re in a hurry, Mr. Southgate, I 
don’t just know what we can do.” 

“T could leave a deposit,’ I said. I’d 
noticed, by this time, that the black silk 
had a tear in it and that she was wearing 
a pair of run-down ball-slippers—incred- 
ibly small they were. But, all the same, 
she looked like a duchess. 

“Why, I suppose you could, Mr. South- 
gate,” she said, with an obvious lack of 
interest. “I suppose that would be busi- 
nesslike. You gentlemen in the North are 
always so interested in business. I recol- 
lect Mr. Forge sayin’ before he died, ‘Call 
them d—— Yankees if you like, Milly, 
but we’ve all got to live in the same 
country and I’ve met some without horns.’ 
Mr. Forge was always so humorous. So, 
you see, we’re quite accustomed to North- 
erners. You don’t happen to be kin to the 
Mobile Southgates, do you, Mr. South- 
gate? You'll excuse an old lady’s askin’— 
but you seem to favor them a little, now 
your face is in the light.” 

I’m not trying to put down just the way 
she talked—she didn’t say “ah” and “nah” 
—it was something lighter and suaver. 
But her talk went on like that. They all 
did it. It wasn’t nervousness or trying to 
impress you. They found it as easy and 
restful to talk as most of us do to keep 
still; and, if the talk never got anywhere, 
they’d never expected it would. It was 
like a drug—it made life into a dream. 
And, of course, it isn’t that. 

Finally, I simply went for my stuff and 
moved in. I didn’t know how much I was 
paying or what meals would be included 
in it, but I somehow felt that these things 


| would be shown unto me when the time 
| was ripe. That’s what an hour and a half 
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Clever Cream 
Replaces 
Scissors and 
Liquids. 
Keeps Nail- 
line Soft and 
Smooth, free 
from Hang- 
nails, 


Constant snipping of cuticle is responsible 
for ugly cuticle edges and painful hang- 
nails. Do not cut cuticles! 


Here’s how to keep your nails framed 
in a beautifully soft cuticle, and at the 
same time help keep nails from becoming 
so brittle. : 


Just brush fingertips a little each day 
with MANICARE. It does wonders for 
shabby fingers—it gets out HIDDEN dirt 
from around the nails, 
keeps cuticles lovely, re- 
veals big half-moons, and 
helps prevent cracked, torn 
nails. 35e at drug and dept. 
stores. 
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Good Housekeeping’s 
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conveniently arranged 
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feet quickly 

iespond to the 

resting, flexible, re- 

silient support provided 

by Cushionaires. Their massagic 
and exercising action heips 
surengtnen foot muscles. And 
their cushion-like soles absorb 


suock of hard pavements and insu- 
late ayasust hot and cold surfaces. Made-to-order 
to insure good fit. Can be worn in any shoe. 


Discover real inexpensive, long-lasting foot 
comfort by writing us today for further de- 


tails. No obligations. 
WALK-EASY FOOT REST CO. . ae 
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with Mrs. Forge did to me. But I did re- 
solve to have a clear understanding with 
“my daughter, Eva,’ who seemed to be 
the business head of the family. 

Serena let me in when I came back. I 
gave her fifty cents to get in her good 
graces and she took an instant dislike to 
me which never wavered. She was small 
and black and withered, with bright little 
sparks of eyes. I don’t know how long 
she’d been with them, but I thought of 
her growing on the family, like mistletoe, 
from immemorial time. 

Whenever I heard her singing in the 
kitchen, I felt as if she were putting a 
private curse on me. “Honey-bird—” 
she’d croon— “honey-bird, no one gwine 
tuh fly away wid mah honey-bird. Ole 
buzzard, he try his wings—he flap and he 
flap—man wid a gun he see him—hi, hi, hi 
—shoot ole buzzard wid a buckshot and 
never tetch mah honey-bird.” 

I knew who the old buzzard was, all 
right. And it may sound funny—but it 
wasn’t. It was spooky. Eva wouldn’t see 
it; they’d all treat Serena like a com- 
bination of unavoidable nuisance and 
troublesome child. I don’t understand how 
they can treat servants that way. I mean 
friendly and grand at the same time. It 
isn’t natural. 

It sounds as if I were trying to keep 
from telling about Eva. I don’t know why 
I’m doing that. 

I got unpacked and pretty well settled. 
My room was on the third floor, back, but 
I could hear the girls coming home. 
There’d be the door and steps and a voice 
saying, “Honey, I’m so tired—I’m just 
plum dragged out,” and Mrs. Forge say- 
ing, “Now, honey, you rest yourself.” 
There were three of those. I kind of won- 
dered why they were all so tired. Later 
ee found that was just something they 
said. 


But then Mrs. Forge would begin to talk 
and they wouldn’t be tired any more. 
They’d be quite excited and there’d be 
a good deal of laughter. I began to feel 
very uncomfortable. And then I got stub- 
born. After all, ’'d rented the room. 

So, when Eva finally knocked at the 
door, I just grunted, “Come in!” the way 
you would to a chambermaid. She opened 
the door and stood in the doorway, hesi- 
tant. I imagine Melissa had bet her she 
wouldn’t have the nerve. 

“Mr. Southgate, I believe?” she said, 
quite vaguely, as if I might be anything 
from a cloud to a chest of drawers. 

“Dr. Livingstone, I presume?” I said. 
There was an old picture on the wall—the 
two Englishmen meeting formally in the 
middle of a paper jungle. But I’'ll hand her 
something—she saw I wasn’t trying to be 
fresh. 

“I reckon we have been making a lot 
of racket,” she said. “But that’s mostly 
Melissa. She never was rightly raised. 
Won't you give us the favor of your com- 
pany downstairs, Mr. Southgate? We-all 
don’t act crazy. We just sound like it.” 

She was dark, you know, and yet she 
had that white skin. There’s a kind of 
flower called freesia—when the petals are 
very white, they have the color of her 
skin. And there’s a strong sweetness to 
it—strong and ghostly at the same time. 
It smells like spring with the ghosts in it, 
between afternoon and dusk. And there’s 
a word they call glamour. It was there. 

She had small white teeth and red lips. 
There was one little freckle in the hollow 
of her throat—I don’t know how she hap- 
pened to have only one. Louisa was the 
beauty and Melissa the artist. They’d set- 
tled it that way. I couldn’t have fallen in 
love with Louisa or Melissa. And yet, I 
liked to see them all together—the three 
sisters—I'd liked to have lived in a big, 
cool house by a river and spent my life 
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Don’t “‘give up’’ about your fig- 
ure. Even serious figure defects 
that make today’s dress styles 
impossible for you to wear— 
can be corrected, definitely, com- 
fortably, inexpensively—by an 
adjustable Charis foundation. 

Charis Personalized Corsetry 
provides individualized figure 
improvement for the woman 
with noticeable figure defects. 
The Charis adjustable design 
(patented) is adapted, in a wide 
variety of models, to the special 
needs of different figure types 
and figure problems. 

There are smartly tailored 
Charis models with improved, 
exclusive features for slenderiz- 
ing broad hip lines; for control- 
ling excess thigh or shoulder 
flesh; for lifting and molding 
the full or sagging bust. 


The patented Bend-Easy Belt 
Gllustrated) supports and flat- 
tens the abdominal area and 
being divided horizontally into 
two movable sections, allows 
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complete bodily freedom when 
sitting or bending. 

Charis Home Corsetry is a 
real, personalized service that 
(without one penny of extra 
cost) provides detailed figure 
analysis; accurate measurements; 
guidance in model selection; 
expert fitting and continuous 
after-sale service. 

You should, at least, examine 
a Charis adjustable foundation 
and learn what it will do fot 
you. Just ‘phone the local Charis 
Establishment and make an 
appointment with a Charis 
Corsetiere. No obligation. 


Copyright 1939 by Charis Corporation 
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WINGS! 


“It's like I tell ALL my customers, Ma‘am— 
don’t blame the laundry when your hus- 
band’s shirts come back with collars and 
cuffs looking like graters—worn and frayed. 


“We don’t WANT to do that to shirts. That’s 
why we like to wash WINGS—they’re made 
with collars and cuffs of GENUINE AERO- 
PLANE CLOTH (the kind specified for aero- 
plane wings) and guaranteed to outwear the 
shirt, itself guaranteed for one year. 


“You may think WE treat shirts rough—but 
you ought to see the 100 commercial wash- 
ings the U. S. Testing Company gave a 
WINGS shirt. They couldn't fray the collar 
or cuffs, either.” 


WINGS are now available in FANCY PAT- 
TERNS, as well as whites and solid colors— 
with that SIX-POINT PROTECTION, 
and outside both collars and cuffs. 


inside 


WINGS don’t wait for laundry bills to 


save you money. They sell for 
only $1.65 


(As advertised in Esquire) 
Look for the identifying red 
stitch in the collar band. 


An Exclusive Product of 
The Piedmont Shirt Company, Greenville, South Carolina 








seeing them all together. What fool 
thoughts you get, when you’re young. I’d 
be the Northern cousin who managed the 
place. I used to send myself to sleep with 
it, every night, for months. 

Mrs. Forge wasn’t in it, or Serena. It 
was a big place—it went on for miles and 
miles. Most of the land wasn’t good for 
much and the Negroes were -bone-lazy, 
but I made them work. I’d get up in the 
first mist of morning and be in the saddle 
all day, overseeing and planning. But, al- 
ways, I'd be coming back, on a tired horse, 
up that flowery avenue and they’d be 
waiting for me on the porch, the three 
white dresses bunched like a bouquet. 

They’d be nice to me, because I was 
weary, and Id go upstairs to the room 
looking over the river and change out of 
my hot clothes and wash. Then Eva would 
send me up a long drink with mint in it 
and I’d take it slowly. After supper, when 
I wasn’t doing accounts, they’d sing or 
we'd all play some foolish sort of round 
game with ivory counters. I guess I got 
most of it out of books, but it was very 
real to me. That’s one trouble with books 
—you get things out of them. 

Often we got old, but it never seemed 
to change us much, Once in a while the 
other girls were married and, sometimes, 
I married Eva. But we never had any chil- 
dren and none of us ever moved away. I 
kept on working like a dog and they ac- 
cepted it and I was content. We had quite 
a few neighbors, at first, but I got tired 
of that. So I made it a river island you 
could only reach by boat, and that was 
more satisfactory. 


13 WASN’T a dream, you know, or any- 
thing sappy like that. I just made it up 
in my head. Toward the end of the year, 
I'd lie awake for hours, making it up, but 
it never seemed to tire me. I never really 
told Eva about it at all, not even when 
we were engaged. Maybe it would have 
made a difference, but I don’t think so. 

She wasn’t the kind of person you’d tell 
any dreams to. She was in the dream. I 
don’t mean she was noble or fatal or like 
a ghost. I’ve had her in my arms and she 
was warm and alive and you could have 
had children by her, because things are 
that way. But that wasn’t the point—that 
wasn’t the point at all. 

She didn’t even have much imagination. 
None of them had. They just lived, like 
trees. They didn’t plan or foresee. I’ve 
spent hours trying to explain to Mrs. Forge 
that, if you had ten dollars, it wasn’t just 
ten dollars, it was something you could 
put in a savings bank. She’d listen, very 
politely. But ten dollars, to her, was just 
something that went away. They thought 
it was fine if you had money, but they 
thought it was equally fine if you had a 
good-looking nose. Money was rather like 
rain to them—it fell or it didn’t—and, they 
knew there wasn’t any way to make it 
rain. 

I’m sure they’d never have come North 
at all, if it hadn’t been for some obscure 
family dispute. They often seemed to won- 
der about it themselves. And I heard the 
dispute talked about dozens of times but 
I never really got the gist of it, except 
that it was connected with two things, the 
new spur-track to the turpentine plant, 
and Cousin Belle. “Cousin Belle, she just 
acted so mean—she gave up her man- 
ners,” Mrs. Forge would say, placidly. “She 
left us no reco’se, Bannard—no reco’se at 
all.” And then the girls would chime in. 
I suppose they got the money to come 
North from selling land to the turpentine 
plant, but even of that I am not sure. 

Anyhow, they had golden visions, as 
they would have. Louisa was going to be 
a great actress and Melissa a great artist— 
and Eva—I don’t know exactly what Eva 
expected, even now. But it was something. 
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Important news for 
every dog owner—and every 
dog—is the announcement of 
vitamins especially prepared for dogs 
and puppies: Sergeant's VITAPETS. 


DOG DIETS LACK VITAMINS! 


Recent tests show that the average 
dog’s diet is dangerously lacking in 
necessary vitamins. Yet our pets need 
vitamins just as we doe 

Sergeant's VITAPETS contain the 
vitamins A, B, D and G in convenient 
capsule form. Added to the dog's daily 
diet, they provide the proper vitamin 
balance, promote health and resis- 
tance to illness. VITAPETS can protect 
your dog from Black Tongue and other 
vitamin-deficiency diseases. VITA- 
PETS are not medicine. Get a supply 
at drug or pet stores—and “Vitapet 
your dog for health.” Polk Miller Prod- 
ucts Corp., Dept. GF-4, Richmond, Va. 
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Let Savogran work to remove dirt. 
Grease, ground-in grime disappear. 
No scrubbing. Works where other 
cleaners fail. A little does a lot. 
Free folder, “Savogran Makes It 
The Savogran. Co., 
33 India Wharf, 
Boston, Mass. 
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PAINFUL BUNIONS 
Helped Quickly , 


When Fairyfoot is applied, see how f 
quickly pain stops, and your bun- 
ion gets smaller. Enables you to 
wear proper shoes.’ Ready for in- 
stant use. Tested and proven since 
1897—Now new formula works 
quicker and better than ever. 


FREE PROOF! 


Write for FREE trial treatment. \ 
Fairyfoot Products Co., Chicago, lil. 
1223 S. Wabash Ave., Dept. 2134 
samples instructions ALL FREE. 


| RN Knitting needle FREE with $3 order. 
ciTY 


JER! YARNS, 345 GRAND ST., Dept. X-4, N. Y. 








ROCK BOTTOM PRICES! 


FREE GIFT OFFER 
FREE exquisite color book, YARN 


And it was all going to happen without 
any real work, it was going to fall from a 
cloud. Oh, yes, Melissa and Louisa went 
to classes and Eva had a job, but those, 
you felt, were stop-gaps. They were pass- 
ing the time till the cloud opened and the 
manna fell. 

I'll say this for them—it didn’t seem to 
hurt them to have their visions fail. The 
only person it really hurt was me. 

Because I believed them, at first. How 
could I help it? The dream I had wasn’t 
so wrong. They were living on an island— 
an island in the middle of Brooklyn—a 
piece of where they came from. People 
came to the house—art students and such 
—there were always plenty of young men. 
But, once inside the house, they submitted 
to the house. Serena would pass the cold 
ham, at supper, and you’d look out of the 
window and be surprised to find it snow- 
ing, for the window should have been 
open and the warm night coming through. 
I don’t know what roomers they’d ever 
had before, but in my time there was only 
myself and Mr. Budd. He was a fat little 
clerk of fifty, very respectable, and he 
stayed because of the food, for Serena was 
a magnificent, wasteful cook. 

Yes, I believed it, I believed in it all. 
It was like an enchantment. It was 
glamour. I believed in all they said and 
I saw them all going back to Chantry— 
the three famous sisters with their three 
distinguished husbands—like people in a 
fairy-tale. 


AY 2D all have breakfast together, but 
the only person who talked much then 
was Mr. Budd. The Forges never were 
properly alive till later in the day. At 
breakfast, you saw them through a veil. 
Sometimes I’d feel my heart beat, staring 
at Eva, because she looked like one of 
those shut flowers in greenhouses—some- 
thing shut and mysterious so you fairly 
held your breath, waiting for it to open. 
I suppose it was just because she took a 
long time to wake up. 

Then Mr. Budd and the girls would go 
away, and, when my bed was made, I’d 
go up and work. I’m not saying much 
about the novel, but I worked hard on it. 
I’d made a little chart on cardboard with 
365 squares and each day Id ink one in. 

I'd go out for lunch and take a walk 
afterwards. A man has to have regular 
exercise, and that’s free. Then I'd work 
some more, until they started to come 
home. I couldn’t work after that—not after 
the first months. But I’d make myself not 
listen for Eva’s step. 

The first time I kissed Eva was the New 
Year’s party. One of Louisa’s beaus had 
brought some red wine and we were sing- 
ing and fooling around. Serena was off for 
the evening and Eva and I were out in 
the kitchen, looking for clean glasses. We 
were both feeling gay and it just seemed 
natural. I didn’t even think of it again till 
the next afternoon, when we’d all gone to 
the movies. And then I suddenly began 
to shake all over, as if I had a chill, re- 
membering, and she said, “What is it, 
honey?” and her hand slipped into my 
hand. 

That was how it began. And that night 
I started inventing the river plantation. 
And I’m not a fool and I’ve been around. 
But I held hands with that girl through 
January, February, and most of March 
before I really kissed her again. I can’t 
explain it at all. She wasn’t being coy or 
mean or trying to fight me. It was as if 
we were floating downstream in a boat 
together, and it was so pleasant to look 
at her and be near her, you didn’t need 
any more. The pain hadn’t started, then. 

And yet, all through that time, some- 
thing in me was fighting, fighting, to get 
out of the boat, to get away from the 
river. It wasn’t my river at all, you know. 


EMCO Decorated Ware is something 

to get excited about. Instantly your 
friends will admire the distinctive beauty 
of its full-color designs, today’s smart 
new vogue for kitchens. 


In brilliant garden colors, this striking 
Memco Girl decoration is fired into the 
enamel, becoming a permanent vitrified 
part of the ware. The decoration is 
available in a wide range of lovely tones 
—on gleaming white Memco Ware with 
black or red trim; and soft, rich ivory 
trimmed with green. 


Resistant to Food Acids and Stains 


Memco Decorated Ware is made of pure 
vitreous enamel. Triple-coated, resistant 
to food acids and stains, easy to clean 
and it retains its beautiful high 
lustre. Has comfortable handles, 













other patented features obtainable only 
in fine quality Moore wares. 


Sold at leading stores in a full range 
of items. Available either with or without 
the Memco decorations. Moderately 
priced, today’s outstanding values in 
enameled ware. 


Geciil Offer. ! 


Send today for this useful 
3-cup Memco Girl Measur- 
ing Sauce Pan — $1.00 
value for 50c. White with 
black trim. (Only one to a person.) Folder 
describing use and care of enamelware will 
be included with each of these lovely pans. 


THE MOORE ENAMELING & MFG. CO. 
WEST LAFAYETTE, OHIO 


Also makers of the famous Marblart, Enamlart 
and other Quality Vitreous Enameled Wares. 







x 








plastic knobs and grips, non-fall-off . sunny soem 
* . 4 
glass percolator tops and many MAIL COUPON TODAY! 
The Moore Enameling & Mfg. Co. 
Dept. GH-439, West Lafayette, Ohio 
Send me one Memco 3-cup Measuring Sauce 
Pan, $1.00 value. Enclosed is 50c (coin or stamps). 
Also include your free folder, ““The Romance of 
Enamel,” describing use and care of enamelware. 
Name atta A _ 
Address ar asc 
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The puddled fields 


of spring remind you 
e+. .protection is needed 
against water in the ground 


RAIN AND MELTING SNOW often saturate 
the earth with water—water against which the 
average casket is not supposed to protect . . . 
against which a grave vault of porous material 
cannot offer safe sanctuary. 


THE CLARK GRAVE VAULT... placed over 
the casket . . . is designed to give this much 
desired protection. Just as the air in an inverted 
tumbler prevents the water from rising inside 
the glass . . . the air in the inverted dome of 
the Clark Vault is used to prevent outside water 
from reaching the casket. 


@ Surely, it’s a consoling thought to 
know that when bereavement comes, you 
can provide the protection of a Clark 
Metal Grave Vault — when lashing 
rains drench the earth, to know that the 
Clark is scientifically designed to stand 
guardian against water in the ground. 
You'll be grateful that you knew, too, 
that only the Clark galvanized vault is 
coated, by Clark’s exclusive process, 
with 25 to 35 pounds of zinc, insuring 
longer-lasting protection than if made of 
ungalvanized iron or steel. Your funeral 
director will tell you of many other 
exclusive Clark features, show you Clark 
Vaults in a wide variety of designs and 
finishes — easily within your means. 


FREE. Helpful 28-page booklet. Tells you exactly 
what to do when you are asked to ‘‘take charge’’. 
Write for yours today. The Clark Grave Vault 
Co., Dept. GH-49, Columbus, Ohio. 


Copr. 1939, The Clark Grave Vault Co. 








GRAVE 


ay 
ZU0 


VAULTS 


It never was. And part of me knew it. But, 
when you're in love, you haven’t got com- 
mon sense. 

By the end of March, the novel was 
more than half finished. ’'d allowed two 
months for revision and making contacts, 
which seemed sensible. And, one evening, 
it was cold, and Eva and I took a walk in 
the park. And when we came in, Mrs. 
Forge made us some hot cocoa—the other 
girls had gone to bed early, for once— 
and, while we were drinking it, Mrs. Forge 
fell asleep in her chair. And we put down 
our cups, as if it were a signal, and kissed 
—and the house was very quiet and we 
could hear her breathing, like sleep itself, 
through the long kiss. 

Next morning, I woke up and the air 
felt warm and, when I looked out in the 
yard, there were leaves on the forsythia 
bush. Eva was just the same at breakfast, 
shut and mysterious, and I was just the 
same. But, when I went up to work, I 
| shook my fist at old Wrestling Southgate, 
the fellow that was bothered with witches. 
Because I was going to marry Eva, and 
he could go to grass. 

I TELL you, they didn’t plan or foresee. 

I told Mrs. Forge very straight just how 
I stood—finances and everything—and 
they treated it like a party. They were all 
as kind and excited as they could be, ex- 
cept Serena. She just refused to believe 
it and sang a lot more about buzzards. 
And, somehow or other, that made me feel 
queerer than ever. Because I knew Serena 
hated me but I knew she was a real per- 
son. I could understand her, she was close 
to the ground. And I loved the others but 
I didn’t understand them, and sometimes 
I wouldn’t be sure they were quite real. 
It was that way with Eva, even though 
we were in love. 

I could kiss her but I couldn’t be sure 
that she was always there when I kissed 
her. It wasn’t coldness, it was merely an- 
other climate. I could talk for hours about 
what we were going to do when we were 
married and every time I stopped she’d 
say, “Go on, honey, it makes me feel so 
nice to hear you talk.” But she’d have 
been as pleased if I’d sung it instead. God 
knows I didn’t expect her to understand 
the novelty business, or even writing. 
But, sometimes, I’d honestly feel as if we 
didn’t speak the same language. Which 
was foolish, because she wasn’t foreign. 

I remember getting angry with her one 
evening because I found out she was still 
writing to this boy friend, down South, 
and hadn’t even told him about us. She 
opened her eyes very wide. 

“Why, honey,” she said, in the most rea- 
sonable of voices, “I couldn’t stop writing 
Furfew right off like that. I’ve just always 
been sort of engaged to Furfew.” 

“Well, now you're engaged to me,” I 
said. 

“IT know,” she said. “That’s why I can’t 
stop writing him, honey. It would hurt 
Furfew something dreadful if he knew I 
had to stop writing him because I was 
engaged to you.” 

“Look here,” I said, wondering which 
of us was crazy, “are we going to be mar- 
ried?” 

“Of co’se, honey.” 
| “Then what,’ I said, “has this Furfew 

got to do with it? Are you engaged to 
him or me?” 

“Of co’se I’m engaged to you, honey, 
and we're going to get married. But Fur- 
few, he’s kind of like kin, and we been 
engaged a long time. It seems right mean 
and uncivil to break off with him short 
like that.” 

“I don’t believe it,” I said, “I don’t be- 
lieve there are any Furfews. It sounds like 
something you grow under glass. What’s 
| he like?” 

She thought for a long time. 








EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


Start this Spring’s house cleaning with a brand 
new cleaner. You can easily afford to if iv’s a 
Cadillac! Cadillac offers four foor vacuums 
ranging from the De Luxe chromium trimmed 
Streamliner to Cadillae’s “Economy Wonder.” 
All have electric floor light and genuine beat- 
ing-sweeping action. Together with Cadillac’s 
new, lightweight, Bakelite Attachments, the 
entire house can be cleaned thoroughly, with- 
out effort or undue fatigue. 


Write For Free Booklet 


CLEMENTS MFG. CO. 
6680 So. Narragansett Ave. Chicago, Ill. 


CADILLAC 


QUICK WAY TO 
REMOVE CORNS 


no cutting...no pads 














RELIEVE CORN PAIN QUICKLY 


If you want to remove those aching corns 
just get a bottle of FREEZONE from any 
druggist. Put a drop or two on the corn. 
The pain is quickly relieved. Then in afew 
days the corn gets so loose you can lift it 
right off with your fingers. 

A bottle of FREEZONE costs a few cents 
at any drug store and is sufficient to re- 
move most hard corns, soft corns and cal- 
luses. Try it! 


FREEZONE 


“He’s right cute,” she said finally. “But 
he’s got a little doin’s of a black mous- 
tache.” 

I managed to find out, however, that he 
owned the turpentine plant and was con- 
sidered quite the John D. Rockefeller of 
Chantry. I was so used to no one in Chan- 
try ever having any money that was 
worth anything, that this came as an un- 
pleasing surprise. After that, Furfew 
used to try to come to the river plantation 
in a very shiny motor-launch with a red- 
and-white awning and I would warn him 
off with a shotgun. 

But then the money business began. 
You like to give a girl presents when 
you’re in love—you like to do things 
right. Well, Lord knows, Eva was no 
gold- digger—she was as likely to be 
pleased with a soda as a pair of imported 
gloves. On the other hand, she was as 
likely to be pleased with the gloves. 

I kept on schedule with the work, but 
I couldn’t with the money. Each week, I’d 
be just a little over the line. I tell you, 
the people in books don’t know about 
money. The people who write them can 
tell what it’s like to be broke. But they 
don’t tell what it’s like to go around with 
clothes enough to cover you and food 
enough to satisfy you, and still have 
your heart’s desire depend on money you 
haven’t got. 


GURE, I could have gone back in the 
novelty business and Eva could have 
kept on working. That would have been 
right for nine people out of ten. But it 
wouldn’t have been right for the way I 
felt about Eva. It can be like that. 

I wanted to come to her—oh, like a 
rescuer, I suppose. Like a prince, like the 
Northern cousin that saved the plantation. 
I didn’t want to make the best of things 
—I wanted it all. You can’t compromise 
with glamour. Or that’s the way I feel. 

Besides, I’d put in eight months’ work 
on that novel and it didn’t seem sensible 
to throw it all away. It might be a ladder 
to climb out on. It might have been. 

Eva never complained, but she never 
understood. She’d just say we could all go 
back and live in Chantry. Well, I’m not 
that kind of man. If it had only been the 
river plantation! But, by now, I knew 
Chantry as well as if I’d been born there, 
and there wasn’t a thing for me to do. 
except maybe a job in Furfew’s turpen- 
tine plant. And wouldn’t that have been 
pretty? 

Then, gradually, I got to know that 
the Forges, too, were almost at the end of 
their string. I had to get it casually—they 
never talked about those things directly. 
But when you keep on spending what 
you've got, there comes a time when you 
don’t have it any more. Only, it always sur- 
prised them. I wish I was built that way. 

It was the middle of July by this time, 
and one Saturday afternoon Eva came 
home and said she’d been let off at her 
office. They were cutting down the staff. 
I'd just been going over my accounts, and 
when she told me that, I started laughing 
as if I couldn’t stop. 

She looked rather surprised at first, but 
then she laughed, too. 

“Why, honey,” she said, “you’re the 
killin’est. You always take things so seri- 
ous. And then, sometimes, you don’t take 
them serious a bit.” 

“It’s an old Northern custom,” I said. 
“They call it ‘Laugh clown, laugh.’ For 
le sake, Eva, what are we going to 

0? 

“Why, honey,” she said, “I suppose I 
could get me another position.” She never 
told me it was up to me. She never would 
have. “But I just sort of despise those 
mean old offices. Do you think I ought to 
get me another position, honey?” 

“Oh, darling, it doesn’t matter,” I said, 








4 Facts 
You Should Know 
about Vitamins 
and Fresh Yeast 


Read why the New High-Vitamin Yeast gives 


more complete results than vitamins alone 


EXTRA VITAMINS— 


more than you get in 
many ordinary meals— 
are needed by great numbers of 
people, studies indicate. 


If you have severe colds that 
“hang on,” you likely need more 
Vitamin A. 


If you are nervous and have 
poor digestion, it often shows more 
“Nerve” Vitamin B is needed. 


Plenty of Vitamin D is needed 
for the body’s proper use of the 
calcium and phosphorus in your 
food—an essential for sound bones 
and teeth. 

Tiring easily, too early aging 
may show you need more “‘Vital- 
ity” Vitamin G. 


SLOW DIGESTION 
may affect you—like 
many others—and may 





cut down the body’s assimilation 
of vitamins eaten. If this slow di- 
gestion is not stimulated, you may 
fail to get as much good from the 
vitamins you eat as you should. 


THE NEW HIGH- 

VITAMIN YEAST helps 
to stimulate slow diges- 
tion, increase the flow of digestive 
juices in the stomach. This better 
digestion can help you make fuller 
use of the vitamins eaten. It 
“boosts” their assimilation. 


YOU GET BENEFITS 

TWO WAYS from 

Fleischmann’s High-Vita- 
min Yeast. It offers rich amounts 
of 4 vitamins—A, B, D and G— 
plus the “booster action” of fresh 
yeast. By stimulating slow diges- 
tion, it gives more complete results 
than vitamins alone. 


Don’t fail to get the full good from vitamins you eat. 
Get your extra vitamins this effective way—in Fleisch- 
mann’s new High-Vitamin Yeast. Start eating it—today! 


2 cakes a day of Fleischmann’s High-Vitamin Yeast 


give yOU: VITAMIN A—6200 UNITS (INT.) 
VITAMIN Bi—300 UNITS (INT.) 
VITAMIN D—8O0OO UNITS (INT.) 
VITAMIN G—100-120 UNITS (SH. BOUR.) 
All the average person needs (in addition to his meals) of 
A, B and D—and a rich supply of the Vitality Vitamin G. 


Eat one cake about 2 hour before breakfast or lunch and 
one cake 4 hour before supper—plain or in a little water 


or milk. 


Copyright, 1939, Standard Brands Incorporated 
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Grand Canyon 


....Nature’s supreme spec- 
tacle e The Santa Fe ts the 
only railroad entering this 
world-famous National 
Park 


e 
Indian- detours 
...1 to3-day motor ex- RS ; 
plorations, ’round quaint 
Old Santa Fé, N. M., to 
age-old pueblos and iso- 
lated mountain villages 


... the “Underground 
Grand Canyon”’ of south- 
eastern New Mexico, with- 
out a peer in size, variety, 
and delicate coloring 





Yosemite 


++ + Majestic mountains, 
waterfalls, and forest giants 
high up in the California 
Sterras 


Golden Gate Fair 


. magic city of towers, 
palaces, and minarets, 
spaced by exotic gardens, 
on Treasure Island in 
San Francisco Bay 


Not only can you weave all these grand 
travel experiences into your California 
trip via Santa Fe, but you can do it all 
so economically and conveniently during 
this great Exposition Year. 

For swift, comfortable transcontinental 
travel, Santa Fe offers El Capitan, low 
cost all-chair-car streamliner; the Scout, 
economy coach-sleeper train; California 
Limited; Grand Canyon Limited; and Super 
Chiefand Chief, superb all-Pullman stream- 
liners @ There is also gay new Santa Fe 
streamlined service between San Diego, 
Los Angeles, and San Francisco. 


se en Mekal Gl Mi iomtomec Tt 





For full details on planning a California 
trip this summer, via Santa Fe, at the low- 
est possible cost, just mail coupon below. 


T. B. Gallaher, P.T. M., Santa Fe System Lines, 
1271 Railway Exchange, Chicago, Illinois 


Send picture booklets on western travel, and fares 


from-- 



















still laughing. “Nothing matters but us.” 

“That’s mighty sweet of you, honey,” 
she said and she looked relieved. “That’s 
just the way I feel. And, when we get 
married, we'll fix things up right nice for 
Melissa and Louisa, won’t we? And 
mother, of co’se, because she just can’t 
stand Cousin Belle.” 

“Sure,” I said. “Sure. When we’re mar- 
ried, we'll fix up everything.” And we 
went out in the back yard to look at the 
forsythia bush. But that night, Furfew 
brought his launch inshore and landed on 
the lower end of the island. He pitched 
camp there, and I could see his fire at 
night, through a glass. 

I can’t describe the next two months 
very well. They were all mixed up, the 
reality and the dream. Melissa and Louisa 
had to give up their classes, so we were 
all home, and lots of people came to the 
house. Some of them were callers and 
some of them were bill-collectors but, 
whoever they were, they generally stayed 
to a meal. Serena never minded that, she 
liked company. I remember paying a gro- 
cery bill, with almost the last of my leg- 
acy, toward the end. There were eight 
hams on the bill and ten cases of “coke.” 
It hadn’t been paid for a long time. 

Often, we’d all pile into an old Ford 
that belonged to one of the art students 
and go down to a public beach for the 
day. Eva didn’t care so much about swim- 
ming but she loved to lie in the sand. And 
I'd lie beside her, painfully happy, and 
we'd hardly say anything at all. My God, 
but she was beautiful against those beach 
colors—the clear greens of the water and 
the hot white and tan of the sand. But 
then, she was just as beautiful, sitting in 
the plush rocker in the front parlor, under 
that green lamp. 

They say the time between the Ordi- 
nance of Secession and the firing on Sum- 
ter was one of the gayest seasons Charles- 
ton ever had. I can understand that. 
They’d come to the brink of something, 
and fate was out of their hands. I got to 
feel that way. 


EVERYTHING mixed, I tell you, every- 
thing mixed. I'd be sitting on the beach 
with Eva and, at the same time, I’d be 
riding around the river plantation, getting 
reports from my foreman and planning 
years ahead. I got to love that place. Even 
toward the end, it was safe, it didn’t 
change. Of course, we kept having more 
and more trouble with Furfew; he kept 
extending his lines from the lower end of 
the island, but it never came to actual 
warfare—just fights between our men. 

Meanwhile, I finished the novel and 
started revising it. And sometimes Eva 
would say why didn’t we get married, any- 
way, and I knew we couldn’t. You can’t 
get married without some future ahead 
of you. So we started having arguments, 
and that was bad. 

Why didn’t I just seduce her like the 
big, brave heroes in books? Well, there 
were times when I thought it might be the 
answer for both of us. But it never hap- 
pened. It wasn’t shame or good principles. 
It just isn’t so awfully easy to seduce a 
dream. 

I knew they were writing letters but 
I didn’t want to know any more. I knew 
the legacy was gone and my savings ac- 
count was going, but I didn’t care. I just 
wanted things to go on. 

Finally, I heard that Furfew was com- 
ing North. I was going around like a 
sleepwalker most of the time, then, so it 
didn’t hit me, at first. And then it did 
hit me. 
|__Eva and I were out in the back yard. 
| We'd fixed up an old swing seat there and 
it was dusky. Serena was humming in 
the kitchen. “Ole buzzard he fly away 








{now—buzzard he fly away.” I can’t sing, 
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TAKE HOME THIS 
LOVELY SERVER 


FOR 25¢ 


($1.75 VALUE) 
FROM APRIL Ist TO 
15th AT AUTHORIZED 
DEALERS..IN LIMITED 
QUANTITIES 










NEW 


PATTERN 


| Go to your dealer now for 
this grand Jelly Server in 

the new North Countries 
design favorite. It’s good 
for everything from cucum- 
bers to canapes. 


HOLMES & EDWARDS 


Silverplate 


COPR-1939 + INTERNATIONAL SILVER CO+HOLMES & EDWARDS DIV+ MERIDEN, CONN 
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Meta I Glass 
Cleans, Polishes 


Removes Tarnish 


GLAD RAG 
TIME 


To shine metals easily, quickly, 
all you need is a “GLAD 
RAG"—no paste, powder, 
polish. Used by Home Eco- 
nomic teachers. Sold by 









dime stores, groceries, etc. 
\f dealer can't supply, 
mail 10c to GLAD RAG 
PRODUCTS COMPANY, 
NEW YORK, N.Y. 






No grease, no odor, 
will not scratch 


10¢ and 20¢ 
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Th | 
Saves Toil 
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SL Bd 


Waterproofs Shoes! 
Originally developed forty years ago for 
snow-proofing hunters’ and trappers’ boots— 
now used everywhere for. water-proofing, 


softening and preserving shoes, leather 
coats, gloves, belts, luggage, ete. Odorless, 
colorless, not sticky. Money-back guarantee. 
Shoe, sporting goods or hardware dealers— 
or send 25¢ for 3% oz. can. Dept. I, The 
Snow-Proof Co., Middletown, N. Y. 
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KNITTING WORSTEDS 
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Caras. instructions. Just 





Saxony, Shetlands. Velveens, etc. 
2S! SE, Sample 

out. Style Flash, 30 New Models Free. Est. 22 years. e 

F &K YARN CO., 85 Essex St., Dept. D-$, New York, W.Y. Skein 





but I can remember the way she sang it. 
It’s funny how things stick in your head. 

Eva had her head on my shoulder and 
my arms were around her. But we were as 
far away as Brooklyn and New York with 
the bridges down. Somebody was making 
love, but it wasn’t us. 

“When’s he coming?” I said, finally. 

“He’s drivin’ up in his car,” she said. 
“He started yesterday.” 

“Young Lochinvar complete with wind- 
shield,” I said. “He ought to be careful 
of those roads. Has he got a good car?” 

“Yes,” she said. “He’s got a right pretty 
car.” 

“Oh, Eva, Eva,” I said. “Doesn’t it break 
your heart?” 

“Why, honey,” she said. “Come here to 
me. 

We held each other a long time. She was 
very gentle. I'll remember that. 

I sayed up most of that night, finishing 
revision on the novel. And, before I went 
to sleep, Furfew came to the house on the 
river plantation and walked in. I was 
standing in the hall and I couldn’t lift a 
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HE WANTED TO BE 
A BIG SHOT 


in Oakland High. If he won a 
track letter or a poetry prize— 


then he could ask Betty for a date, 
and tell her she was the one to 


whom he’d written the poem 


TO A BROWN-EYED GIRL 
By Ear! Reed Silvers 


But he didn’t win the race or the 
poetry contest. How he won the 
girl is an engaging love story of 
the ought-to-be-true kind we like 
to recommend to our readers 
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hand to him. So then I knew how it was 
going to be. 

He came in the flesh, next afternoon. 
Yes, it was a good car. But he didn’t look 
like Benedict Arnold. He was tall and 
black-haired and soft-voiced and he had 
on the sort of clothes they wear. He wasn’t 
so old, either, not much older than I was. 
But the minute I saw him beside Eva, I 
knew it was all up. You only had to look 
at them. They were the same kind. 

Oh, sure, he was a good business man. I 
got that in a minute. But, underneath all 
the externals, they were the same kind. 
It hadn’t anything to do with the faithful- 
ness or meanness. They were just the same 
breed of cats. If you’re a dog and you fall 
in love with a cat, that’s just your hard 
luck. 

He’d brought up some corn with him 
and he and I sat up late, drinking it. We 
were awfully polite and noble in our con- 
versation but we got things settled just 
the same. The funny thing is, I liked him. 
He was Young Lochinvar, he was little 
Mr. Fix-it, he was death and destruction 
to me, but I couldn’t help liking him. He 




















“DRY CLEAN’ WINDOWS 


No dirty water 


to chap your hands 
SPRAY... WIPE... IT’S CLEAN 
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ES— you can clean dirtiest windows clear 
We crystal and not so much as wet your 
hands! Shell Glass Kleanzit is a quick-acting 
cleaner that you merely spray on and wipe 
off. Removes dirt, haze, grease and insects. 
Leaves no bloom. Wonderful for windshields, 
too! You can get Shell Glass Kleanzit and a ; ae : 
handy sprayer attachment at Shell Dealers, drug, (Pay 
grocery and department lOood Housekeeping 
stores. Attractively priced. 






Institute &, 
Loe Hoy, corded by ory 
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Shell Spot Remover ¢ Shell Handy Oil « Shell Furniture Polish 
Shell Lighter Fluid « Shell Household Insect Spray 
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Pembroke table in the Munn Room 
in the American Wing, Metropolitan 
Museum of Art, New York. From a 


group of fine reproductions from origi- 


Speed up the Blood Flow 
—FLUSH Fatigue Acids out! 


WHEN HOURS OF SHOPPING make feet 
swell and burn—it means the circulation is 
hindered and poisonous fatigue acids have set- 
tled in them. Splash on Absorbine Jr. Ac- 
cepted laboratory tests prove it speeds the 
blood through the sore, aching feet to flush out 
those acids faster. Feet get quick relief with- 
out rubbing or soaking. At all druggists. $1.25 
a bottle. 

Free sample, address: W. F. Young, Inc., 
352 Lyman St., Springfield, Mass. 


ABSORBINE JR. 
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nals in museums throughout the country, 
shown bystores of distinction throughout 


the continent. 


Send 25c for illustrated brochure 
“Popular Period Styles” 


JOHNSON FURNITURE COMPANY 
JOHNSON-HANDLEY-JOHNSON COMPANY 
GRAND RAPIDS, MICHIGAN 


MANUFACTURERS OF 
Bedroom « Dining Room « Living Room Furniture 
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A WORLD’S FAIR 
FASHION BY 





Sool Saver 


Foot Saver’s new World’s Fair fashions take you there and every- 
where—smartly and comfortably. Designed especially for your 








Fair-going clothes—made over our exclusive Shortback* Lasts 
to fit like your stockings — snug at the heel yet roomy at the 
toe! Write for Style Booklet and name of nearest store. The 
Julian & Kokenge Company, 59 West Main St., Columbus, Ohio. 


Junior Foot Saver Shoes, made by Curtis-Stephens-Embry Co., Reading, Pa. 


SHORTBACK* 


Hoot Savet 


Shoes 


FOR PERFECT FIT AT TOE...AND HEEL 


*Reg. U.S. Pat. Off. 


Copr. 1939, The Julian & Kokenge Company 








HERE’S FLAVOR-MACIC 
for YOUR VEGETABLES 


LORIFY cabbage, spinach and every- 

day potatoes to new flavor heights. 
STEERO cubes, in vegetable dishes, add 
delicious taste at little cost. STEERO’S 
savory bouillon taste blends with EVERY | 
vegetable, heightens rich flavor. Try it!, 

AT YOUR GROCER’S NOW 
* Brand-New 5-Cube 10¢ Package 
%* New Reduced Price on 12-Cube Size 
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'STEERO 


BOUILLON CUBES 


AMERICAN KITCHEN PRODUCTS CO. 
NEW YORK CITY, N. Y. 


OZONE PARK, 
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MILLIONS SAVE MONEY 
WITH CLOPAY PRODUCTS 


@ Most homes in America use one or more 
CLOPAY Products to save money, add new 
beauty and lessen work. Your favorite store 
carries CLOPAY Products. 


ie | 15¢ CLOPAY “ Lintone’” WINDOW SHADES. 
WR 


Made of new fibre material. Look like 

__| fine cloth. Cost only 15c each. Two 

Pa | | years’ wear and more. At 5c and 10c 

| ° and neighborhood stores everywhere. 
CLOPAY WASHABLE WINDOW SHADES 

Amazing new fibre-material—oil-fin- 

ished. Wash spotless clean with soap 

and water. Cost only 35c complete on 


roller. At 5c and 10c and neighborhood 
stores everywhere. 


FABRAY Pique WASHABLE SHADES. New 
finish gives beautiful striped effect 
like woven cloth when held to light. 
100% washable. Yet only 45c complete 
on roller. At 5c and 10c and neighbor- 
hood stores everywhere. 


“Guaranteed” WALLPAPER , 
ONLY wallpaper 






fees 
DURAY 
Paint-coated. The 
guaranteed washable 3 years. Is actu- 
ally scrubbable with soap and water. 
Many beautiful patterns. Not expen- 
sive. At all good wallpaper dealers. 


CLOPAY CELLOPHANE CURTAINS with new 
reinforced edges. Resist | 
tearing. Smart and practi- 
cal. At department, 5c & 
10cand neighborhood Brg 
stores. 50c a pair. . i? 


CLOPAY GARMENT STORAGE BAGS. Used § A 
in millions of homes for 
protecting stored clothes against 
moths. At 10c and department stores. 


JIFFY-TINT—-new CONTROLLED way 
to fast-dye. Send 10c for full size package 
containing 4 primary colors. 


SANITEX GARMENT STORAGE BAGS. Used 
by best cleaners to deliver garments 
for moth protection. Ask your cleaner 
to deliver your cleaned clothes in Sani- 
tex bags. Costs only few cents extra. 


CLOPAY CORP., 1222 Clopay Sq., CINCINNATI, 0. 











EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 








could have come to the island when Eva 
and I were married. He’d have been a 
great help. I’d have built him a house by 
the cove. And that’s queer. 

Next day, they all went out in the car 
for a picnic, and I stayed home, reading 
my novel. I read it all through—and there 
was nothing there. I’d tried to make the 
heroine like Eva, but even that hadn’t 
worked. Sometimes you get a novelty like 
that—it looks like a world-beater till you 
get it into production. And then, you know 
you’ve just got to cut your losses. Well, 
this was the same proposition. 

So I took it down to the furnace and 
watched it burn. It takes quite a while to 
burn four hundred sheets of paper in a 
cold furnace. You’d be surprised. 

On my way back, I passed through the 
kitchen where Serena was. We looked at 
each other and she put her hand on the 
bread-knife. 

‘Tl like to see you burning in hell, 
Serena,” I said. ’'d always wanted to say 
that. Then I went upstairs, feeling her 
eyes on my back like the point of the 
bread-knife. 

When I lay down on the bed, I knew 
that something was finished. It wasn’t only 
Eva or the novel. I guess it was what you 
call youth. Well, we’ve all got to lose it, 
but generally it just fades out. 

I lay there a long time, not sleeping, not 
thinking. And I heard them coming back 
and, after a while, the door opened gently 
and I knew it was Eva. But my eyes were 
shut and I didn’t make a move. So, after 
another while, she went away. 

There isn’t much else to tell. Furfew set- 
tled everything up—don’t tell me South- 
erners can’t move fast when they want 
to—and the packers came and four days 
later they all started back for Chantry in 
the car. I guess he wasn’t taking any 
chances, but he needn’t have worried. I 
knew it was up. Even hearing Cousin Belle 
had “come around” didn’t excite me. I was 
past that. 


Exe kissed me good-bye—they all did, 
for that matter—the mother and the 
three sisters. They were sort of gay and 
excited, thinking of the motor-trip and 
getting back. To look at them, you 
wouldn’t have said they’d ever seen a bill- 
collector. Well, that was the way they were. 

"Don’t write,” -I said to Eva. “Don’t 
write, Mrs. Lochinvar.” 

She puckered her brows as she did 
when she was really puzzled. 

“Why, honey, of co’se I'll write,” she 
said. “Why wouldn’t I write you, honey?” 

I am sure she did, too. I can see the 
shape of the letters. But I never got them 
because I never left an address. 

The person who was utterly dumb- 
founded was Mr. Budd. We camped in the 
house for a week, getting our own meals 
and sleeping under overcoats—the lease 
wasn’t up till the first and Furfew had 
made an arrangement with the owner. 
And Mr. Budd couldn’t get over it. 

“T always knew they were crazy,” he 
said. “But Ill never get such cooking 
again.” I could see him looking into a fu- 
ture of boarding-houses. “You’re young,” 
he said. “You can eat anything. But when 
aman gets my age—” 

He was wrong, though. I wasn’t young. 
If I had been, I wouldn’t have spent that 
week figuring out three novelties. Two of 
them were duds, but the third was Jiggety 
Jane. You’ve seen her—the little dancing 
doll that went all over the country when 
people were doing the Charleston. I made 
the face like Serena’s at first, but it looked 
too lifelike, so we changed the face. The 
other people made most of the money, but 
I didn’t care. I never liked the darn thing 
anyway. And it gave me a chance to start 
on my own. 

They couldn’t stop me after that. You’re 
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‘*A mother’s hands are always in water. And 
mine were always rough and ugly. Nothing 
helped until I tried Frostilla. It worked a miracle 
of loveliness. My rough hands became smooth, 
almost at once.’”’ Use Frostilla yourself as this 
mother did. Made with costlier ingredients, you 
can feel the difference. 35c, 50c, $1.00 sizes in U.S. 
and Canada. Travel size in better 10c stores. 


FROSTILLA 


for Lovely Hands 








SUNRAY YARN HOUSE 


Quality Yarns at big savings. Ex- 
pert Instructions. Surprise Gifts 
with order. For FREE SAMPLES, 
write to Dept. G.D. 

SUNRAY YARN HOUSE, 349 Grand St., 










New York 





“You see, Chixdown’s special weave makes 
moisture absorb quickly and spread slowly.” 


Chixdown never gets that cold, clammy 
feeling that old-fashioned diapers have 
when wet. Porous construction allows a 
healthful circulation of air. The fine tex- 
ture never irritates baby’s skin. Chixdown 
grows even softer with washing. 


Easy Washing Features ... Suds can reach 
every thread...Stains wash out readily... 
Easy to rinse out all soap...Dries quickly. 
No ironing necessary. 


Chixdown 


SHEER GAUZE BIRDSEYE 


DIAPERS 


See Chixdown in your favorite dept. store 
or send coupon for sample diaper. 












Chicopee Sales Corp. 
40 Worth St., N. Y.C. 


Name 
Addressee es ae 
ib ee ee ae oe ogee 
Dept. Store 


Enclosed please find 10¢ 
for one Chixdown Diaper. 


harder to stop, once you get rid of your 
youth. No, I don’t think it was ironic or 
any of those things. You don’t, outside of 
a book. There wasn’t any connection be- 
tween the two matters. 

That fall I met Marian and we got mar- 
ried a year later. She’s got a lot of sense, 
that girl, and it’s worked out fine. Maybe 
we did have the children a little quick, 
but she’d always wanted children. When 
you've got children and a home, you’ve 
got something to keep you steady. And, 
if she gets a kick out of reading love 
stories, let her. So I don’t have to. 

In a book, I’d have run across Eva, or 
seen Furfew’s name in a paper. But that’s 
never happened and I suppose it never 
will. I imagine they’re all still in Chantry, 
and Chantry’s one of those places that 
never gets in the news. The only thing I 
can’t imagine is any of them being dead. 

I wouldn’t mind seeing Furfew again, 
for that matter. As I say, I liked the man. 
The only thing I hold against him is his 
moving them back, that way, before the 
lease was up. It was all right and he had 
his reasons. But they had two weeks left— 
two weeks till the first. And that would 
just have finished the year. 

And when I get to sleep nowadays, 
Marian’s there in the next bed, so that’s 
all right, too. I’ve only tried to go back to 
the river plantation once, after a conven- 
tion in Chicago when I was pretty well 
lit. And then, I couldn’t do it. It was stand- 
ing on the other side of the river and I 


‘| could see the house across the water. Just 


the way it always was, but it didn’t look 
lived in. At least nobody came to the win- 
dow—nobody came out. 


Six Months Old 


(Continued from page 77) 


open and in working order by the ninth 
month. 

The child at six months should hear 
acutely and turn his head toward a sound; 
he should recognize a familiar voice, and 
can often be quieted by music. He vocal- 
izes by using sounds such as da-da-da 
with various inflections. He may even be 
able to imitate and repeat sounds after 
you. 

Let your youngster wear clothing which 
will not restrict his motions. Usually the 
clothing at six months consists of a shirt, 
diaper, and rompers or a one--or two-piece 
knitted wool or cotton suit. Overalls may 
be used instead of rompers. And as soon 
as is feasible, training pants may replace 
diapers, although it is an unusual child 
who can wear them safely at this age. 

If a child is well, the protective inocu- 
lation against diphtheria is given between 
the sixth and ninth month, and a Schick 
test about six months later to make sure 
that the child has developed the expected 
immunity. 

Do not be surprised if your child indi- 
cates that he would like to be on three 
meals a day at any time after the sixth 
month. You will notice that he tends to 
sleep later in the morning or that he is 
not especially eager for one of the four 
feedings. If he has been fed at 6:00 and 
10:00.A.M., 2:00 and 6:00 P.M., with very 
little trouble you can group the foods 
which he should have at 7:00 or 7:30, 
12:00, and 5:30. This usually means a 
breakfast of cereal, milk, and zweiback or 
a cracker; fruit juice or pulp with break- 
fast or in midmorning; a noon meal of a 
puréed, mashed, or chopped vegetable, 
egg yolk, and milk; fruit again in mid- 
afternoon if needed; and a supper of cereal, 
milk, custard or junket. We do not count 
the fruit as a meal. Offer crisp dried breads, 
zweiback, or teething crackers to encour- 
age chewing and to stimulate the gums, 
but stay with the baby while he tries to 
eat it to guard against his choking. Some 
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Ba buAcNe Kuk Tes 


ur “Pelage Process” for making 

blankets is borrowed directly 
from Mother Nature’s way of keep- 
ing furry animals warm in winter. 
She gives them a second, fluffy un- 
dercoat. We give Esmond Blankets 
a similar extra undernap that almost 
doubles warmth without adding one 
ounce of weight. Sleep is more 
refreshing under an Esmond—no 
tossing because “too much blanket” 
weighs you down. You wake up 
smiling. See the Esmonds at better 
department stores today. 


Send for Free Book 


“Good Morning—or is it?”, beautifully 
illustrated guide to refreshing sleep. 


In U.S.: The Esmond Mills, Esmond, R. I. 
In Canada: The Esmond Mills, Ltd., Granby, Quebec. 
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LIPSTICK 
FACE POWDER 
BLUSH ROUGE 


All essentials for Feminine Love- 
Te Meda Coli: MT 
QUALITY cosmetics...approved 
by Good Housekeeping. These 
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Opens round, square, 
oval cans. No jagged 
edges. Used world over. 
5-year guarantee. 50¢ at 
Hardware, Dept. Stores, etc. or from 
\ Edlund Co., Burlington, Vermont. 


There is a 


SURE 


way to stop Moths! 


READ HOW 


LARVEX 
ENDS MOTH 


WORRIES... 
QUICKLY, 
CHEAPLY, 
SURELY 





A great many women work 

hard and long to stop moth 
damage, yet actually waste both time 
and money by using faulty methods. 
Don’t let this happen to you! 

You can keep every rug and chair 
and woolen garment safe... at very 
little cost and with very little trouble 

. by proper use of Larvex. 

For your furniture and garments, 
use liquid Larvex, sprayed by hand or 
the power sprayer on your vacuum 
cleaner. For blankets and washables, 
use Rinsing Larvex. Just follow the 
simple directions on each package. 

Nothing need be wrapped or stored 
away when you use Larvex. There’s 
no unpleasant odor to put up with. 
When Larvex is bought by the gallon 
it costs less than 25¢ to 
mothproof a man’s 3- 
piece suit. Use Larvex, 
and be safe from moths! 


THIS YEAR DO YOUR 
MOTHPROOFING RIGHT 


LARVEX 


3S QUICK, CHEAP, SURE 





and CALLOUSES 


Quickly removed with 
“just rub it on." 


knife, plasters, cha M 0 § C 0 


or soaking. Results guaranteed or Desa. ED 
back. Get ajar today, At druggists. 30c, 50c sizes. © 


FREE ae z 


Paste coupon on postal. Print name and address, 


The stainless, easy-to- 
use corn salve.. tay 


The Moss Co., Rochester, N.Y. Send free Sample to: 


Nome_ 
Street_ 
cies. 


212 EVERY 


product guaranteed 


children will have two or more teeth at 
six months. Even though he may have no 
teeth, the gums will probably be swollen; 
but unless they are sore the children will 
enjoy biting hard on the crisp breads. 

Let the child try to drink from a cup 
now; but as he usually tires easily, you 
need offer only a part of the milk or fruit 
juice in this way. Of course, if he is not 
satisfied on three meals a day, you can go 
back to the fourth milk feeding for a time. 
The main point is to give sufficient food 
daily to satisfy the child and not to over- 
feed him or to force food upon him unless 
he is hungry. If you watch this point, there 
will be far fewer feeding problems later. 

The average baby will have one or two 
bowel movements a day. Instead of forc- 
ing a child to have his eliminations ac- 
cording to a rigid schedule convenient for 
us, we now watch for his natural body 
rhythm and adopt our training to his 
needs. It is thought that attention to the 
baby’s own rhythm makes for a more 
satisfactory habit of bowel elimination 
through life. By varying the meals at 
which fruit and vegetables are given, and 
the quantities, constipation can usually be 
avoided. 

At six months a child may measure from 
25 to 27.inches in length. He may weigh 
anywhere from 14 to 17 or 18 pounds. 
Babies often double their birth weight by 
the fifth month. From the sixth month on 
the weekly gain is less than before. 

During periods of rapid growth babies 
need special care to protect them from 
rickets. A baby may look plump and 
healthy, yet the bones may show signs of 
rickets if the vitamin-D requirement has 
not been amply filled. The fact that rickets 
can be present without giving signs of dis- 
comfort is one of the reasons why children 
under one year should be taken to the 
doctor for monthly health examinations. 

Try giving the baby’s bath before break- 
fast so that you can get the child out-of- 
doors earlier in the morning and obtain 
full benefit of the morning sunshine. One 
advantage of the early-morning bath and 
the three meals-a-day schedule is that 
a mother will have more time for herself. 
Mothers of young babies seldom realize 
how little time during the day is their 
own. They look, and usually are, tired. 
Take advantage of any free time to rest. 
Relax or lie down for forty winks while 
the baby takes his afternoon nap. Get to 
bed early. You will be a better mother if 
you have not let yourself become worn 
out during these early months. Keep well 
and enjoy your baby. He is little for so 
short a time! 


BABY'S FIRST YEAR 


Is his most important. Dr. Kenyon's sec- 
ond series of eight letters will help you 
and him through this period. For fifty cents 
in stamps Series II will be sent complete, 
including a pattern for a cap to keep 
flaring ears flat while the cartilage is soft. 
Or send ten cents in stamps for the earcap 
pattern only. PRINT your name and ad- 
dress plainly, enclose your stamps; address 
Health and Happiness Club, Good House- 
keeping, 57th St. at 8th Ave., Nea. C: 


FORTY-FIVE 


A birthday many women approach with 


worry and fear. To answer most of the 
questions women ask about this change-of- 
life period Dr. Josephine H. Kenyon has 
prepared a pamphlet for Goop HousekEEPING 
readers. Send 10c and a stamped, ad- 
dressed envelope to Health and Happiness 
Club, Goop Housexeerinc, 57th St. at 8th 
Ave., N. Y. C. Ask for ' Forty: Five Letter" 
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Ask Your Druggist For These 


Quit PA e 
momma ED REMEDIES 


Tested and Approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau 


Purepac Rubbing Alcohol 
Purepac Burn Ointment 
Purepac Aspirin (National Formulary) 
Purepac Milk of Magnesia Tablets 
Purepac Mineral Oil U.S.P. 
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| ALL THIS FOR 


a4: MILLERS 


“PACKAGE 
OF JOY” 


Contains 5 delicious Miller’s 
Dog Foods and that helpful 
new booklet “‘Happier Liv- 
ing for Your Dog.” It’s all 
free for the asking to dog 
owners. Just send us your 







BATTLE CREEK DOG FOOD CO. 
465 State St., Battle Creek, Mich. 








-TEE 


NURSERY 
SEAT 


Cute; sturdy; sci- 
entific. Sanitary 
high-gloss finish. 
No wet floors. 
‘*Hollow duck’’ 

e . « « Keeps 
. hands up and occupied; gives 


ri baby something to hang on to, which 
Folder ‘ 


prevents fear of falling. Four models; 
Carlson Mfg. 


popular prices. Doctors endorse. 


O., 15.E. 26th St., New York, N. Y. 

FOR OVER 30 YEARS 
Send for 600 Free Samples }3*.)°" 
CLIVEDEN YARN CO., Dept. A-2, 711 Arch St, PHILA., PA. 











Don’t Call It ’Friseo 


(Continued from page 41) 


ends the bridge is a show in itself. From 
any direction the magnitude and brilliance 
of these seemingly endless spans seem for 
all the world a rather gaudy watchchain 
across the belly of the bay. And off to one 
side and far down is that incident which 
is Treasure Island, a tiny tinkling fairy- 
land upon a sand dune. 

In San Francisco a newcomer is likely 
to find himself heading for water regard- 
less of direction or street or inclination. 
This is why, I presume, so many visitors 
here. have trouble finding their way 
around. Whereas most seacoast cities sur- 
round their bay, in San Francisco the bay 
surrounds the city, or almost. The city is 
on a peninsula. 

The residents, of course, remain con- 
stantly surprised about how anyone can 
become lost, even should he deliberately 
try. And the fatal phrase “you can’t miss 
it” is as much a theme song in San Fran- 
cisco as elsewhere when one is asking 
directions. With gestures the natives will 
describe how Market Street is the key to 
the whole layout, the backbone of the 
peninsula, and how all cross streets are 
ribs. This is true, perhaps. But the ribs are 
those of an exceedingly peculiar animal, 
with one side higher than the other side, 
accounting for the ribs not cutting straight 
across Market Street but sloping across 
it, making odd-shaped vertebrae at each 
junction. 

That is the first point to remember while 
one is still struggling to find his way, and 
the next point is that a taxi driver knows 
everything in this world of ours, and every 
place, and that (at this time of writing, 
at least) the taxi fares in San Francisco 
are outlandishly reasonable. 


‘ 


(THE hills of San Francisco, like life in 
general, are grand once one is on the 
top. But an outsider requires time, I sup- 
pose, to become accustomed to driving up 
them or down them with the acrobatic 
nonchalance of the people who live there. 
I prefer to do these death-defying life leaps 
in a taxi, since the driver knows more 
about the tricks of the game than I do. It 
is easier to sit back and pretend not to be 
looking or feeling or gasping. For a steep 
hill in most cities is something of a ritual. 
One ceremoniously stops at the base, shifts 
gear, then grips his unlighted cigarette 
and his faith until the impossible is sur- 
mounted. But this is not true of the driving 
in San Francisco, and visitors should be 
warned of it ahead of time. For here in 
San Francisco even the most formidable 
of these chasm sides do not so much as 
interrupt the taxi driver’s easy flow of 
conversation. 


Generally I am the one in the back seat 
doing the yawning when, on being driven 
through a city, the native keeps pointing 
out how years ago he could have bought 
such and such a lot for so much “and look 
at it now.” But in San Francisco one is 
not so likely to become bored, for the city’s 
values are not based on the rise and fall 
and rise again of real estate. A building 
or a home or a store in San Francisco has 
a rather defined and permanent value and 
is used for what it was made. And it was 
not made delibe~ately to be sold at a profit 
to some outsider. The permanence of the 
city is taken seriously, and all danger of 
being an elaborate trailer camp is avoided. 
And besides that, the Gold Rush days are 
past. 


These things I say, not because they are 
openly exciting, but because they (the 
bridges, the hills, the permanence) are 
what people first seeing San Francisco 
most likely will notice first. 

Though people may be people every- 
where and though faces may be the same 
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The Memorial Tribute that coming generations will view with approval 


must have its future charm “built in” TODAY. Rock 
of Ages Memorials, from quarry to cemetery, in 
material and in craftsmanship, are created to defy 
every attack of time and the elements. Rare, gem-like, 
even-textured, Rock of Ages is fashioned and finished 
by talented memorial craftsmen, aided by ad- 
vanced patented finishing processes. Each memorial 
is “signed” by the Rock of Ages seal, shown below, 
etched into the stone. 


With each memorial goes an Everlasting Guaran- 
tee, which is bonded by the National Surety Corpo- 
ration, insuring permanent perfection. Your nearby 
Authorized Dealer will show you beautiful examples 
at prices ranging from a very modest figure for a 
small marker to family memorials from $150 to $200, 
$250 to $400 and $600, and up to $25,000 and more. 


AGES] 


For your protection, EVERY ROCK OF AGES 
MEMORIAL BEARS THIS SEAL 
etched into the stone 















SELF SMOOTHING @ 





Sess 


Wood, linoleum and cement floors take on 
new life and color with this durable water- 
proof enamel. Self-smoothing. Dries in six 
hours. Preserve the life of your floors with 
this dependable solid color floor coating. 
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Try Kyanize at this special low price. 
Send 25c. Receive generous can — 
brush — booklet illustrated in color. 
BOSTON VARNISH COMPANY 
923 Everett Station, Boston, Mass. 
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Rock of Ages Corporation, Dept. E-4, Barre, Vermont 


Without obligation, please send me your 1939 illus- 
trated book, “How to Choose a Memorial,” with design 
suggestions, epitaphs, symbolism, ete. 


NAME 
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Slightly Higher 
South and West 


Here’s the answer to back-breaking, 
day drudgery! Armstrong 
Porta-Lectric — the original, low-cost 
portable every family can 
afford! Complete, compact ... 


ironing 


ironer 


and economical to operate. Just pick © 
it up, carry anywhere for cool, com- | ~ 
fortable, easier ironing. Ideal for home | | ties one can name: Portuguese, Spanish, 
and apartment. Porta-Lectric handles 


all kinds of ironing from flat work to 
fancy pieces. Big ironings done in 


much less time, with a fraction of the 


Single elbow-control starts, 
stops roll. Nothing could be simpler! 
Write for free illustrated folder and 
name of nearest dealer where you may 


see Porta-Lectric demonstrated. 


ARMSTRONG PRODUCTS CORP. 
21 W. Seventh Ave., Huntington, W.Va. 


work. 


Also Mfrs. of the Famous Armstrong Table Stove 


ATR Ter AL PALA 


“The Original Portable Ironer" 


‘DUXKIN 


Baty Pant. 
WATERPROOFED 
PURE SILK 


WATERPROOFED 
WASHABLE 


Lemember— DUXKIN and COMFOTEX 


are Jewel-Sheen 
waterproofed fabrics that are light in weight and 
contain no rubber or oil. Durable,washable, boilable 
FOR SALE AT LEADING STORES 





simple 


in one city as in-another, I do believe a 
city can influence the mannerisms of its 
population just as a college can influence 
the mannerisms of its students. And so in 
San Francisco one finds soon enough that 
to use the word “’Frisco” is a breach of 
rightness. The speaker instantly will stand 
corrected, nor will the correction be given 
with a smile. 

“Don’t call it Frisco,” they will say at 
full length, exceptionally full length. “It 
is San Francisco. It is Spanish for Saint 
Francis of Assisi. You should know that. 
And you don’t give nicknames to a saint. 
You should know that, too.” 

This may sound overdrawn, but in spirit 
it is not. I have heard the full chastisement 
given word for word like this. 

“But—but—but,” the visitor fumbled, 
“but in Los Angeles the Los Angeles peo- 
ple themselves think nothing of calling it 
Tica ”? 

And the answer to this was, “But there 
are no Los Angeles people.” 

The distinction, though not a thrust, 
calls for contemplation and a recollection 
of the State Picnics (Illinois, Iowa, Kansas, 
Wisconsin, etc.) held in Los Angeles. 

San Francisco has its picnics and fes- 
tivals, to be sure, but they are held by 
its colonies of almost all the nationali- 


Irish, Jugoslav, Italian, Russian, German, 
French, Japanese, and Chinese most ob- 
viously; and anyone can go on from there. 
Each nationality more or less has its own 
section, though not necessarily, but one 
small area may have its flags and bunting 
and firecrackers and speeches over some 
national festival, while in adjacent blocks 
life will be quite normal. 

Yet none of this is all of San Francisco, 
nor does it explain the city’s genius for 
being unmonotonous. Nor does it explain 
why we who like the city like it. 


S° ACCUSTOMED is San Francisco to 
taking its own sweet time about reveal- 
ing itself each day through mist or clouds 
or fog or sunshine or downpour that my 
favorite spot for watching the city and the 
bay is the spot I now occupy while doing 
these paragraphs. The spot is a small 
apartment on Nob Hill, and below are the 
tiers of flat roofs reaching on down toward 
the bay and the piers. Washings hang on 
the flat roofs below and yet do not seem 
incongruous at all to the general colorings 
of the scene. The roofs are of those un- 
classifiable pastels made possible only by 
the paintbrush of sun, wind, and rain, and 
one could say the entirety of those cut-up 
roofs is Algiers or Morocco. But I have 
been in neither Morocco nor Algiers; but 
if there, I likely would say they reminded 
me of San Francisco. This may help to ex- 
plain, to me at least, why San Francisco 
people become so homesick, even to the 
point of boring oratory, each time they see 
something which reminds them of some- 
thing at home. San Franciscans can, for a 
fact, become homesick with almost an in- 
decent ease. 

The blame belongs to the city, having as 
it has the facility for never appearing the 
same twice in succession. No repeat per- 
formances. So naturally some place else 
at sometime or other always reminds a 
San Francisco person of home. 

Break-of-day today, for instance, can- 
not be repeated here. Nor can it be quite 
explained. I was awakened at dawn by 
what I imagined at first was somebody’s 
radio tuned to one of these overmodern 
symphonies, a symphony in which at least 
a dozen heavy chords persisted and domi- 
nated. None of the chords would give up 
and admit defeat, and in the groggy state 
of awakening I did wish the radio would 
be turned off. But in time the persistent 
chords revealed themselves as something 
else again—foghorns, a pipe organ of them 
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FINISH 


T MAY not be as bad as 

you think. Didn’t Mark 
‘Twain say that most of our 
worries came from things 
that never happened? 


For 25 years Lucky Tiger has 
been made for hair and scalp, 
and used by millions to remove 
loose dandruff, to allayscalpitch- 
ing, relieve scalp irritations,andto 
groom and beautify hair. At drug- 
gists and barbers under guarantee 
of satisfaction or money back. Be- 
gin now to give your hair a chance, 


A New Lucky Tiger 
FREE! “WiTH OIL 


A newl.T. with OIL is now being made for excessively 
dry hair and scalp. A 35 bottle will be sent upon 
receipt of 12¢ stamps to pay packing and postage. 


Lucky Tiger Mfg. Co., Dept. 80 Kansas City, Mo. 
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extending forever along the harbor. And 
covering the whole harbor down there was 
a quilt of fog. 

I was well out and above the fog, but 
the bay bridges were not. They were sus- 
pended up there upon nothing, like a 
dream about heaven, and the upper bridge 
span was suspended upon nothing, too. 
Even most rainbows touch the earth some- 
where, but the arch of this bridge span 
was resting solely upon vapor. I cannot 
say the spectacle was beautiful. I do not 
know whether or not it was. It certainly 
could not have been beautiful to any skip- 
per smothered down there trying to navi- 
gate the bay. But the spectacle certainly 
did have the unexpected in it, and was 
the beginning of but another day in San 
Francisco. A different show each sunrise. 

The day was starting, too, with the 
reveille drum roll of the cable cars. Such 
cars originated here, I am told, but ‘am too 
lazy or indifferent to attempt to prove the 
saying. Nor do I care. But I do know the 
bells of these cable cars have a tinkle not 
at all unmindful of cows coming home. 
Always one hears these tinkle-tinkles, so 
persistently that often I think how re- 
markably fine it would be if only the 
motormen throughout the city could get 
together on harmonious variations. The 
Bell Ringers of Motordom. 


ee best city, of course, is where one’s 
friends are. We shall put it that way. Yet 
if I had to be lonely in any city, I would 
prefer San Francisco to be it in. So many 
other odds and ends are here to depend 
on besides people. To a person accus- 
tomed as I am to a comparatively compact 
waterfront, one he can hold in his hand 
and wherein he knows everybody, San 
Francisco’s waterfront is a baffling ex- 
travaganza indeed, and I prefer watching 
it to trying to understand it. For I cannot 
understand the inside works of a watch, 
and there are days when the harbor’s de- 
termined ferryboats (even the rare re- 
maining ones) behave down there upon 
the surface of the bay like some gigantic 
toy layout in a window display for children. 

In the city somewhere must be some- 
body who comprehends the full complex- 
ities of this harbor and who knows ahead 
of time which vessel is going to dock 
where and who knows by its color which 
ferryboat is going across to what, but I 
doubt if I would want to meet that man 
who could tell me everything. The knowl- 
edge would take something away from the 
mystery. The fun of trying to guess would 
Be turned into the routine of matter-of- 

act. 

Already many of the ferryboats are be- 
ing shoved off into little coves, where ulti- 
mately some of them will form a boneyard 
of their own and where in future years 
persons will stare at what remains of the 
hulls and recount stories of “the good old 
days.” For that is how it goes, the duty of 
each generation being, it seems, to leave 
relics. 

An elderly friend of mine here, for in- 
stance, makes a habit of driving each week 
out through what is known as Butcher 
Town to Hunter’s Point. The road passes 
a little bay choked with the ribs and 
hulls of old vessels he remembers. There 
they rest, the better of them occupied by 
families, and one of the mastless vessels 
having house windows cut into the sides. 
To my friend the sight of these vessels is 
overwhelming. I sympathize, and that is 
all he wants me to do, and that is all there 
is to it, and he has a good time. 

Hunter’s Point is not a pretty place, 
though it could have been, and some day 
may be. But it is the place where, on Sun- 
days, Mediterranean families, and Chinese 
families, too, park their cars for hours to 
eat shrimps fresh off the little fishboats. 
And by next morning the dead-end streets 








How to Beautify and Relieve the 
BUNION FOOT 


pee and unsightly bunions 
are usually caused by poor fitting 
shoes and can be relieved and con- 
cealed only by shoes made espe- 
cially for a foot with this enlarged 
joint. Wilbur Coon has created just 
this shoe: no seam near bunion; 
more room at ball to conceal 
bunion; a sole that permits foot to 
lie flat without bunching; a narrow 
heel, slim instep, and small waist 
to keep foot from sliding forward 
and to avoid crowding. No other 
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shoe like this Free Tread Shoe. 

Yet Free Tread Shoes are so de- 
signed they appear no wider than 
your present shoes. Good looks are 
not sacrificed to obtain comfort. 
Many styles—four heel heights— 
Over 200 sizes and fitting combina- 
tions. Mere words can’t express 
their merits. Have a free try-on by 
a Free Tread Dealer (a fitting 
expert). Let your feet and eyes de- 
cide. Save your feet—you can’t buy 
new ones. 

W. B. COON COMPANY 


6o Canal St., Rochester, N. Y. 


Send me your free book “Problem Feet” and 
name of dealer near me. 


aaa es 


A MADE-TO-MEASURE FIT IN READY-TO-WEAR SHOES City 








pendable 40- 
year-old alkaline 
solution soothes and aids in 
healing irritated membranes 
of the nose and throat, where 
infection so often starts. Ask 
your doctor. 


GLYCO- 


THYMOLINE 


at all drug stores 
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Seamstress, Without Experience, 
Becomes Hostess of Beautiful Hotel. 


“51—and still a seamstress! I was discouraged and dis- 
satisfied with my position and earnings. Then I answered 
a Lewis advertisement and received their book. Here was 
everything I wanted—good pay, fascinating work. Best of 
all, age didn’t matter—both young and mature had equal 
opportunities. I enrolled. Soon I was Housekeeper-Hostess 
of a beautiful hotel. At last I found one industry where 
mature years are a help, instead of a handicap. My success 
is due to Lewis Leisure-Time, Home Study Txaining.’’ 


STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL POSITION 


Hundreds of Lewis-trained men and women from 20 to 50 
are winning success in the hotel, club, restaurant and in- 
stitutional field. They’re ‘‘making good’’ as managers, 
assistant managers, housekeepers, hostesses and 56 other 
types of well-paid positions. Previous experience proved 
unnecessary. Good grade school education, plus Lewis 
Training, qualifies you at home, in leisure time. FREE 
book explains how you are registered, FREE of extra cost, 
in Lewis National Placement Service. It tells how to 
qualify for a well-paid position in this business where 
you're not dropped after 40. Make Miss Sheppard’s story 
your story by doing today what she did a short time ago. 
Mail the coupon NOW! 


I 

Clifford Lewis, Pres., I 
Lewis Hotel Training Schools, i 
Room TG-2428, Washington, D. C. i 
Send me the Free Book, ‘“‘Your Big Opportunity,’’ i 
without obligation, and details as to how to qualify I 
for a well-paid position. i 
Name ! 
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From the Highlands to the Southlands . 


...the sun’s quickly captured in these 
wearable, washable Country Club frocks. 
Sunburst Plaid, as Scottish as a thistle. 
Sea-Horses and Shells, straight from 
sunny shores... modern version of a 
Cuban wood-block print. So crisp and 
cool ...so perfect in line and detail 
...and so adaptable to your budget! 


In RARATAN and AGAWAM, fabrics by ARNOTEX 
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» 765—In Agawam 
of Spun Rayon. © 
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At the stores listed below...and many others: 
Lorp & TayLor . New York 
MANDEL BRoTHERS CHICAGO 
Woopwarp & Lorurop . Wasuincton, D. C. 


JosepH Horne Co. PITTSBURGH 
HicBEE Co. CLEVELAND 
Mitter & Ruoaps . RICHMOND 
C. H. YEAGER AKRON 
For fashion booklet and name of store in your city, write to 


COUNTRY CLUB FROCKS, INC., 1350 BROADWAY, N.Y. 
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are littered with a shell-and-paper-cup 
history of a fine afternoon. The episode 
would have no purpose here except for 
its verification of the theme of changes. 
In twenty years the remnants of these 
families also will be saying: “Do you re- 
member when we used to drive out to 
Hunter’s Point and sit there all day eating 
shrimps? My, my, my, people these days 
don’t know how to live.” 

Fisherman’s Wharf, though, is some- 
thing else again, being a part of the city 
proper where one can be served his sea- 
food either in his car or inside the cluster 
of surrounding seafood booths and restau- 
rants, and while the boiling vats throw out 
their hot steam even while one is eating. 
But that does not interest me so much as 
the spectacle of well-dressed people rush- 
ing to the doorway of one of the adjoining 
wholesale markets with the arrival of each 
fishload from the sea. People like to see 
fish being carried along a conveyor and 
being cleaned, and I do not know why. 
But then I do not know, either, why I 
like to watch people watching fish being 
cleaned. 


[ue city has as many golf clubs, tennis, 
clubs, skiing clubs, skating clubs, hunt- 
ing clubs, yacht clubs, walking clubs, na- 
ture clubs, athletic clubs—it has as many 
of them as any city I know. Also it has 
as many elaborate hotel ballrooms and as 
many elaborate restaurants and as many 
elaborate night clubs; and also it has as 
many of those exclusive clubs wherein one 
member has to die before a new one can 
be taken in. Yet, though it has all these, 
a peculiar thing is that so many of the 
visitors coming here ask first of all to see 
the site of the old Barbary Coast. 

The inexhaustible stories of “The Coast” 
are part of San Francisco. No lone old- 
timer knows all of them, but each old- 
timer seems under the impression nobody 
else really knows any of them. The whole 
thing is rather a game. Should a writer, 
for instance, neglect mentioning all the 
details, an impossibility on the face of 
it, he will be criticized for not knowing 
anything about it. Each old-timer has had 
his own personal experience or his own 
favorite bar, and if neither is mentioned 
in a write-up of “The Coast,” then the 
writer indeed is accused of having muffed 
it all. The point is that San Francisco’s 
night life, so far as concerns the bottle- 
bouncing part of it, the grim-and-giggle 


part of it, is by no means extinct. The 
dives no longer are “The Coast,” to be 
sure, but have scattered into side-street 
dumps as smoke-filled and.as rickety as 
of yore. Only maybe more so. 

Nickel-loading music machines, run 
electrically, may have replaced the piano 
player (though not everywhere), and 
though dinner jackets mingle with caps 
in many of the spots, still the ancient dives 
do have the authority or antiquity about 
them which cannot be reproduced by arti- 
ficial modeling. If a dive appears old, in 
all probability it is old. And that old duffer 
who has just entered and is now doing an 
imitation of a trombone with his hands 
and lips—he is probably an old four-a- 
dayer from the Considine & Sullivan time. 
There are lots of them frequenting these 
places, and they like to perform. Ghosts, 
too. 


UT the fellow I saw for the first time 

last night was not a ghost, though he 
seemed trying hard enough to be. He 
reached his hand out to the bartender, 
and the bartender automatically handed 
over three burned-out light bulbs. 

“Here you are, Danny,” the bartender 
said. “I been saving them.” 

“Thanks,” Danny answered. “I knew 
you would.” Danny accepted the bulbs 
and ate them. He ate them while we 
watched. 

Obviously he was a run-down glass 
eater, some stranded performer of the 
long-ago refusing to admit he was through. 
I do not know, but I do know the whole 
thing did not seem so much out of place 
here in a San Francisco early morning. 

But now that I have started, why do I 
not tell all about San Francisco? All about 
the tremendous homes on the hills? All 
about the gracious parks? The libraries? 
The art museums? The new community 
beach building? The multitude of sub- 
urbs? You can ask, but I cannot answer. 
For they are here. But for that matter, 
so is that most predominating island, Al- 
catraz, and I did not mention it, either. 
But here it is, and exactly opposite the 
favorite parking lanes for watching the 
harbor. 

And here is a postscript, too (everybody 
is entitled to one postscript), to say that 
this is the amazing city of contrasts, the 
most amazing of which is this, that it still 
thought it had to put on a World’s Fair. 

I give up. 


On the other side of the continent is another World’s Fair, another fasci- 
nating city. We'll tell you about them in the May Goop HOUSEKEEPING 


NEW CALVARY 


By 


Helen Welshimer 


SO one by one they turned away from Him, 
Until He stood alone on Pilate’s floor; 

A tired young Man, yet stalwart, straight, and slim, 
Whose heart was broken, yet Whose visage bore 
Such depth of peace the rulers paused, afraid, 
And murmured, “Tell the sin this Man has done.” 
(In all Jerusalem none came to aid.) : 
The cry rang back, “He says He is God’s Son!” 


HE says He is God’s Son ... Oh, where were they, 
The halt, the deaf, the blind He had made well? 
Why did they not come running swift to say, 

“We are His proof!” They had so much to tell! 

I censure them—and yet because of me 

Christ kneels alone sometimes in Calvary. 
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“AS YOU can see from this map, Southern Pacific’s 
Four Scenic Routes all meet at SanFrancisco. By going 
to San Francisco on one of these routes and returning 

on another, you see an entirely different part of the United 
States each way. You see twice as much of California and 
the West as you would by going and returning on the same 
route—for little or no extra rail fare. Let me give you an 
example... 





“SEE the $50,000,000 Golden Gate International 
Exposition on Treasure Island in the middle of San 
Francisco Bay, the most beautiful world’s fair in all 

history, with magnificent views of the two largest bridges 

ever built. On this magic island you'll enjoy the fun and 
excitement of a trip to the Orient, the South Sea Islands, 

Hawaii, South America, Australia and dozens of other 

thrilling foreign lands. 

“You don’t need an automobile in San Francisco. It is a 
very compact city with excellent street car and taxi service. 

Ferries take you direct to Treasure Island for only 10¢. 


How to 


on your trip to the 


for little or no extra rail fare 





THE ROCKIES GREAT SALT LAKE RENO HIGH SIERRA 


“G0, for example, on Southern Pacific’s Overland Route, the shortest, 
fastest route to San Francisco—over the Rockies, across Great Salt Lake 
on the spectacular Lucin Causeway, through Reno and the High Sierra. 

“You can choose from five great trains on this route—the fast, extra fare 
streamliners City of San Francisco and Forty-Niner, the Overland Limited, the 
Pacific Limited and the money-saving San Francisco Challenger for chair car 
and tourist passengers exclusively, with good meals for 25¢, 30¢ and 35¢, and 
a stewardess-nurse at your service. 


YOSEMITE BIG TREES LOS ANGELES SOUTHWEST NEW ORLEANS 


“RETURN, as a suggestion, on our friendly Sunset Limited or Argonaut, 
tracing the romantic Sunset Route through Los Angeles, Southern 
Arizona, Texas and New Orleans, with side trips (for small extra fare) 

to Yosemite National Park, the Big Trees or Carlsbad Caverns National Park. 
Or use any other combination of our four routes. 

“From most eastern and midwestern places, such a “go one way, return an- 
other’ Southern Pacific ticket costs you not 1¢ more rail fare than a trip straight 
to California and back on the same route. Yet you actually see twice as much!” 


MAIL THIS COUPON today and we will send you free 


booklets describing the San Francisco World’s Fair 
and our Four Scenic Routes. Address O. P. Bartlett, 
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The best baking Prize < 


isadelighted % 


So say millions of women who use 
this surer way to better baking! 


Lf goull try it - right away - 
- youll share in our 


BARGAIN CAST ALUMINUM OFFER! 


If you gave your family a cake or some bread that had 
won a state fair prize, you’d be giving them a treat, 
wouldn’t you? Well, you can give them prize-win- 
ning bakings every time—w#thout any extra trouble or 
expense! 


COMPLETE INSTRUCTIONS ENCLOSED 

IN EVERY BAG OF PILLSBURY’S BEST 
There’s a special new recipe folder packed in-every 
Pillsbury’s Best bag. It contains complete instruc- 
tions for baking better cakes, bread, biscuits, and pies. 
It shows you the simple but important methods used 
by experts who win prizes for their baking. It shows 
you how to put this kind of baking on your table 
every day! 


A FLOUR THAT PUTS PRIZE-WINNING 
QUALITY INTO SIMPLE BAKED FOODS 
Once you’ve used Pillsbury’s Best, you'll never want 
to use any other flour. It makes a simple two-egg cake 
a real delight. It makes light, tender, fine-flavored 
biscuits, and flaky, tender pie crust. It makes prize- 
winning bread ... light, golden-brown, full of flavor. 
Yet it’s not expensive to use, for it goes further than 
cheap flour, and causes no baking failures. Get a bag 


... begin tomorrow to win “blue ribbons” at home! 1-qt. $1.00 | Stars from recipe 
PRICES 2-qt. 1.25 puchucyie Best 
3-qt. 1.50 Flour for each 


LOOK AT THESE AMAZING PRICES ON 
FINE PRECISION-FINISHED CAST ALUMINUM! 


A special bargain to induce you to try Pillsbury’s Best! 


Sturdy, precision-finished, heavy CAST aluminum 
kitchen ware—an unusual bargain at these prices. Not 
ordinary aluminum—not cheap, second-grade, light- 
weight cast aluminum—but well-made heavy ware, 
guaranteed by National Pressure Cooker Company. 
The prices shown below are less than half the prices at 
which similar ware has been sold, 
and are offered to introduce you to 


amount of money. 
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Saucepans... heavy CAST aluminum 


Three sizes. Similar ware has sold at: 
1-quart, $2.95; 2-quart, $3.75; 3-quart $4.35. 






Skillets ... 
heavy CAST aluminum 


Two sizes. Similar ware has sold 


at: 8-inch, $2.45; 10!s-inch, 
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piece ordered 


Griddle... heavy CAST aluminum 


103,-inch size. Similar ware has sold at $2.75. 
plus two Pillsbury’s Stars from 
YOUR } $1.00 1 


PRICE recipe folders in Pillsbury’s Best 
Flour 


$2.85. 





4 Pillsbury’s Best Flour. For each OUR RE 50c 

stl piece you want, simply cut two 0a eee ‘ 
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PRICE folders in Pillsbury’s 


Best Flour 


“ PILLSBURYS BEST FLOUR 


ANY years ago Lucretius 
said, “What to some is food 
to others may be sharp poi- 
son.” That was recognition 
of what today we call al- 
lergy. 

The allergic person is one who re- 
acts adversely to some food or contact 
substance that may be _ perfectly 
harmless to millions of other people. 
You probably have acquaintances 
who cannot eat strawberries or toma- 
toes without developing a skin rash. 
You know of hay-fever victims who 
are hypersensitive, or allergic, to rag- 
weed or goldenrod pollen—or even to 
expensive perfumes. 

Certainly you would not class 
strawberries, tomatoes, or flower pol- 
lens as common poisons. Which brings 
me to the point of this article. 

The Good Housekeeping Bureau 
approves, after test, certain types of 
cosmetics. Before approving any cos- 
metic we make extended analyses to 
insure the absence of any chemical 
that might irritate the skin, and of 
toxic metals such as lead and arsenic. 
We even check the laboratory-con- 
trol facilities of the manufacturers to 
make sure that the manufacturers 
have safeguards against the use of 
adulterated raw materials. We recog- 
nize the fact that a careless or indif- 
ferent manufacturer might include in 
his formula substances generally poi- 
sonous to all individuals. We know 
how to detect these substances, and 
we refuse to approve any cosmetics 
in which we find them. 

From time to time, however, we 
get complaints about cosmetics which 
we have approved. The complainant 





writes that she tried a certain prod- 
uct and broke out with a violent 
rash. She wishes to sue the manufac- 
turer, and she is sure we have shown 
criminal negligence in approving the 
product. 

On investigation, we find that most 
of such cosmetic-caused rashes turn 
out to be allergic reactions; the fault 
is due not to the manufacturer but 
to the skin the victim happened to 
be born with. In fact she may have 
less reason to blame the cosmetic 
maker than her ancestors for her type 
of hypersensitivity or allergy. 

For purely practical reasons, then, 
it is important to distinguish between 
an allergic reaction peculiar to your- 
self and an effect due to an irritant 
which you say the manufacturer 
should have eliminated before he sold 
you his product. How can you do this? 

Because of the widespread exis- 
tence of allergies of one sort or an- 
other most hospitals today maintain 
allergy clinics whose job it is to find 
out what your particular poison or 
allergen is and tell you how to 
avoid it. 

The procedure in these clinics is 
practically identical everywhere. Ex- 
tracts of the suspected products are 
made and injected in small amounts 
under the skin. The prompt rise of 
a wheal or hive indicates the presence 
of the allergen; the failure of such 
reaction, its probable absence. 

By such methods hay-fever vic- 
tims, for example, can be separated 
into groups that are sensitive to rag- 
weed or to goldenrod. If you have an 
egg or a wheat allergy, the hospital 
skin test will show it. Sometimes, of 
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course, it takes many tests to run 
down the offending allergen, espe- 
cially as a person may be sensitive 
to more than one allergen. 

In detecting multiple as well as 
simple allergy, however, the method 
is the same in principle: discovering 
the reaction of a small area of skin to 
the disturbing factor or allergen. 

Using the same principle, you can 
make a test, in the home, of any given 
cosmetic. It is not necessary to inject 
the substance, as in the hospital test. 
You can make what we call a patch 
test. Soak a small piece of cheesecloth 
in the product, or smear the product 
on it. Lay it over a small area of the 
upper arm. Hold it in place with a 
piece of adhesive tape. After a period 
of time—ten minutes or so—remove 
the cheesecloth and examine the con- 
dition of the skin underneath. 

If the skin is excessively reddened 
or swollen, (Continued on page 254) 
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RECIPE 


SALADS in CANS 
Quick ¢ No Work! 
Honest-to-goodness homey salads! 
Made from an old family recipe— 
hearty . . piquant . . loaded with 
flavor! No work at all. Easy to 
serve as a can of peaches. Ready 
for children’s noonday lunches, 
picnics, or 11th hour POTATO 
guests the minute TUNA FISH 
yor open the ae Pe Ath ONG 

sk your grocer for 
all ae RediSalade. CHECKEN 


VEGETABLE 
LET’S PROVE THIS! 


Send $1 for 6 cans (1 
of each Salad, regular 
value $1.35). West of 
Rocky Mts. send $1.25. 
Offer limited to U.S.A. 
and 1939. e Address 


IVANHOE Kitchens 


Auburn, 


ed-Sabads 


IN CANS 


WHY SOME HAIR 
“STAYS PUT” 








® Is your hair all limp, flat and droopy after a 
home shampoo? Even when you spend more for 
a permanent than you think you should, does your 
hair seem dry, wiry, and more stubborn to put up 


than before? It seems tragic now... but please 
don’t give up hope! This week try a new easy to 
use, home shampoo called Admiracion Oil Sham- 
poo. Asingle application and dirt, perspiration and 
dust are thoroughly washed away. The dulling film 
that mars otherwise naturally pretty hair goes. The 
sparkle and glory that’s hidden in your hair is yours 
with practically no effort on your part. Ask your 
druggist today for Admiracion Oil Shampoo. There 
are two types. The famous Admiracion Olive Oil, 
and the new Admiracion Foamy Oil for women 
who prefer a lather. Money back if this new sham- 
poo isn’t the perfect short-cut to a lovely, easily 
managed coiffure. Admiracion Labs., Harrison, N.J. 


> Fashi 

J in MATERNITY CLOTHES 
Our MAGIC TUCK*, allowing for easy adjust- 
ment, is a feature appreciated many times over 
before and after maternity. It’s so easy to order 
direct. Write for free booklet H4 of SEASON’S 
NEW MODELS. Address Creed Clothes, 237 
Boylston St., Boston, Mass, *(Pat. app. for.) 
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The Perfect Treasure 


(Continued from page 33) 

after him. Earn her salary. Save a little 
more toward the day when she was too old 
to look out for other people’s babies. But 
she wouldn’t get soft. Wouldn’t let him dig 
deep into her heart. It hurt too much when 
the break came. And it seemed to hurt 
more and more. Years ago, when she’d 
first started taking care of babies, it hadn’t 
been so hard to leave them. She’d had her 
own life. Girls to go with. Even a boy to 
take her out once in a while. But it was 
difficult to keep up with friends as the 
years passed. The girls got married or 
moved away. The boys disappeared. 

It wasn’t easy for Miss Mabry to make 
friends. That “Miss” frightened away the 
average domestic servants—and Miss Ma- 
bry thought of herself as a special baby 
nurse, not just a servant. So she was usu- 
ally alone. Once in a long while, when 
she had two days off together, or when, 
at other intervals, she was out of work, 
she would go for a short visit to some 
cousins in Mount Vernon. Not that she 
had much in common with them, but they 
were, after all, blood kin. They were the 
only relatives Miss Mabry had. 


Now. Miss Mabry read. Lucile, the col- 
ored maid, didn’t sleep in, so there was 
no one for her to talk to. She read a long 
story in one of her favorite magazines. 
My! My! What a hard time that woman 
had had with her husband! Sometimes, 
when Miss Mabry read stories like that, 
she was almost glad she didn’t have a 
husband of her own. Though to have a 
husband and babies you didn’t need to 
give up would be pretty wonderful. Well, 
some people had everything. Miss Mabry 
didn’t know why. Take this Mrs. Flower. 
A husband and a baby and an apartment 
and everything. Funny! 

She went to sleep early and awoke at 
five-thirty. She bathed and dressed hur- 
riedly. Put on one of her own white 
dresses. In the kitchen she made the baby’s 
formula. At six, according to her careful 
schedule, she gave Bobby his first bottle. 

Mrs. Flower was up at ten, just when 
the baby was getting his second bottle. 
She cooed over the baby a little. 

“He’s all right, don’t you think?” she 
asked. 

“He’s a fine baby,” said Miss Mabry. He 
was a fine baby. 

“You know just what to do?” A bit 
anxious now. 

“I know exactly what to do,” said Miss 
Mabry. She did. 

She took Bobby to the park. It was only 
a short walk. He slept in his carriage, and 
Miss Mabry knitted. She didn’t knit very 
well, but she made herself a new sweater 
every year, and usually made things for 
the baby—sweaters or mittens, depending 
on the age of the child. She was working 
now on a brown sweater for her cousin’s 
little boy in Mount Vernon. 

By one o’clock Miss Mabry was back at 
home and, when the time came, all ready 
for the two-o’clock feeding. The baby slept 
then, and Miss Mabry wrote a note to Mrs. 
Erickson. She couldn’t help worrying 
about Philip. 

At six o’clock Bobby had another feed- 
ing, and Mrs. Flower came home. She’d 
had such a good time playing bridge. “It’s 
simply wonderful, being out again,” she 
said. “I feel just like flying around!” 

She did fly around. She picked up the 
baby a bit gingerly. 

“Mother’s little boy! You know, he looks 
like a boy, already, and not just like a 
baby! I hate little boys who look like little 
girls, don’t you? And when do you feed 
him real food? Don’t they give babies food 
awfully early these days?” 

“He can have orange juice when he’s 
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a month old and tomato juice a month 
after that and cereals when he’s three 
months old. And then vegetables .. .” 

But Mrs. Flower was no longer inter- 
ested. She knew that babies needed food 
to make them strong, and she had heard 
all about calories and vitamins—but she 
didn’t want to hear about them now. There 
wasn’t any use getting into long conver- 
sations. 

Miss Mabry, however, liked long con- 
versations, but she didn’t have anyone to 
talk to. The fact that her speeches were 
limitec to what the baby ate and liked 
and did seemed all right to her. 

The baby progressed according to sched- 
ule. When he was two months old, his 
night feeding was discontinued, and Miss 
Mabry could sleep straight through. 

Miss Mabry knew that babies should be 
let alone and not kissed or disturbed. She 
let the baby alone. She always let babies 
alone, even when she grew fond of them. 
This was the baby she wasn’t going to 
grow fond of—this baby and all the babies 
to follow! 

She was pleased, though, because the 
Flowers usually let Bobby alone, too. But 
they always brought their friends in to 
see him, and Miss Mabry was pleased 
when they all exclaimed over how well 
he was looking. She was always a little 
superior about the babies she took care of. 

“T can’t believe what that woman does 
with her time!” Mrs. Flower told her 
friends at bridge. “Do you know she spends 
every minute all day with that child! It’s 
incredible!” ~- 

“She’s probably not very smart,” said 
Hilda Fisher, “or she couldn’t do it. 
Wouldn’t be a nurse in the first place, if 
it comes to that. You or I couldn’t stand 
it!” 


“T hope she’s not too dumb,” said Mrs. 
Flower. “After all, it’s my son she’s got 
with her!” 


ISS MABRY wasn’t too dumb. She 
knew enough to see that Bobby was 
looked after, as to both diet and habits. She 
kept him immaculately clean. After his 
first dark hair fell out, little yellow ringlets 
came in, and Miss Mabry curled these 
around her fingers after his bath. He was 
such a good baby! But she wouldn’t care— 
not too much. She’d have to give him up 
sooner or later—no use suffering again! 
Bobby stood up in his baby pen. And 
in a few months more, before he was a 
year old, he was walking. Which was re- 
markable for a heavy baby. He wasn’t the 
energetic type, exactly. He talked baby 
talk at a year—and only Miss Mabry un- 
derstood what he said. When he was a 
year and a half, he had a fair vocabulary— 
spoke quite distinctly, too. At two years 
he said practically everything. He wore 
his little suits with an air. He was a real 
man! 

He wasn’t a real man all the time, of 
course. He was shy—and at the wrong 
times. He cried when his parents wanted 
to take care of him! He cried too easily 
for a boy, if it comes to that. And he 
wouldn’t go to strangers. 

“I don’t know what to do about him!” 
his mother wailed. “He’s so strong and 
healthy. Dr. Roberts said he’d come out 
of all his shyness before long. But it’s so 
silly—having a baby who won’t let you 
cuddle him!” 

She thought of dismissing Miss Mabry— 
but she knew, now, how much time a baby 
takes. She looked around at her friends 
with babies and knew what trouble they 
had with nurses. Miss Mabry did every- 
thing for Bobby. What if she was funny 
looking? Better let well enough alone. 

She thought a little of sending him to 
one of the modern schools for babies. 

“T wouldn’t do it,’ Dr. Roberts advised. 
“In a few years, yes, but now—keep him 
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away from the children he might catch 
things from. Keep him out in the open 
air. He’s high-strung and nervous—but 
he’ll get over it.” 

Bobby liked the park. Miss Mabry liked 
the park, too. There was usually someone 
to talk to. Another baby’s nurse. Or a 
woman with a dog. Or an old man. “What 
a darling little boy!” folks would say. And 
Miss Mabry would admit Bobby was a 
darling little boy. And then there would 
be more fascinating conversations. It kept 
you from being lonely to talk to people. 

In the evening, after Bobby had had his 
supper, Miss Mabry put him to bed. She 
pulled the shades down, because it was 
still light outside. And she sat next to 
Bobby’s little bed. This was the best hour 
of the day. Bobby was undoubtedly too 
young to be read to, but Miss Mabry read 
to him. Silly nursery rhymes about pigs 
and kittens. And folk tales. And fairy 
stories. Before she’d read very far, his eyes 
would close. 

Miss Mabry had her own dinner then. 
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A. J. CRONIN 


It’s the story of a woman who 
so loved the world that she had 
no time to love one man. Who 
staked her life, her happiness, 
her honor, in a great gamble 
with Death. It?s— 
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She ate in the kitchen: She ate alone and 
slowly. It helped take up time. 

She went to her room afterward. And 
read and sewed. And thought of the babies 
she’d taken care of. Wondered about them. 
Sometimes she’d write to the women she’d 
been with and ask about the babies. When 
they sent her a picture, which was seldom 
enough, it would be the picture of a 
strange, long-legged little boy or girl. 
Not her baby at all. 

Some nights she was content, sitting 
here alone, Bobby sleeping so quietly. 
After all, she had a comfortable home. 
When she left here, she’d find another 
comfortable haven. It wasn’t as if she 
loved Bobby the way she sometimes loved 
the babies in her care. Other nights she 
was seized with a great unrest, a great 
loneliness. Life. must offer more than 
this! 

She wasn’t old yet, but life was going on 


—day after day—and she had nothing but ‘ 


a tiny place in someone else’s home. She 
wanted her own place. Her own babies. 
Someone who cared for her. Surely in the 


whole world there was someone she could | s 
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love, who would love her, too. Someone! 
Some place! Please, God! 

She was glad she felt that way only once 
in a while. Usually it was pleasant enough 
taking care of Bobby, cooking Bobby’s 
meals, taking Bobby walking. He was a 
nice child. She had a nice life. Not too 
hard. And each month she put a little 
something by. 

Mr. Flower’s business prospered, and 
Mrs. Flower decided on the suburbs. A 
house with a yard—and not too far out. 
The yard and the air would be good for 
Bobby. And it was smart to live in the 
suburbs, too. They found a house in Great 
Neck. A nice house. Stucco. Sort of Eng- 
lish. A nice yard—grounds, almost. A 
garage. And the house had plenty of room. 

Miss Mabry was the problem. They 
really didn’t need her, Mrs. Flower felt. 
A big boy of three didn’t need a nurse 
girl. Still, Miss Mabry was good with 
Bobby. He was getting over being shy, but 
he was still difficult at times—and he did 
need a lot of attention. Well, they’d keep 
her for a little while. 

Miss Mabry had her own room. A lovely 
room. The guest room, in fact; but as there 
were few enough overnight guests, they 
felt she might as well sleep there for the 
time being. Dr. Roberts had said that 
Bobby ought to have his own bedroom. 

Miss Mabry liked Great Neck. She took 
Bobby for a long walk every day. Along 
quiet suburban streets. He held her hand, 
and they talked. Bobby asked questions. 
And she answered them as well as she 
could. She’d go on errands for Mrs. 
Flower. Or buy something for Celia, the 
new cook. 


HEY’D stop in the drugstore. Then 

they’d stop in a little shop where Miss 
Mabry would buy one of her inevitable 
magazines. She read the women’s maga- 
zines and most of the magazines devoted 
to the details of the personal lives of the 
movie stars. Miss Mabry liked the man 
who kept the shop. It was a funny little 
shop and sold candy, stationery supplies, 
toys, publications, cheap editions of last 
year’s best sellers, and greeting cards. Mr. 
Helmouth ran the store alone, with a 
high-school boy to help out and attend 
to the few deliveries. There had been a 
Mrs. Helmouth, but she had died three 
years before. Helmouth still lived in the 
apartment above his shop. He was a pleas- 
ant man of medium height, and slender, 
with pale eyes and hair and eyebrows. 
There was nothing about him for em- 
phasis. His voice was as colorless as the 
rest of him. Miss Mabry never knew he 
was colorless. She spoke to so few men. 
She thought it was quite an adventure to 
stop by, Bobby’s hand held tight in hers, 
and buy colored pencils or a magazine. 

She and Helmouth would talk. About 
nothing. The weather. The news on the 
front pages of the newspaper. Some local 
event. Any holiday that happened along. 

The rest of life wasn’t as pleasant as 
these visits, but it was better than in town. 
Miss Mabry liked the country. She liked 
it—and yet felt insecure. This wouldn’t 
last! Every month Bobby grew a month 
older. He had a tricycle and a scooter. 
For Christmas he got an electric train— 
and though he didn’t play with it very 
much, still it seemed to mean something: 
another step. Bobby’s new blocks had the 
names of the states on them. And animals. 
And colors. Bobby talked all grown-up. 
Not that it mattered, of course. She had 
never really let herself love Bobby... 

It was a nice Christmas. Bobby got a 
hundred toys. The educational ones which 
he didn’t like much. And just toys, which 
he liked a great deal. Mr. and Mrs. Flower 
gave each other things for the house—it 
was still new enough to be first in their 
minds. They gave Miss Mabry a warm 
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dressing gown and a black leather purse 
with a new ten-dollar bill in it. Bobby 
gave her a box of candy—though of course 
he didn’t choose it himself. That was all 
the presents Miss Mabry got for Christ- 
mas. She sent her cousins a box of things. 
They send her cards. 

A week after Christmas Mr. and Mrs. 
Flower went away on a holiday. Mr. 
Flower’s business was getting along so 
well that it seemed silly not to take ad- 
vantage of it. They sailed on an eighteen- 
day cruise. 

The Flowers never interfered with Miss 
Mabry, but lately Mr. Flower had been 
paying more attention to Bobby. Playing 
ball with him. Teaching him to box, after 
buying him miniature boxing gloves. “I 
want him to be a real man,” he had said. 
Why, Bobby was a real boy! He’d-be a 
real man, all right. 

Now she had Bobby alone! They took 
long walks. 

“See the snow on the trees, Bobby. In 
a few months they’ll get all green again.” 

“How will they know when to get 
green?” 

“That is a nice thought! I’ll tell Mother 
what you said. They know when because 
when the weather gets warm, the sap 
comes-up inside of them and feeds them, 
and leaves grow.” 

“What’s sap?” 

“Sap? It’s—thin—like water, only it’s 
food. All the little roots suck down into 
the earth and drink up the water, and that 
seeds De trees.” 

OC 2 


ee stopped in the stationery store and 
bought a magazine. Miss Mabry tried 
not to feel disappointed because Mr. Hel- 
mouth was busy with another customer. 
And before he’d had a chance to say a 
word to her still another customer came 
in. She was glad he was so busy. Only... 

But she didn’t have much chance to 
think about Mr. Helmouth, because before 
she even got Bobby home, the child had 
begun to sneeze. 

Miss Mabry did the usual thing. She put 
him to bed. Tucked him in warm. Gave 
him some hot milk. He should have been 
well by morning. 

But he was worse in the morning. He 
had a temperature. It wasn’t high, but it 
worried Miss Mabry. She got Dr. Roberts 
on the telephone—but it meant a long trip 
to Great Neck for him, and Bobby’s upset 
didn’t sound serious. Dr. Roberts felt that 
Miss Mabry knew just what to do. 

Miss Mabry did know what to do—but 
Bobby was quite ill. He was ill for three 
days—and just as he began to improve, 
his ear started to ache. In a week he had 
a very bad ear. 

The next days passed in a horrible con- 
fusion for Miss Mabry. Bobby was taken 
to the hospital. Dr. Roberts didn’t want 
to operate because Mr. and Mrs. Flower 
were still away. Miss Mabry stayed at the 
hospital with Bobby, who asked for her 
if she wasn’t with him. 

It wasn’t really dangerous, the doctors 
said. But it was bad. There was no doubt 
of that. If only— 

Bobby didn’t improve. There was talk 
of a transfusion. One now. One, certainly, 
before and after the operation. If only the 
Flowers were here— 

Yes, a blood transfusion. 

And, before she knew how it happened, 
it was Miss Mabry who was offering her 
own blood! She wasn’t being melodra- 
matic. It seemed the natural thing to do. 
as, right blood type? A test. Yes. That’s 

ne! 

They gave Bobby Miss Mabry’s blood, 
and color came into Bobby’s cheeks, and 
he felt a little better. 

And then the Flowers were back. They 


“hurried to Bobby’s bed, and Mrs. Flower 
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HEAVY BODY 
3°IN ONE IS THE 
SAFE OIL FOR 
WASHING MACHINES 


Made especially for 
washing machines 
—to keep them run- 
ning smoothly and 
quietly. Its triple- 
action Lubricates, 
Cleans, Prevents 
Rust and Tarnish. 
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WASHING THESE DIAPERS 
IS JUST CHILD’S PLAY!" 


Stains just seem to dissolve away the minute 
you put them into water! Their open-mesh 
fabric not only washes clean with remarkable 
speed and ease, but also dries twice as fast 
— indoors or out. Developed by a leading 
maker of hospital dressings, Curity’s surgical- 
weave layettecloth fabric is 30% more ab- 
sorbent than old-time diaper materials. Much 
softer, too.... Curity diapers have no hems. 
FOLDLINE is another time-saving Curity 
contribution. Lines woven into the 20” x 40” 
size provide a handy guide to all diaper folds. 
With this simple device the 20” x 40” size 
serves for the whole diaper period. 


EASIER WASHING NURSERY PADS 
Made of the same easy-washing material as 
the Curity diapers. They dry four times faster 
than old-fashioned filled pads. Softer and 
more absorbent, too — necessary over water- 
proof sheeting to keep baby healthier, more 

comfortable. Mail the coupon. 


Urctityy Lyeteckoth 
eo Us par oF ly DIAPERS 
NURSERY PADS =: NURSERY MASKS 
MYO YY sk YI yyeeeyeye—eey vw Y* 
KENDALL MILLS — Dept. 102 — Walpole, Mass. 
In Canada: Kendall Mills, Ltd., Station K, Toronto 
Please send me (only one to each individual) : 
| (0 Full-size Curity Layettecloth Diaper, 10c enclosed 
CD Layettecloth Diaper and Nursery Pad, 50c enclosed 
Nome 


Address ee eee 
State 
OPPS ISS III PPP PDS NAAN AAP MAS 








cried and said: “That’s what happens 
when I leave him alone. It’s the first time 
we've been separated!” 

And Mr. Flower wiped his eyes and 
said: “There! There! Yes, I guess we 
shouldn’t have left him!” 

They didn’t blame Miss Mabry. Not in 
words, anyhow. But you had the feeling 
that all of his life Bobby had been under 
the direct care of his parents, that they’d 
thought of him every minute, and that 
now, when for the first time they’d 
stepped aside— 

The doctors operated on Bobby’s ear. 
All during the operation Miss Mabry sat, 
her eyes closed, her hands pressed against 
her face. “Oh, God! Dear God! Don’t let 
anything happen to Bobby! Let the opera- 
tion be a success! He can’t die—a little 
boy like that! He can’t die!” 

And she realized, for the first time, that 
she loved Bobby more than she had loved 
any of her other little charges—more than 
she loved anyone else in the world. Why, 
her blood flowed in his veins! She was the 
one who had looked after him! He was 
her boy! 

Bobby stayed in the hospital for two 
weeks, Long, horrible weeks. Miss Mabry, 
at home, prayed for him or thought of 
him. He was her world. At the hospital, 
where she spent as much time as she could, 
she read to Bobby, told him stories. He 
was listless at first. Then he grew fretful. 

He was thoroughly spoiled by the time 
he got home. Miss Mabry knew that. She 
didn’t care! All of her training thrown to 
the winds! What did it matter! She could 
train him over again. 

“TI want a red top!” said Bobby. He meant 
the big red top in Mr. Helmouth’s window. 

His father brought him an ordinary red 
top, and he threw it on the floor and burst 
into tears. Miss Mabry knew he was weak 
and nervous. He still had to have his ear 
dressed every day. His father didn’t un- 
derstand him so well. 

“When I bring you a toy, thank me for 
it,” he said. 

Bobby turned his head away and 
wouldn’t say, “Thank you.” 

The next day Miss Mabry went to see 
Mr. Helmouth, told him about Bobby. She 
went home with the top in her hand. 

Bobby was well again! That was some- 
thing. The weather was cold and disagree- 
able. He couldn’t go out. So Miss Mabry 
sat in his room with him. Read to him. 
Cut figures out of paper. Made up games. 
He was cross a lot of the time. Miss Mabry 
didn’t blame him. She felt that she would 
have been cross, too, closed up in the 
house all day. 


MES. FLOWER spent more time with 
him. She tried to play with him, too. 
But Bobby wasn’t accustomed to her. He 
pushed her away. Cried when she played 
with his toys. But even Mrs. Flower, with 
‘ all of her new feeling of devotion about her 
son, couldn’t be with him all the time. She 
had met a lot of new people in Great Neck. 
Spring came—and Bobby was as strong as 
ever—and could play out-of-doors again. 
The first really good Sunday his father 
took him for a walk. Miss Mabry put his 
winter coat on him—it was a little too 
heavy, but he’d outgrown his last year’s 
spring coat—and watched him as he went 
out. How tall and sturdy he was! A good 
boy, too. Her boy! Surely the family saw, 
now, that they shouldn’t be separated! 
Miss Mabry never knew what happened 
on that walk. Mr. Flower and Bobby re- 
turned in an hour. Neither one was talk- 
ing. Bobby came to Miss Mabry to have 
his coat taken off, the way he always did. 
She took off his coat and his leggings. She 
heard voices, raised rather high. Mr. and 
Mrs. Flower. She didn’t know what they 
were saying. 
No one spoke to her the rest of the day. 
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‘TNVESTIGATORS of the CERTIFIED RUG CLEANERS INSTI- 

TUTE have visited practically every rug cleaning plant in America 
of any size or repute. They report that with few exceptions most 
plants... even though long established and with seemingly excellent 
reputations in their communities for quality work ... are not doing 
a real cleaning job! Many wash only the face of rugs and carpets! 
Few have adequate modern equipment. Few use mild, safe, non- 
caustic soap and softened water. Rarely is adequate (bailee) insur- 
ance protection provided for customers’ goods. Yet all suggest they 
do high-quality, safe rug and carpet cleaning. 


The women of America should do something about .this. Today, 
most women realize that rugs and carpets can only be kept really 
clean by being sent out regularly (at least, once a year) for pro- 
fessional washing. They should insist on proper standards for rug 
and carpet cleaning, including adequate insurance protection. 


Though there are about 6,000 firms in America calling themselves 
“rug-cleaners,” the Institute thus far has found only a few plants 
willing to meet the standards and subject their work to the impartial 
control (including periodic unannounced inspections) established by 
the Institute for the protection of rug-owners. The firms listed below 
have done so. Hence, their rug and carpet cleaning is Certified by 
the Institute . . . and Guaranteed by “Good Housekeeping” as ad- 
vertised herein. (Certificatiom adds nothing to the price you pay.) 





CERTIFIED RUG CLEANER 


Newark—Jancovius & Son, Inc. 
New Orleans—OK Storage & Transfer 
Company 
New York City—The C. H. Brown Co. 
J. & J. W. Williams 
(Far Rockaway) John Winkler's Sons 
Oakland—Marshall Steel Company 
Omaha—Max I. Walker 
Rochester—Staub & Son 
San Francisco—Turko-Persian Rug Co 
Schenectady—Maxwell Rug Cleaners 
Seattle—Wolfe & Company 
Scranton—Scranton Bedding Co. 
Toledo—Toledo Launderers Rug & Dry 
Cleaners 
Washington, D, C.—Frazee-Potomac 
Laundry Company 


laa ene 


Baltimore—Enterprise Carpet Cleaning & 
Storage Company 
Birmingham—Alabama Carpet Cleaning 
Works 
Bridgeport—Crawford Laundry Company 
Chicago—Chicago Rug & Carpet Cleaners 
General Rug & Carpet Cleaners 
Shearer City Compressed Air 
Rug Cleaners 
Cincinnati—Security Rug Cleaning Co. 
Cleveland—West Side Carpet Cleaning 
Company 
Denver—New Method Cleaners & Dyers- 
Evansville, Ind—Evansville Rug Cleaning 
i Company 
Grand Rapids—Baxter Launderers, Rug & 
Dry Cleaners 
Harrisburg, Pa—Keystone Rug Cleaning 
Company 
Hartford, Conn Haas Rug Company 
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Indiana polis—Crown Laundry & Dry 
Cleaning Company 
McKelvey-Kel, Inc. 


Jersey City—Goodman Warehouse Corp. 
Kalamazoo—Kalamazoo Laundry 
Lexington, Ky—Laval Cleaners 

Los Angeles—Fred Rice Rug Service 
Louisville—V. C. Glass Carpet Co, 

Mem phis—Kraus Cleaners 


Minneapolis—Lawrence's Launderers, 
Rug & Dry Cleaners 


Canada 
Montreal—Henry Morgan & Company 
Toronto—Langley's Limited 


. NEW YORK CITY 


CERTIFIED RUG CLEANERS INSTITUTE 

















RICH AND PURE— 
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Extra strength and richness 
for economy. Delicious mellow 
flavor for good home cooking. 
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@ This new Basket Type Sink Strainer 
collects all refuse automatically, so 
you need not handle messy waste. A 
flip of the handle makes it drain or 
act as a stopper. Saves your hands 
and disagreeable sink work. Fits all 
sinks. Nothing to get out of order. 
Your plumber can install it in a jiffy. 
Send for Free Descriptive Folder. 
Bridgeport Brass Company, Dept. C-l, 
Bridgeport, Conn. 
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VENETIAN BLINDS 


for Comfort at no Extra Cost 


For practical suggestions on the use of Columbia 
Residential Blinds for window treatments, you 
should fill out and return coupon 
below for “Book on Blinds’. This 
new booklet is beautifully illus- 
trated, showing many interiors in 
full color. Send ten cents today. 








c 


THE COLUMBIA MILLS, Inc. 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York 


» I enclose 10c for “BOOK ON BLINDS”, 
and the name of your nearest Authorized Dealer. 
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control. Preshrunk materials. Write Jane 
Jackson for free figure analysis. 


VENUS FOUNDATIONS, INC. 
NEW YORK + CHICAGO + SAN FRANCISCO 





226 


She hardly noticed it then, but later she 
recalled it. 

The next morning, after Mr. Flower had 
gone to the office, Mrs. Flower called her. 

“Miss Mabry,” she said, “you’ve been a 
perfect treasure, and we appreciate all 
you've done for Bobby. But he’s a big 
boy now. His father feels he should be 
with us—and with other children. Yester- 
day he talked with Bobby, and Bobby 
doesn’t seem to be developing the right 
way. Not manly enough.” 

“But, Mrs. Flower,” began Miss Mabry, 
and stopped. She didn’t know what to say. 
That hollow feeling in the pit of her stom- 
ach that she hadn’t had for a long time 
came back. She’d be alone. Without a 
home. Without a job. Without Bobby. 

Mrs. Flower smiled. “I’m sorry,” she 
said. “But you’ve been with us so.much 
longer than we’d planned, anyhow. I 
thought I’d need you only a few months, 
and it’s been years.” 

They talked. It didn’t mean anything. 
Miss Mabry knew it wouldn’t mean any- 
thing. “Tl give you a recommendation, 
of course. You are a fine baby’s nurse .. 
Two weeks’ notice, or, if you want to go 
now instead, Ill pay you two weeks’ 
salary.” 

Miss Mabry had the feeling that Mrs. 
Flower wanted it all finished. Wanted her 
out of her sight. Well, as long as she had 
to go! 


GHE packed her clothes—those decent 
garments without distinction and with- 
out style. She’d go to her cousins in Mount 
Vernon for a couple of weeks. Another 
job, then. Another baby to take care of ... 

“What’s the matter?” Bobby asked. 

“Tm going away,” Miss Mabry said. 

peeks looked at her gravely. “Oh,” he 
said. 

Mrs. Flower peeped into the room. 
“We'll send your bags to the station,” she 
said brightly. “And I’ve a check in my 
room for you. You’ll come in and see me 
when you're ready? I'll drive you to the 
station if you like.” 

“Til walk,” said Miss Mabry. “T’ll be in 
in a few minutes.” 

She finished dressing. A black dress. A 
brown coat—Mrs. Flower had given it to 
her last year. A blue hat—a new one she’d 
bought only a week ago. 

She looked in her bag. A clean handker- 
chief. A powder compact. Little odds and 
ends. A nail file. Her money. She was all 
ready to go. 

She went back into Bobby’s room. 

“Am I going?” he asked. 

“No,” said Miss Mabry. 

She seized him in her arms. Hugged 
him. He was so sturdy! So tall! Her boy! 
Really her boy! She had washed him and 
dressed him, looked out for him, given 
him her blood. 

“You hug so hard you hurt me,” said 
Bobby. 

She told Mrs. Flower good-bye. 

“If there’s anything I can do for you— 
if anyone wants to telephone me about 
you—” 

“Thank you,” said Miss Mabry. 

She was on the street. And there was 
no one in the world who cared what be- 
came of her. Everyone else she knew had 
someone. Some people, like the Flowers, 
had whole families. Bobby had been her 
only thought, her only care, for years. She 
loved him so! And now he was gone! As 
the other babies were gone. She’d get a 
couple of letters from Mrs. Flower. Maybe 
a post card then. Or even a snapshot of 
Bobby. And that would be all. 

She’d go to see Mr. Helmouth. She had 
time before her train was due. He was 
the only one in town she wanted to see 
again. She had made no real friends in 
town. Mr. Helmouth was the only one who 
cared anything at all about her in the 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


Bring cheer and color into every 
room of your home with Fin- 
castle ready-to-hang draperies. 
No sewing! No measuring! 
Expertly tailored for you with 
pinch pleats, generous hems — 
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Department M for “Window 
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whole town. Or any place else, if it came 
to that. And he’d never really paid much 
attention to her. But he’d been kind. She’d 
say good-bye to him. 

Mr. Helmouth was alone. 

“Hello there, Miss Mabry,” he said. 

‘’'m going away,” said Miss Mabry. 

“You mean on a trip?” 

“No, I’m going. The little boy got too 
big for a nurse.” 

“Oh, I thought you were there for a 
long time.” 

“T was. Almost since he was born. But 
he doesn’t need a nurse. They think he’s 
old enough—” She couldn’t go on. 

“You’re going to another place?” 

“First I’m going to see some cousins in 
Mount Vernon.” 

“You’re going soon?” 

‘Right now. I’m on my way to the 
station.” 

“Oh, Miss Mabry!” Helmouth came over 
to her. He was a nice little man. He rubbed 
his hands together. “I—I didn’t know. I'll 
miss you a great deal.” 

“Tll miss you, too.” 

“Maybe, if I could see you sometime— 
if you’d like to see me?” 

“Pd like to see you a great deal,” said 
Miss Mabry. “If you'll give me a pencil, 
Ill write down my cousins’ address.” 

He brought a card and a pencil to her. 
“That’s far,” he said. “I don’t get off much, 
you know. Maybe we could meet in New 
York City.” 

“Of course. That will be nice,” said Miss 
Mabry. She didn’t know what to say. 
Nothing like this had ever happened to 
her before. 

“Maybe you could come out here, too. 
And visit me. I have a nice little apart- 
ment upstairs. A phonograph and a radio. 
I could cook dinner for you.” 

“T can cook,” said Miss Mabry. “I love 
to cook—though I never get a chance ex- 
cept cooking things babies and little chil- 
dren like.” 

“Well, we'll both cook. We'll both cook!” 
said Helmouth. “It’s nice—my little apart- 
ment. If you’ve got time to come and see 
it now?” 

Mr. Helmouth’s apartment! A date with 
Mr. Helmouth. Why, maybe he’d like her! 
And maybe, the two of them—someone 
to think about, to care for, who wouldn’t 
grow up and be taken away from her—a 
real, adult person. Maybe her own home! 
And maybe— 

She wasn’t too old! It was silly, of 
course. Maybe it wouldn’t happen. But 
things do happen—to other people. Why 
not to her? 

“I’ve got all the time in the world,” said 
Miss Mabry. 





WHEN DOGWOOD 
BLOOMS 


By Florence T. Hillard 


WHITE rapture spreads along the 
stony slopes, 

Matchlessly fair. 

It might be young doves resting 

Or souls of saints 

At prayer. 


HE WHO looks upon a dogwood tree 
in bloom 

Stands at Heaven’s gate, 

And forever will 

Feel kinship with 

The Immaculate. 
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Masterpieces 


Glamorous upholstered furniture, in 
large variety including authentic tradi- 
tional designs like the Duncan Phyfe 
sofa above, or smart modern like the 
KENTWOOD chair—a_ new style 
which is “‘at home’ with both modern 
and period pieces. Mueller Masterpieces There’s no limit to their energy 
assure you customed when they’re healthy. Assure correct 
quality, moderately 
priced, at fine stores. 
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For 10c to cover mailing costs you will receive 
this authoritative, finely illustrated Kindel hand- 
book of 18th Century Furniture Reproductions. 
NAME 
ADDRESS 


CITY STATES 3. ene 
Mail to Kindel Furniture Co., Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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Au OVER AMERICA you'll hear folks 


planning for bigger and better vacations via 
trailer. And no wonder! Fora Schult Trailer 
opens marvelous new travel opportunities 
at amazingly low cost. All the luxury of a 
modern hotel suite plus privacy and com- 
forts of home. Temperature control for all 
weather comfort.. Air conditioning. . Elec- 
tric refrigeration’... Showers—in fact, every 
modern convenience. All at quantity pro- 


10 NEW 
SCHULT 
MODELS 


New 1939 models 
offer the biggest 
values ever, 
Sizes and room 
arrangements to 
suit every purse 


duction, low prices. See your Schult dealer S34 purpose, 
today. Or write for FREE CATALOG. $498 to 
SCHULT TRAILERS, INC. $3600 


DEPT. 2604 


ELKHART, INDIANA 








“LEARN AT HOME 


Srupy in spare time to be a practical 
nurse. Many earn $25-$35 a week. Course 
endorsed by physicians. Thousands of 






graduates. 40th yr. One graduate has 
e charge of 10-bed hospital. Another saved 
$400 while learning. Equipment included. Men and women 18 to 


60. High School not required. Easy tuition payments. Write now. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 134, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago, III. 
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
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Learn and Live 
(Continued from page 201) 


annual Home Demonstration Camp at Fort 
Robinson, near Little Rock, is the “Show- 
case” of that organization. 

Two factors have made the progress of 
the Arkansas Home Demonstration Clubs 
stand out above that of other states. These 
two factors are, first, their personal leader, 
Connie Bonslagel, State Home Demon- 
stration Agent—and, second, their annual 
Arkansas Army Camp “Showcase.” 

The leader thought of the Army Camp, 
and the Army Camp showed the women 
how to organize. Took the burden of “the 
housework” off the women’s shoulders, so 
that for the first time in their lives they 
can put their minds on their minds! 

The Army tents, the Army cots, the mat- 
tresses, the mess halls, the administration 
buildings, the auditorium, the swimming 
pool, the shower baths and toilets are fur- 
nished by the Camp—just as they stand 

ermanently for the National Guard. The 
arm women pay $2.50 each for their food 
for the four-day encampment—and from 
that there is a surplus in the treasury 
every year! 

Counting $2.50 for food, it would seem 
that $5 would be a liberal estimate of the 
total expense of each delegate to the Camp, 
as transportation is really the only other 
expense. And the transportation is ar- 
ranged by a second stroke of genius com- 
parable to that of using the Army Camp 
in the first place. 

The majority of the twelve hundred 
women gather at central points, and the 
school buses pick them up for the trip. 
They carry their Army kits in their arms— 
their blankets, and their knife and fork 
and plate, and their cup and saucer and 
spoon. They are required to use the regu- 
lar school-bus drivers, for safety to them- 
selves and the buses. And they are re- 
quired to pay for the gas and oil and the 
driver’s expenses. 


l JP UNTIL this Army idea in Arkansas 

the farm women’s Home Demonstra- 
tion Clubs have usually met with the men’s 
farm organizations—the women spending 
practically their whole time cooking for 
the men, just as at home! Having their 
Home Demonstration interests shouldered 
out of programs, or crowded into a few 
hours. Imagine, then, the emancipation of 
an Army Camp! Where no men or babies 
are allowed—much less waited on—and 
where the Army stewards do the work! 
With every woman already registered at 
the Administration Building—sure of her 
tent, her bed, and her breakfast—there 
was no hurrying to make ready for the 
first night. Instead there was group meet- 
ing group under the oaks of the Officers’ 
quarters and down the avenues of the 
Army tents. The happy shouts of the 
women from the far-distant farms who 
seldom see their acquaintances. 

The streets of tents were laid out like 
long city blocks on one side of the big 
paved boulevard down the middle of the 
Camp, always full of khaki-covered Army 
trucks delivering provisions to the mess 
halls. Every street had a number, and 
every tent had a number, ard every oc- 
cupant of every tent was registered. In 
some tents there were only two women, 
in others as many as five. In three minutes 
any woman in the Camp could be located 
from the Administration Building. There 
were regularly appointed “pages” to run 
errands between the tents, and “captains” 
responsible for “tent manners.” 

“Say, you!” I heard a coloratura soprano 
captain call out as a figure sneaked from 
a tent and hung a brassiere on a tent rope. 
“The Army regulations say do not hang 
garments on outside tent ropes!” 

There was a suppressed snickering from 
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ow the UPSWING 


¢ The hair is swept up this year, 
and so are the lashes! KurtasH 
curls them away from the eyes, lets 
in more light, makes the eyes look 
bigger and brighter. It’s quick 
and painless to use, effective for 
hours afterwards—and the price is 
only $1. 

And for extra lash-loveliness, be 
sure to use KURLENE—its rich nat- 
ural oils keep lashes soft, easier to 
curl. A touch of KurLene on the 
rubber bows of your Kurtasu will 
give you a longer-lasting curl! 





FREE—Your Eye Make-up Color 
Chart. Write Jane Heath, Dept. 
J-4. Give color of hair and eyes. 


KURLASH 


THE KURLASH COMPANY, INC. 
Rochester, N. Y. Canada, Toronto, 3 


The Only Complete Eye-beauty Line 
COPYRIGHT 1939, THE KURLASH CO., INC. 








KREME SKIN 
Cream-Treated Gloves 
Ryn Beautify While 
They Protect 


Your Hands! 


Wear Them While You 
Work or Play 


When you drive, garden, do 
housework, golf, etc., these ex- 
quisitely soft lambskin gloves 
give needed comfort and pro- 
i tection while their unique 
penton cream treatment (impregnated 
in_ the leather) MASSAGES, SOFTENS and 
WHITENS the skin. Results will delight you. 
Washing gloves won’t impair this treatment. 
Ask at toilet goods, glove, gift or specialty 
counters—jor send $1 and glove size to 
THE NATIONAL GLOVE COMPANY, 
Dept. G4, Columbus, Ohio 










GUARANTEED 
PPNCLU as 


rah 3 


Ne 


chintzs, , 
aod oil-cloth patos 
cted against damag; 


ine! Pastel colo! 


«. wall-covering, 


«ds fully prote 
bin ey dont 


antee- : 
delivery. Writ 


under the censured canvas, and the furtive 
figure sneaked out and took the brassiere 
in. I walked to the turned-back flap of the 
tent door and stood in the light from the 
electric bulb hanging in the middle. There 
were five Army cots in that tent, and five 
women sitting on them in different stages 
of nightiness, all giggling like boarding- 
school girls set to talk, and in high good 
humor over the brassiere incident. 

“Come in! Come in!” called out a young 
woman in pink pajamas. 

It turned out I had dropped into a “poul- 
try contingent” tent. The five women came 
from neighboring counties in the poultry- 
raising district. 

“On our place we hatch out eight thou- 
sand chicks, all together on the same 
day,” the young woman explained when 
I asked questions. “And they are every 
one white!” 

“Every year?” I asked. 

“Sometimes twice a year,” she said. “We 
are deciding now,” she went on, “whether 
to heat the brooders by electricity or not.” 

“How will you decide?” I asked, curious 
to know. “How will you know what is best 


. to do?” 


“Oh, we test that out!” an older woman 
said. “That’s what these Home Demon- 
stration meetings do for us.” 

“You see,” the younger woman ex- 
plained, “tomorrow, when the groups of 
poultry raisers from all over the state 
come together, we will elect a couple of 
women in different localities to experi- 
ment this coming year. In a small way they 
will try out heating brooders by electric- 
ity. Then next year, when the poultry 
raisers meet here again, the experimenters 
will report the results. Then we shall know 
whether to take it up or not.” 

And there I had a spotlight on the prac- 
tical way the details of farm methods im- 
provements are worked out cooperatively 
by the women of the whole state. I found 
that this “discuss, test, try, then adopt” 
system was the women’s rule about every 
sort of new method or machine—for can- 
ning, preserving, dairying, sewing, dyeing, 
cooking, kitchen gardening, as well as 
poultry raising. Certain expert women, or 
groups, are selected to experiment for the 
whole fifty-three thousand club members. 
For, of course, a farm—a farm home—is 
not built in a day. A long-time program 
is required for all recognition and devel- 
opment of rural resources, and a year is 
a short time to test a big, important invest- 
ment and report upon it. 


Nees T left the poultry-raising contin- 
gent I passed a group of thirty, maybe 
fifty, women, sitting on long, low wooden 
benches under trees a little secluded from 
the tents. The women were reciting some- 
thing, and I stopped to listen. They were 
reciting the Home Demonstration Wom- 
en’s Creed—all together like a litany— 
their voices like young soprano choirboy 
voices in the mysterious stillness of the 
oak grove: 

“I believe in the open country and rural 
life in the country; 

“T believe that through working to- 
gether as a group we can enlarge the op- 
portunities and enrich the life of rural 
people; 

“T believe that the greatest force that 
molds character comes from the home, and 
I pledge myself to create a home which 
is morally wholesome, spiritually satisfy- 
ing, and physically healthful and con- 
venient; ; 

“TI believe in my own work as a home- 
maker, and accept the responsibilities it 
offers to be helpful to others and to create 
a more contented family and community 
life, so that in the end farm life will be 
most satisfying.” 

As the women finished and the sound 
waves of their treble recitative ebbed 
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away, the Camp bugler began the Camp 
taps. Pure silver. Bugle silver. In the cool 
tenderness of a Southern night after the 
simmering heat of a long Southern after- 
noon— 


“Day is done. 
Gone the sun 
From the lake, 
From the hill, 
From the sky. 
All is well, 
Safely rest— 
God is nigh.” 


And practically the next thing I knew 
was that same bugler blowing the reveille! 

The morning “executive” meetings of 
the different divisions of the Club Councils 
began each camp day. There was a major 
seriousness and scope about these Coun- 
cil meetings, at which resolutions were 
arrived at affecting the entire club mem- 
bership. For example, it was concluded 
at one of them to instruct each and every 
Home Demonstration Club in the state to 
make a study of and report on Problems in 
the South that Have a National Influence. 

In addition to the early morning Club 
Council meetings, there were the demon- 
stration. lectures on Adventures in Self 
Improvement—the reviewing of the model 
dresses made by different club members 
for morning, afternoon, and Sunday; the 
exhibitions of textile weaving, hooked-rug 
making, quilt piecing; the rehearsal of an 
operetta; the drama tournament; the as- 
sembly singing; the meeting at the fun 
center where all sorts of games were 
played; the meetings at the Bookmobile. 


x= of the most popular of the many 
lectures, and a good example of the 
practical demonstration that is included in 
lectures, was the foot clinic at the Red 
Cross tent. After lectures on foot care and 
correct and attractive footwear, six chir- 
opodists were busy giving treatments to 
the farm women who poured into the tent 
to have their “hurty” feet relieved! 

One day during a hot rest hour right 
after the noon meal—it was 100° F. in the 
shade if you could find any shade—I went 
visiting. In a tent on the far outskirts of 
the canvas city I talked to a woman from 
up around Siloam Springs who had 
changed over from raising chickens for 
her “allowance money” to raising pigs in- 
stead, and was making a big profit. 

“And what do you think of the Home 
Demonstration Clubs?” I asked her. 

She was a woman of middle age, who 
must have weighed well over two hundred 
pounds. The Army cot sank under her. 
Every line of her features recorded deep 
experience of living—reality, work, frus- 
tration, hope. She fanned with a small, 
futile fan, the perspiration streaking in 
beads and rivulets down her face, as it 
did down mine. 

“What do I think of the Home Demon- 
stration Clubs?” she repeated after me. 
“First comes my religion,” she said. “And 
next comes my Home Demonstration 
Club! That is what I think.” 

With all this evidence spread all day 
before my eyes—vital, broad, brilliant, the 
actual operation of the centuries-longed- 
for ideal of adult education—it was only 
after taps at night and before reveille in 
the mornings that I even had time to learn 
about my own tentmate—a rice farmer. 
To learn such startling things as that on 
her husband’s farm the bill is $200 and 
$300 a month for electricity to flood the 
rice fields! I sat up on my Army cot and 
stared at her across the tent, practically 
stunned, when I heard this. 

But I didn’t have any more time to be 
amazed over the water for the rice fields, 
because she remarked casually right after 
that that she had canned one thousand 
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quarts of fruits and vegetables in her 
kitchen from her garden and orchard! 

And while I was still thinking that over 
—wondering how I could get back to Ar- 
kansas to her rice farm before that thou- 
sand quarts was gone—she said she canned 
chickens, too, and bacon! And she said 
she knew a woman who was expert at 
canning meat, who could can a whole cow 
for you—everything a cow has except 
horns and hide—for two dollars! 

Well, I didn’t say I didn’t believe any 
of these tales my tentmate told me at odd 
moments after taps and before reveille. 
But I did say I'd like to see them! 

But something I did see that would not 
be imaginable to any world except our 
own there at the Fort was the last camp 
night. Those twelve hundred farm women 
wouldn’t go to bed at all that last night! 

After the lectures and the planning, and 
all the serious business—after the water 
carnival at the big pool—after the taps and 
the lights out, away off on the edge of the 
tented city five women crept out of one 
tent in their nightgowns. They were as 
silent and as white as ghosts under the 
great gold moon that was as round as a 
golden apple, bigger than any cartwheel, 
and so close above the peaked tents in the 
Southern air its light was of incomputable 
watts! 

Those first five women in their white 
nightgowns became the head of a curious 
procession. For from tent to tent they were 
joined by others until in and out among 
the streets of the city of canvas a strange 
and wonderful apparition wound, a thou- 
sand strong, finally taking in the last tent 
and bursting into song to wake the dead, 
had there been any dead— 


“There was a frog lived in a pool— 
Doo-dah, doo-dah. 

His home was damp and nice and cool— 
Doo-dah, doo-dah, day!” 


Nee that as a start, everybody can be- 
lieve what went on the rest of the 
night. The cool, delicious night of the 
Southland, after the heat of the day. The 
white procession broke up into groups, 
laughing, jostling, organizing and disor- 
ganizing games. And after the games they 
danced the picturesque square dances of 
Arkansas and Texas. 

Did I say picturesque? Fancy the farm 
women from a thousand farms, tall and 
short, young and middle-aged and very 
old, high, wide, and handsome, hopping 
in the moonlight in their nightgowns like 
children! 

In vain the swift hours fled, the moon 
fell down the sky, the captains called their 
cohorts to their tents, and the bugle boy 
repiped his plaintive “Day is done, gone 
the sun.” 

A thousand women were having a night 
out. The only night out many of them had 
ever had, or ever would have in their 
whole lives! They shouted in derision: 


“Early to bed and early to rise 

Makes you healthy, wealthy, and wise. 
But I found out, and I know it’s true, 
A whistle does much more for you. 
Yoda—layee—ee!”’ 


And not until their mass will was totally 
exhausted, in the last hour before the pale 
pre-dawn, did those thousand- women 
quiet down. Quiet down too soberly, as the 
Southern temperament is likely to do. For 
as I turned on my Army cot to sleep, I 
wished that they wouldn’t sing, as they 
marched to their tents, the song that, for 
many of us, is too true: 


“Still all my song shall be 
Nearer my God to Thee, 
F’en though it be a cross 
That raiseth me.” 
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Herman 
(Continued from page 43) 

lot; he was urged to eat of strange things, 
and of course did so. At first he tried to 
be very gay about it all, but long before 
dark he was melancholy. At last he was 
fed again and taken into a lonely darkness 
that did not smell like the stable. His skin 
was sore, his muscles ached, his middle 
was far too distended and most uncom- 
fortable. But for a time he slept, although 
there was no warm fur to snuggle into, 
and he whimpered and shivered in his 
sleep. When he awoke, everything was 
very dark and very lonely; in his unhap- 
piness he raised his chin, found a voice 
that he had never tested before, and made 
the most of it. 

In the days and weeks that followed he 
received much attention, then was mostly 
forgotten except by the brown woman 
who lived in a place that smelled delight- 
ful and who gave him food. He grew a 
little in body, none at all in beauty, a great 
deal in understanding. He learned the 
meaning of various words. The brown 
woman was called Manda; there were Bob 
and Mom and the Tall One—for whom he 
secretly yearned. If someone said “Hi” or 
“Mutt,” it meant that he was to go there; 
usually it meant food. “You-dog-you” 
from Manda meant to look out for that 
broom. 

Of course he soon learned to be in- 
gratiating to Manda, by wriggles and grins, 
by waving a paw, even by rolling over on 
his back and looking piteous and helpless. 
He liked Manda; he would have liked her 
more if she had let him sleep in the 
kitchen, instead of on the kitchen porch, 
where the only bed was that corn-husk 


doormat. 
FoR a while life was exciting on the days 
that Bob was home; except when other 
boys came, with other dogs who went stiff- 
legged and haughty when the runt tried 
to make friends with them. Always he 
watched when the Tall One came or went; 
something deep within him said that there 
was the master, and he would have liked 
very much to be owned by the master, 
though he did not quite consciously know 
what his lack was, nor his longing. The 
one called Mom laughed at him some- 
times, sometimes patted him, and some- 
times did quite otherwise. 

For of course, during that first year, 
there was a time when it became the ma- 
jor object of his existence to get into that 
part of the house where he knew he was 
not wanted, that part where Mom and the 
Tall One lived. 

The first time he slipped past Manda on 
a rainy day he found, on an upper floor, 
something very soft and puffy, and trod 
a nice hole in it, and was drying out com- 
fortably when he heard Mom’s step. He 
had not known until then that you could 
be seen just as well when your eyes were 
shut as when they were open. 

Later he discovered sofas and chairs— 
and tables that you could duck under, if 
only to be dragged out by the skin of your 
neck. He discovered that rugs were a great 
help to his teeth and could be shaken and 

a! fought with, too. Best of all, he discovered 
SM ART ie shoes. There was a fragrance about shoes 
that spoke of the people who had worn 
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HELLO MOM—TIRED? 
Then read this easy way 


to have more leisure 


UST SLIP your baby into a Carter Jiffon. 
It’s the shirt that has no tapes—no 
pins—no buttons—no rubber. Nothing to 
bother with—nothing to come off—so you 
never have to leave your squirming infant 
in the middle of dressing to hunt for 
needle and thread. The soft, elastic fabrics 
cannot bind or irritate. Nevabind* arm- 
‘holes and seamless mid-shoulder sections 
are added guards against binding and 
chafing. (Only Carter Jiffons* have these 
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50¢ to $1.75. Nevaslip Bands to match: 
39¢ to $1. For your training problem use 
Carter’s Tyke* and Tyke Tops, the new 
2-piece self-help training set. Sizes: 1-8. 
50¢ to $1. Send for illustrated ‘Young 
Modern’’ booklet. 
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Apply your present powder to one side 
of your face—then apply Chiffon to the 
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parts that exquisitely smooth flattering 
finish. | : 
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Chiffon blends so naturally with your 
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powder achieve for YOU that smart, 
well-groomed look so essential to modern 
chic. Seven carefully blended shades. $3 
and $1 the box. Guest room size, 10¢. 


PRIMROSE HOUSE, 595 Fifth Avenue, New York 
SS 












fi ; 
cf : 
F 7 


AU red gaa) 
belts 1] 


SS BN 
<q 4 

Tightly twisted, 

.cable-like. It re- 
sists snags. 


Ki FT A 
“ hs ro) 

gg o/h 
Phi 


WEARS LONGER BECAUSE IT’S MADE 
BY AN EXCLUSIVE PROCESS TO RE- 
SIST SNAGS AND PULL-THREADS 


Save money on your hosiery bills! Ex- 
clusive, patented SNAG-PROOFED 
chiffon hosiery thread resists snags and 
runs. Outwears ordinary hosiery, ag 
proved by an actual impartial wear 
test, made by a famous National Testing 
Laboratory. 

Flattering, lovely, exquisitely sheer and 
ORDINARY free from rings and shadows. Made in 
eer ti pe your individual length. Available only 
* through authorized representatives who 
yA call at your home—not sold in stores. 
Representatives in hundreds of towns and cities 
everywhere — if you cannot locate the Snag- 
Proofed Representative in your town, write to us. 

DIGNIFIED MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNI- 
TY for ambitious women introducing SNAG- 
PROOFED to their friends and neighbors. Actual 
samples of hose furnished. Write for details. 


AMERICAN SILK HOSIERY MILLS 
Dept. S-130, Indianapolis, Ind. 


Ou SILK 
HOSIERY MILLS 















Loose fibres catch 
easily. Invite 
Snags and runs. 





shrubs; that in his darkest moments, or 
His loneliest, he would retreat to his cave 
to lie with his chin on that shoe. 

For he was lonely, though he did not 
really know it. He would have liked to 
romp with the other dogs in the neighbor- 
hood, but they were grand dogs and never 
accepted him. There were, of course, oc- 
casional squirrels and cats to be attended 
to, but squirrels always got away and cats 
had unpleasant methods of their own. And 
of course he barked at and harried every- 
one who came to the back door, especially 
if he had on old clothes; he tolerated the 
man who cut the grass and developed a 
truly exhilarating feud with the garbage 
man. 

But there was nothing genuine in his 
rushes and his angers; in his yearning 
really to belong to someone and to have 
someone belong to him, there was. Until 
the day the red setter came, his need was 
no more than something deep in his con- 
sciousness, something passed on to him by 
long generations of dogs that had been 
the cherished companions of men; but 
after the arrival of the setter, he knew— 
knew what was wrong. 


Ree Tall One brought the new dog home 
in his car, and everyone gathered 
around to see and admire him. The Tall 
One—the master—rubbed the new dog un- 
der his chin, and played with his silky ears, 
and passed a hand along his sleek sides; 
the little dog looked on from a distance. 
_ “And he’s been trained by the best man 
in the Carolinas,” said the Tall One. 
“We’re going to have some good shoots 
together. Aren’t we, old boy?” 

Afterward the little dog did not try to 
get into the house any more, for that was 
where the new dog lived, and the smaller 
one kept his place, not jealous merely 
knowing himself for what he was When 
the red setter rushed at the master and 
leaped upon him, the little dog sometimes 
grinned in sympathetic delight. When the 
red dog went off in the car with the Tall 
One, the little dog left behind would sit 
on his tail, curve his spine, let his left 
leg protrude limply—and ponder. Perhaps 
he stayed in his cave rather more than 
he had before; he had been in there one 
day when he heard the car go out, and 
the Tall One’s voice, and Mom’s and the 
big dog’s, too. Bob was at school. Manda 
was singing somewhere in the house. He 
came out of his cave and threw himself 
down in the sun; once or twice he sighed, 
once or twice his ears flicked at a fly. And 
then—it happened. It happened as wholly 
without precedent, as unexpectedly, as the 
universe must have happened when it was 
summoned out of the void. 

He did not want to get up and object 
to that oncoming, shuffling step; but that 
was, of course, the thing to do, so he did 
it. Usually his noisy onslaught had inter- 
esting results; nearly always it could be 
counted upon at least to make the on- 
comer stand still, try to fend him off, add 
by that much to his exhilarating fury. 
Now it did nothing of the kind. 

A mellow voice said, “Hi, dawg.” 

The growl died in the little dog’s throat; 
his hair still stood stiff, but from sheer 
surprise. The man passed him, smelling 
most delectably of things that had been 
fried, of old leather, of garments wet many 
times and worn for very long. And sud- 
denly, with all his inherited certainty of 
recognition, the little dog knew: that was 
His Man. 

Manda appeared, with her head tied up, 
as the man reached the kitchen steps. 
“Now look, Unc’ Washinnun,” said Manda, 
“I done tol’ you not to come botherin’ 
roun’ ’is place where I is workin’ at. My 
white lady don’ want no ol’ colored men 
hangin’ roun’ her back do’.” 

“°Hy gone out in de car—I done :see’m. 
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I jes’ come aroun’ see how y’all gittin’ 
along. You my own gran’niece, ain’t you? 


ow ee do) SORA 3 Ze byy ae Ayre aes Me see how you 
vb Manda sniffed. “You come fo’ a hand- 


out, ’at’s what you come fo’. I knowed it 

ad 00. soon’s I laid my eyes on you.” 
Washinnun, stooping, was scratching 

AS THEY MARVEL AT behind the little dog’s ear. “I sho is been 


: eatin’ kind o’ skeerce,” said he. 
WHAT’S GOING ON IN THE VISUALITE OVEN 


“Well, I don’ know what I got fo’ you 
to eat,’ Manda grumbled, _ gegen it some 
them cold sweet potaters and some ’em 

i i i i ing” TTO BE biscuits. Reckon I might sneak you out 
eeccuad Bilge will Te ike tes IT's A BES BS de see my white lady I done 
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time, too, a man’s eyes looked into his 
own, squarely, kindly, with understand- 
ing. But Manda hooted. 

“Herman—how come you call ’at dog 
Herman? ’At dog name’ Mutt!” 

“Seem lak his name Herman,” said 
‘Washinnun gently. “’Is dog got houn’ 
in him. "Is dog a good deg—ain’ you, Her- 
man?” 

The little dog’s ears flicked; his eyes 
were still on the man’s. Herman—the man 
had called him Herman! Herman—it 
meant himself! He was Herman, Herman. 
The skin on his sides tightened and quiv- 
ered; he—Herman—still looked at His 


THAT ROAST LOOKS] 
yusT ABOUT RIGHT. 
vi. 


an. 

“Bet ’is dog mek good possum dog. I 
knows a place where possums is thick. 
Efn I had me a dog lak ’is dog—” 

“Well you ain’t,” said Manda. “Lick 
up ’at plate an’ get along home, Unc’ 
Washinnun.” 

It was Herman who was licking the 
plate. 

Said Washinnun, casually, “Reckon 
ev’body think a heap o’ ’is dog. Reckon ’is 
dog sleep in ’at house, don’ he?” 

“Reckon he don’! Sleep on ’at do’mat,” 
said Manda. “You g’on now, Unc’ Wash- 
innun. I ain’ got no time to waste shooin’ 
you off.” 

Washinnun arose, spoke with dignity. 
“Ain’ nobody got to shoo me off. You’s 
a good cook, Mandy. I thanks you kindly 
ag’in.’ 


HERMAN followed the shuffling step to 
the sidewalk; he would perhaps have 
gone farther, but the man stopped, shook 
his head. 

“Un-unnnh. Us don’ want git into no 
trouble, Herman. I ain’ walkin’ off wi’ no 
white folks’ dogs. But borrowin’ ain’ no 
harm, ef ’ey don’ know it. Cain’ hunt pos- 
sum twell it’s dark, nohow. Y’all go on 
back ’ere, Herman. I'll come along some 
night, sho’.” 

During a day and another day, Herman 
waited; as the parched earth knows the 
rain will come, as the questing bird knows 
it will find its mate, so did Herman—he 
was Herman!—know that His Man would 
come again. He forgot all about that slip- 
per under the garage. He barely noticed 
when the red dog came or went. He ig- 
nored an intruding cat, let the garbage 
man come and go unmolested. For long 
hours he sat where the drive met the side- 
walk; only when it was too dark to see 
would he go back to the kitchen porch. 

When at last the shuffling step came 
again, his descent from the porch was a 
mere slide. 

“Sssh—hesh!” 

The warning silenced his faint whine 
of welcome. Silently he followed Wash- 
innun out of the yard. They went past 
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the sleeping houses of the suburb, down 
the hill, across a bridge, on to a grassy 
lane; when they were in the woods at 
last, Washinnun chuckled. 

“Here us is, Herman! Wait’ll I fin’ my 
gun an’ my lantern. Here! Now you go 
on, Herman—fin’ ’at possum, you hear?” 

Herman knew not at all what was ex- 
pected of him, but almost at once he be- 
gan to have a very good time. This place 
was redolent of leafy thickets, but for 
Herman their fragrance held no allure. 
Live things had been here, some that he 
had never smelled before. He sniffed the 
air, put his nose to the ground, followed 
it here and there. He found a scent 
stronger than the others, and was most 
curious about it. He lost it, scoured this 
way and that, found it, followed it. 

“Sho’ is got houn’ in you! Go git ’em, boy 
---go on!” said Herman’s Man. 

The scent became stronger, and Herman 
went. Then, ahead of them, certainly 
something stirred. Herman rushed—but 
not quickly enough, or so he thought; 
the animal had escaped him, gone up into 
that tree. Herman put his paws up against 
the trunk; then, in his dismay, he sat 
himself down and—bayed. Bayed—until 
Washinnun was there; and amazingly, 
Washinnun approved! 

“Tissen ’at houn’ in you talkin’,” he 
said, chuckling happily, and patted Her- 
man’s side. “Cain’ fool me none about a 
dawg. Reckon I knows a possum dawg 
when I sees ’im. You might ’a’ been born 
an’ brought up huntin’ possum, Herman! 
Where ’at ol’ possum at?” 

He raised the lantern above his head; 
two balls of red shone from far above, 
and Herman yelped and leaped. Washin- 
nun set the lantern on the ground, raised 
the shotgun to his shoulder... 

And he was still chuckling now and 
then as they went out of the woods, the 
dog keeping close to the animal hanging 
from His Man’s hand. Herman’s ears and 
Herman’s tail were cocked in pride. 

“Ain’ got no fat on ’em ’is time year,” 
said Washinnun, busy at last in a house 
that smelt deliciously of stale frying and 
of old clothes and soot from a stovepipe 
chimney and of Washinnun himself, “but 
possum good eatin’ any time you e’n git 
’im, Sho is goin’ taste good ’is night.” 


RESENTLY they ate; dawn was break- 

‘ng when at last Washinnun gave the 
little dog a parting pat and Herman went 
knowingly back to the kitchen porch and 
curled up on the corn-husk doormat. 
When Manda came, he opened one eye 
and returned to his dreams. 

From that time on Herman led a secret 
life, and the days meant nothing whatever 
to him. It was nothing to him that the 
red dog slept in the house and belonged 
to the Tall One; he was totally disdainful 
toward the setter and all the other dogs 
in the neighborhood; he, Herman, knew 
about possums. He did his duty by the 
man who cut the grass and by the gar- 
bage man, but he did it half-heartedly. 
Even when a cat crossed the yard, he 
merely looked at it in boredom; after 
the aroma of possum, the smell of a cat 
was as sawdust to a palate attuned to 
caviar. 

Not every night did Washinnun come 
for him; not every night that they roamed 
the woods did Herman find his possum, 
either. Once he found something quite 
different, and hated himself—and was 
hated—for days. Once at the edge of the 
woods he started a fox, and went away 
after him; when he returned, Washinnun 
was seated on a fallen log and was very 
cross: foxes were things to be let alone 
thereafter. 

Herman learned, and knew that he 
learned. As the nights became cooler, 
his technique improved. On one moonlit 
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] night he was so silent as he stalked, and 


so swift at the last, that he and the pos- 
sum met on the ground, and there was a 
most glorious time—had by Herman. 
Glorious to think about, to dream about, 
too; for he had fought, and not been 
afraid. 

A few nights later he picked up the 
scent of man and another dog, and bristled 
and growled, to tell Washinnun about it; 
but when they met, Washinnun did not 
seem to mind. But Herman had fought— 
he wasn’t afraid; he went up to the other 
dog’s shoulder, stood stiffly, bristling and 
rumbling as proudly as any of the red 
setter’s friends. Washinnun was saying to 
the other man; 

“Cert’n’y ’is dawg a possum houn’. Bes’ 
possum houn’ the’ is anyw’ere roun’ yere. 
Huh? Cert’n’y I ain’ skeered to pit him 
up ag’inst yo’ dawg, ner Woodrow’s dawg, 
ner Winkler’s neither! A’ right, suh—a’ 
right! Jes’ git ’em men an’ ’em dawgs out 
yere tomo’er night, an’ me’n Herman’ll 
show yer! Ef’n Herman fust dawg to tree 
his possum, he champeen—” 


S° THE next night they met, not one 
man, but three, and three dogs to be 
haughty to. Herman did not like it at all— 
those were his woods, and those other dogs 
had no business there. As soon as Washin- 
nun gave the word, he trotted away. Some 
time before, there had been a fat old pos- 
sum on the other side of the woods, wary 
and wily. Herman did not even bother to 
put his nose to the ground until he was 
out of hearing of those three intruders. 

“Boy, ’at sho’ was some fight,” Wash- 
innun said when the night was turning 
pale. “Reckon I ought to put some tar on 
yo’ scratches an’ tatters, Herman. But 
ef'n I doctors you up, white folks goin’ 
suspicion some’n’. ’At sho’ was a dawg- 
fight, Herman! Way you jumped ’em 
yuther dawgs when ’ey tried to tetch yo’ 
possum—Herman, you’s champeen—y’ 
know it?” 

They were in front of the house; Her- 
man wagged, lifted his lips in a grin. Stiff, 
sore, and very proud, he limped his way 
back to the doormat. 

There came a cool morning when the 
Tall One came out of the house with a 
gun across his arm; Herman’s ears 
pricked, but it was the red setter who 
went off in the car with the master. When 
they returned in the dusk, Herman went 
up to sniff, and backed away, disgusted. 
Birds. If that was the best the setter could 
do! And that night, for the first time, he 
snarled at the bigger dog. Birds! 

After that the Tall One and the red 
setter often went away together with the 
gun, and often brought. home more birds; 
to Herman there was no connection be- 
tween that fact and the fact that thereafter 
his hunting was not so good. But Washin- 
nun knew. 

“Reckon gennemen done skeer all de 
possum out’n ’ese woods, Herman,” he 
said sadly when for the fourth time they 
had gone home empty-handed. “Look lak 
you’n me got to fin’ some place where 
th’ain’ been huntin’ fo’ birds—an’ me on 
my ol’ foots! Oh, lawsy.” 

Herman knew that he had somehow 
failed, and felt very guilty about it; when 
the Tall One and the other dog went off 
in the car again the next morning, he lay 
with his chin on his paws, deep in de- 
pression; but when dark came at last, he 
posted himself where the drive met the 
sidewalk, and waited. And that night he 
and Washinnun went a very long way. 

They went to new woods, across a field 
or two, more woods. There were scents 
aplenty; a fox had been there, squirrels 
and rabbits had been there, there were 
birds in the thickets—birds. Presently 
Herman’s nose told him that men had 
been there, too, and dogs; but though he 
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scoured hither and yon, of scent of possum 
there was none. At last he came back to 
Washinnun, looked up and wagged apolo- 
getically. Washinnun was seated with his 
back against a tree. 

“Ts way ev’ time huntin’ season come 
along,” Washinnun grumbled. “Gennemen 
ain’ got no regard fo’ ol’ Nigger a-tall. 
G’on, Herman—quit waggin’ yo’ tail at 
me. I sho’ is weary. G’on now an’ le’ me 
alone. Got set yere an’ res’ my foots befo’ 
us travels.” 

Never had Herman heard that tone of 
despair before; he had to do something 
about it—had to. Only a little way beyond 
was a grassy road that skirted an open 
field; once or twice he paused and sniffed 
the air—a car had passed that way. Far- 
ther on, he came upon the car—and knew 
it; so this was where the Tall One came, 
was it? 

Beyond, he picked up the scent of the 
Tall One and the setter; he had no desire 
to meet them—them and their birds! He 
ducked under a fence, nosed here and 
there across a field. 

A hoot owl called from the edge of the 
woods beyond; then, from still farther 
away, came another sound that brought 
Herman up short. It was, undoubtedly, a 
whine. He listened, put his nose to the 
ground again—and the Tall One’s scent 
became stronger. Half-crouching, follow- 
ing the trail, Herman went on—and sud- 
denly stood still, trembling. For the scent 
had changed. There was blood—the blood 
of man, terrifying ... and the red setter, 
very near, whined again.... 

Washinnun stirred when Herman’s body 
leaped upon him. Washinnun fended him 


“Huh? Quit ’at—ack lak you crazy! 
Wha’ matter wi’ you? What you pullin’ 
at my pants fo’?” 

Herman ran off a little, looked back 
over his shoulder. He ran up to Washin- 
nun, again took his nether garment be- 
tween his teeth, and pulled; he ran ahead 
again and again looked back. 

“A? right,” said Washinnun. “I’s a 


comin’.” 


aie morning weeks later was cold and 
frosty, and Herman was stretched out 
in a sunny spot in the yard, sleeping hap- 
pily after a night of excellent hunting; 
but that oncoming, shuffling step brought 
him instantly to his four feet. He started 
forward, then sat himself down; for 
Washinnun gave no sign whatever of 
knowing him, but went on to the kitchen 
steps. 

After a moment, others were there on 
the porch looking down at Washinnun, 
who had his hat in his hand—the red set- 
ter, the one called Mom, and Manda, and 
the Tall One on a crutch and with a foot 
all wrapped in white. Herman’s head 
cocked; this was funny doings, something 
to be pretty watchful and wary about. 
He kept his eyes on Washinnun; if Wash- 
innun showed no alarm... 

“Well, Washington,” said the Tall One 
benignly. “That’s your name, isn’t it— 
Washington, George Washington?” 

“Yassuh. Name Geo’ge B. Washinnun, 
so’s ’ey could tell us apart.” 

Mom laughed; the Tall One’s lips 
twisted. 

“T see. Good idea. Well, we’ve had quite 
a time finding you, Washington, till 
Manda said she thought maybe she knew 
somebody of that name and hunted you 
out. You did me a good turn, you know. 
We wanted to show our appreciation. 
Why didn’t you show up before?” 

“Who, suh—me, suh?” 

“Certainly. You. You’re the man who 
found me—isn’t that right?” 

“Yassuh. ’At’s right, suh.” 
oe did it happen?” asked the Tall 

ne. 
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oldest refiner of pure salt, New 

York, U.S. A. 
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REDUCING WITH PLEASURE 


That’s the name of a special Bulletin prepared jointly by Good Housekeeping 

Institute and Bureau. It outlines a happy, healthful regimen for getting slim 

while still enjoying tasty and satisfying meals. Gives menus, all tested, tasted 

and approved. Price 15¢. 
Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. 
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hard to bryten? 


A proven way to make 
Rraeemes (vrei oya ac san 
with Iodent No. 2. It’s 
a special dentifrice 
made by a Dentist to 
do just this—SAFELY 


HOUSANDS of mothers solve : 





the “hate milk’’ problem with 
tempting, rennet-custards. 
“JUNKET” RENNET POWDER 
makes possible a different 
flavor every day. Quick and 
easy to make—no eggs, no cook- 
ing. Rennet-custards digest eas- 
ier than plain milk. Ask your 

grocer for all 6 flavors. 


Tnee..2 BOOKS 


“‘How to Get Children to Eat,’’ Also ;,° 


new recipe book. Write 
“THe ‘JUNKET’ FOLKS,’” 
Chr. Hansen’s Laboratory, Inc., 
Dept. 14, Little Falls, N. Y. 
(In Canada, Toronto, Ont.) 


AN eam ame 


remove moststubborn 
stains—even smoke 
stains—or money back. 
Try IlodentToothpaste 
or Powder for bryter 
teethanda minty flavor 
that leaves the mouth 
cleaner and fresher. 


IODENT 
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Ir S KEPT TOILETS 


LOOKING NEW FOR 
27 YEARS 





The quickest, easiest way to 
keep water-closet bowls clean as 

' new is to use Sani-Flush. No un- 
pleasant scruboing or scouring. 


— Sani-Flush 


Cieans Water-Closet Bowls 


It absolutely cannot hurt the 

plumbing connections. Shake a 

little in your toilet bowl twice 
a wees—keeps it sanitary. 


Sani-Flush was invented 27 years ago. This 
is how it was advertised in those days. 
And, still today, it is the easiest and best 
known way to clean toilets. (Also cleans 
out auto radiators.) See directions on can. 
Sold by grocery, drug, hardware, and five- 
and-ten-cent stores. 10c and 25c sizes... . 
The Hygienic Products Co., Canton, Ohio. 





To guard your dog’s health, see that he’s fed 
the right food in the right form. Spratt’s 
have spent 75 years developing that kind of 
“two-purpose” food. First: Spratt’s Dog Bis- 
cuits furnish a complete dog diet... MEAT 
for stamina... WHEAT for energy. Second: 
Spratt’s are crisp-baked ... your dog has to 
chew them, thus exercising teethand helping 
digestion. Ask for Spratt’s Fibo (granu- 
lated), Spix, Ovals or Assorted Biscuits. 


Sg aie a. _ oot 
( an Steal Do8s | 
ot {Spratt § 
\ mples® orate 
Seats ae oF Se5 
rk, N. 3:: 
\ Newacisco. Calif. \ 
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DOG BISCUIY FOODS 


















Said Washinnun, “Reckon yo’ gun mus’ 
’a’ went off, suh,” and the Tall One 
laughed. 

“Oh, my gun went off, all right! I know 
all about that! The trouble was, this dog 
and I had got pretty far away from the 
car, and dark got us before we knew it, 
and I must have stumbled. Bad business, 
staying out hunting till dark, Washing- 
ton.” 

“Yassuh. Sho’ is,’ said Washinnun 
weakly. “Yo’ foot hurt bad?” 

“Oh, it'll mend all right. I even thought 
I could get to the car. Must have fainted 
or something from loss of blood. But how 
did you happen to be out there, Washing- 
ton—how did you find me?” 

Washinnun glanced at Herman, gazed 
dreamily off into space. “’Deed I d’know, 
suh. Sho’ was skeered w’en I see y’all 
layin’ ’ere lak you was daid.” 

“But you weren’t too scared to go for 
help—and then, from all I hear, you just 
lit out.” 

“Wa’n’t no place fo’ ol’ colored man to 
be at, suh. Don’t ever want nothin’ pinned 
onto me.” 

Mom laughed again; Herman pricked up 
his ears. 

Said the Tall One, “Well, here’s some- 
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WAITING FOR YOU 


* 


Appointment WithaGhost  __ 
NAOMI LANE BABSON 


* 


Once There Was a Girl 
BARBARA ALDRICH 


* 


Thicker Than Water 
VIRGINIA BIRD MARTIN 
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Tips to the Teens 
HENRIETTA RIPPERGER 


* 


Cockles for Tea 
ERIC KNIGHT 
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thing for you, and we're very much 
obliged.” 

“Thank y’suh, thank y’suh,” said Wash- 
innun, and was turning away; but the 
Tall One stopped him. 

“Oh—one thing more, Washington. They 
tell me this dog of mine was standing right 
there by my side, keeping watch. That 
right, Washington?” 

Washinnun looked at the red setter, 
glanced briefly at Herman. “Yassuh. Him 
standin’ right ’ere,” said he, blandly. “Not 
doin’ nothin’ but jes’ a-standin’.” 

“A-a-ah,” said Mom, and stooped and 
laid her cheek on the setter’s head. 

Said the Tall One: “Jove! Think of 
that! Standing there guarding me—think 
of that! ’'ve got a great dog there, Wash- 
ington.” 

Herman yawned. Herman sat down 
on his tail, curved his spine, stretched 


his left foot limply forward; then, gently |i 
EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





NO DULL, DRAB HAIR 


after using this amazing 


4 PURPOSE RINSE 
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ae. > 






In one, simple, quick 
operation, Lovalon the 
4 purpose rinse, does 
all these 4 important { 
things to your hair, = 
1. Gives lustrous high- 
lights. 2. Rinses away } 
shampoo film. 3. Tints 
the hair as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair 
neatly in place. Lovae 


lon does not 
\OV 


dye or bleach. 
Halk 
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It is a pure, 
odorless hair 
rinse, in 12 dif- 
ferent shades. 
Try it. You will 
be amazed at 
the results, 
Approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. 


LOVALON 


the 4 purpose vegetable Hair Rinse 


HAND ANITTING*ZOWEST: PRICES F; 
AR FOR SPORT SUITS - COATS - DRESSES Pe Aafep 
Satisfaction or Money Refunded. WG 
Get acquainted_offer—2 balls white Angora, $1. Poel. 
Our yarns are Ist Grade quality. Specialists for over 25 yrs. 


J.C. YARN CO., Dept. GH-4, 111 Spring St., N.Y. 
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5 rinses 25¢ at drug 
and department stores, 
2 rinse size at i0¢ stores. 
























ATHLETE'S 
FOOT 














CroxPax Formula for Athlete’s Foot 
For Soreness, Itching, Cracksand Blisters between 
the toes due toAthlete’s Foot,apply freely at night. 
As a Liniment, massage sore muscles or bruises. 


CroxPax Osmidrosis Foot Powder. . 
An Antiseptic Deodorizing Powder for the treat- 
ment of odorous perspiration and Athlete’s Foot. 
For day use sprinkle in hose and in shoes. Soothes 
hot, tired, aching feet. Mentholated. 

“OVER A MILLION PACKAGES USED 

Laboratory Tested 
FOR FOOT HEALTH INSIST ON 


CRO*PAX FOOT AIDS 


If your 10c Store can’t supply you, send name of 
store and 25 cents to Dept. C, Crox Pax Products 
Co., 1272 Ontario St., Cleveland, Ohio. 


Name 
Address 


Store Name 




















and thoughtfully, he scratched an ear 
with it. 

“Yassuh,’”’ Washinnun’s mellifluous 
tories were saying, “sho’ is gre’t dawg. ’At 
dawg over yonder good dawg, too, suh. 
*At dawg got houn’ in him—ain’t you, 
Herman?” 

“Herman?” The Tall One spoke, puz- 
zled; there was a silence, and Washin- 
nun’s eyes began to roll. 

But suddenly Manda shrilled: “Lissen 
’at ol’ man callin’ ’at dog Herman w’en 
he ain’ never see ’at dog befo’! How come 
you call ’at dog Herman, Mist’ Washinnun, 
w’en you ain’ never see him befo’—how 
come, huh?” 

Washinnun was gently rubbing the 
back of his neck. “Now ain’ ’at a fack?” 
said he. “But ’at dawg a good dawg, suh. 
Yassuh, sho’ is!” 

Mom exclaimed: “Oh! Oh, Ben, you 
don’t suppose he’d—I mean—you don’t 
suppose he’d be willing—” 

She stopped; she bit her lip, and the 
Tall One, looking at her, laughed. 

“Say, that’s an idea,’ said he; and to 
Washinnun, “You wouldn’t care to have 
that dog, would you, Washington?” 

Washington looked. at the Tall One, 
looked at Herman, blinked, and looked 
up at the Tall One again. “Who, suh—me, 
suh?” 

“Yes, Certainly. You. That dog belongs 
to my boy, but I guess he’d be willing to 
part with him to a man who rescued his 
dad. Got a rope around here, Manda? 
You'll have to lead him off, Washington. 
That dog couldn’t be pried away from a 
soft snap like this place unless you led 
him. Better keep him tied up awhile after 
you get him home.” 

Herman gazed off at the sky as the 
rope was tied about his neck; with a con- 
vincing show of reluctance, even of resig- 
nation, he followed Washinnun down the 
drive and onto the sidewalk. When they 
had got past the houses and crossed the 
bridge, Washinnun stopped, and Herman, 
stepping backward, freed himself from 
the rope and lifted his lips in an ingratiat- 
ing grin. 

Washinnun slapped his thigh, emitted a 
chuckle, a whoop. “Hi yi! Herman, us sho’ 
is in luck! Us ain’ goin’ pa’t no mo’, Her- 
man—you know ’at?” Herman’s whole be- 
ing wriggled; Washinnun drew something 
from a pocket, waved it at Herman’s nose. 
“Took at ’at, Herman—us got fi’ dollars, 
son! Us sho’ is goin’ eat side-meat an’ 
collards ’is night!” 

They did; and later Herman slept. Not 
on a corn-husk doormat. The bed was 
pleasantly lumpy, and had a heavenly 
smell of things fried long ago, and of un- 
washed quilts, and of Washinnun. Now 
and again Herman pressed closer to His 
Man, and filled his lungs deeply, and 
sighed a long sigh. Herman had come into 
his own. 


APRIL SONG 
By 


Eleanor Graham 


BEFORE the grip of ice is lost, 
Or earth forgets the cold, 
Forsythia, who fears no frost, 
Puts forth her sprays of gold. 


O YELLOW light above the snow, 
Brave herald of the spring, 

Your courage sets the world aglow, 
And bids us sing! 
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SCRANTON’S 


WINDOW-DECORATING CONTEST 


li to decorate your windows in a pro- 
fessional way—and become eligible for one 
of these marvelous prizes. You'll find all the 
facts in an illustrated guide to window decora- 
tion offered with the official contest entry blank. 
Any woman who reads this leaflet, decorates a 
window and completes the entry blank has 
an equal chance to win. Both for only 10¢ to 
cover postage, handling and other costs. 


Only Scranton makes Lace Net Curtains 
with the NO-STRETCHER FINISH 


Think of it! Scranton’s Exclusive Triple-tested 
Craftspun* Curtains launder without starch or 
stretchers! Woven exclusively of 2- and 3- 
thread yarns, tied in place to prevent slipping 
and stretching, and specially finished to resist 
the effects of dust and sun, these marvelous 
curtains are available in many gorgeous designs. 


Each new pattern is design patented as 
a protection against cheap imitation, ~ 
All curtains are expertly tailored with fKiramuN 
matching hems and ready-to-hang tops. (““yr" 
No sewing is necessary. For lasting \wus#nw 
beauty, insist on Scranton Craftspun 
Curtains. At good stores everywhere. 


At the N. Y. World’s Fair, be sure to see 
the Scranton Craftspun Curtains in 
**Homewood’’—all-gas house, furnished 
and decorated by Good Housekeeping. £ 


CRAFTSPUN CURTAINS 
“THE NET OF THEM ALL” 0-8.Pa. 











502 OTHER 
Easy 


CARFARE PLUS *250 
TO THE NEW YORK 
WORLD’S FAIR or 


SAN FRANCISCO Golden Gale laléoniélonal Exposition 


PRIZES... 


te Enter—Eaty ta Do 


JUST DECORATE YOUR OWN WINDOW 
AND FOLLOW THESE SIMPLE RULES— 


r. All entries must be 
submitted on the official 
contest blank. 

2. Only one,entry can be 
submitted by any con- 
testant. 

3. No professional dec- 
orators or employees of 
the Scranton Lace Co., 
its advertising agency or 
their families are eligible. 
4. All spaces on the blank 
must be filled in, includ- 
ing room description, 
rough sketch of your cur- 
tain treatment (drawing 
ability mot necessary), 
sample swatch of dra- 
pery fabric and Scranton 
curtain ticket with iden- 
tifying number showing 
style of curtain used. 

5. A r00-word statement 
concerning the advan- 
tages of Scranton Craft- 
spun Curtains. 


SEND FOR ENTRY BLANK TODAY 


6. No entries will be re- 
turned and no corre- 
spondence will be ex- 
changed concerning en- 
tries. They will become 
the sole property of the 
Scranton Lace Co., to be 
used in any way the 
company wishes. 

7. The awards will be 
made by a committee of 
judges -and their deci- 
sions shall be final. 

8. To enter, fill in and 
mail coupon with ro¢ 
in coin to cover postage, 
handling and other costs. 
You will receive official 
entry blank and window- 
decorating guide with 
complete instructions. 
See coupon below. 

9. All entries must be 
mailed to the Scranton 
Lace Co., Scranton, Pa., 
by midnight May 31, '30. 





SCRANTON LACE CO., 303 Glen St., Scranton, Pa. 
Enclosed find ro¢in coin for Official Window Decor- 
ating Contest Blank and Guide on Curtain Decoration. 


Name 





Street 


State 





City. 
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Lown SHAPE 


Adjusts itself to contour of your 
body. Adjusts itself to unequal 
weights of two persons; prevents 
rolling to center. 





es 


THIS TIME get a mattress that stays comfortable longer 
than you thought possible. TRIPLE CUSHION is tuftless, 
yet its patented exclusive method of inner construction 
holds all upholstery materials in place as no other mat- 
id g tress can. Years of use can’t wear out hollows, create hard 
spots or cause lumpiness. Scientific BODYFORM inner- 












aay LOOK for 
- the stars 
# on the label 


SHAPE 


Zomfort LASTS 


: 


spring unit—extra coils in the center third where body 


weight and mattress wear are greatest. Sup- 
ports all parts of the body gently, buoyantly, 
comfortably. Lets you relax completely so 


you can really rest. Grades from $24.50 to 
$49.50, richly covered, beautifully tailored. 





Eight Factories: Acme Mattress Co., 
Indianapolis; Balyeat Mfg. Co., Mansfield, 
O.; Dodge-Dickinson Co., Bloomington, 





Ill.; King Bedding Co., Philadelphia; Land- 
O-Nod Co., Minneapolis; Li-On Bedding 
Co., Milwaukee; Royal Bedding Co., Pitts- 
burgh; Slumber Prod. Corp., Memphis; 
© Triple Cushion Corp., Chicago. 
: a * > 
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TRAVEL 


2 TRAVEL CAMP 
Offers Mediterranean Cruise, European travel 
in twelve countries, with house party in the 
Alps, to limited number of girls. Native 
sports, festivals, music, dances. Ideal gradu- 
ation gift. Moderate rates. Same manage- 
ment as Camp Junaluska, Lake Junaluska, 
N. C. Catalog. Ethel J. McCoy, V. 1. Col- 
lege, Box G, Bristol, Va. 











MIDDLE ATLANTIC—BOYS 





Apmirat Farracut 


NAVAL CAMP 


Boys 8-18. July 5 to Aug. 27, 
on Toms River near Barne- 
gat Bay. Sailing, navigation, 
cruises, land sports. 75 miles 
from N. Y. C. Rate includes 
uniform. Tutoring available. 
Rear Admiral S. S. Robison, 
U. S. N. (Ret.), Supt. Cata- 
log. Box 18, Toms River, N. J. 


Hiking, boxing, 


swimming, 
rowing in the foothills of the 


Camp Carson 


Blue Ridge Mountains in a plain, good, old-fashioned 
camp to build outstanding American boys, 9-18. Eight 
happy weeks, $125.00. Forty miles from Harrisburg. For 
catalog and picture booklet address, 

Director Camp Carson, Box 6, New Bloomfield, Pa. 








MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 


Eight glorious weeks of Culver 
training this summer—at 
moderate cost. A priceless in- 
vestment for your boy’s future. 
A rare outing for his vacation. 





Three sepa- 
CAVALRY (boys 14-19), WOOD- ULVER 
CRAFT (9-14). Exceptional facil- 


rate camps: 
NAVAL and 

ities. Specify catalog desired. $UMMER SCHOOLS 

44 Lake Shore Ave., Culver, Ind. ON take mMAxinKuCKEE 





MIDDLE WESTERN—GIRLS 
Four-Way Lodge 


For Girls On Torch Lake—Michigan’s Riding Camp. 
Riding—Sailing—Swimming—Tennis—Crafts—Trips. Dra- 
maties—French—Music. Separate Junior and Senior camps. 
For catalog, address: 

Mrs. M. H. Eder, 5691 Belmont Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio. 

















WESTERN—GIRLS 
San Luis Ranch for Girls 


Ranch and 


travel camp. 
All sports, also dramaties, handerafts, ete. Daily swimming. 
Riding—a horse for each girl. Pack trips. Motor trips in 
Pike’s Peak region, the Southwest, Mesa Verde, Yellow- 
stone. Two week trip in high Rockies. Inclusive fee, no ex- 
tras. Mrs. Robert F. Potter, Colorado Springs, Colorado. 








SPECIAL CAMP 





National Speech Improvement 


A non-profit organization, Fund supported, 
Camp operated in cooperation with the Speech Clinic 
of the University of Michigan. Thirty-five boys ages 8 to 
21. Eighth season. J. N. Clancy, Director, Shady Trails 
Camp, Box 340, Ann Arbor, Mich. 
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\ come to MAINE! 


You’ii find adventure, health and 
happiness at your Maine camp. Sports 
for all—fishing, sailing, swimming, 
riding, hiking, games. Home-grown 
vegetables, pure milk. 13,000 camp- 
ers last year! Write for free booklet. 
Maine Development Commission, Box 
G, State House, Augusta, Maine. 












NEW ENGLAND—BOYS 


Passaconaway 


Boys 6 to 16. Waterford, Me. Est. 1909. You will be ever- 
lastingly grateful for the memories of every day spent at 
Passaconaway. Fun filled days with everything that appeals 
to boys. Highest national recognition. Moderate Fee. Dr. and 
Mrs. A. G. Carlson, Directors, Box 5070, Scarsdale, N. Y. 





1 Boys 6-19. Orford, N. H. Beautiful 
Moosilauke White Mts. location. 34th year. 500 
acres. All land and water sports, crafts, dramatics, golf. 
Music emphasized. Mt. and canoe trips. Fun with a pur- 
pose. Experienced counselors. Fee includes tutoring, riding. 
A. M. Briggs & G. F. Miller, Horace Mann School, 233 W. 
246th St., New York City. 


Idlewild 


The Oldest Private Camp for Boys. Lake Winnepesaukee. 
$290 tuition covers: Horseback Riding, Golf, Speed Boat 
Rides, Sailing, all trips and other activities. Three Divi- 
sions. Cabins. Doctor. Nurse. Write for Booklet. 

L. D. Roys, 334 Otis Street. West Newton, Mass. 








e 

On Lake Fairlee, Ely, 

Camp Passumpsic Vermont. High adven- 
ture for boys 7-16. Fee includes riding, canoe and moun- 
tain trips, golf, sailing, riflery. Music. 3 age groups. 
Cabins. 125 acres. Carpentry and hobbies. All sports. 26th 
season. Write now for catalogue. Mr. and Mrs. D. R. 
Starry, 77 Drummond Ave., Chevy Chase, Washington, D. C. 
ECS The Sea Camps for Boys, East 
Mon O Moy Brewster, Mass. Cape Cod. 
Superb sailing, swimming, canoeing, deep-sea fishing, land 
sports, Riding. Cabins. Tutoring. Camp Mother. Regis- 
tered Nurse. Counselor Training Course. Junior, Inter- 


mediate, Senior. Catalog on request. Affiliated with Wono, 
for girls 6-16. H. G. Dodd, West Auburn, Massachusetts. 








Wampanoag 


On Buzzards Bay, Cape Cod. A salt water camp for 50 boys 
6-16. 33rd season, All usual land and water sports. Canoe 
trips and cruises, Sailing. Riding. Shop work. Rifle range. 
Posture. Nurse. Write for Illustrated Booklet. 

D. H. Tayler, 246 Grant Avenue, Newton Center, Mass. 


SOUTHERN—BOYS 
Shaw-Mi-Del-Eca 


treenbrier Military School’s Four-Tribe Camp. Near White 
Sulphur, All Sports. Cabins. Well equipped crafts building 
with 600 square feet floor space. Separate camps for younger 
boys. Horseback riding included in reasonable rate, 

Col. H. B. Moore, President, Box G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 








(amp flighland Lake 





BUILDS WINNING BOYS 
In “‘Land Of The Sky’’ 


One of America’s most beautifully en- 
vironed, superbly equipped camp, for 
boys 7 to 18. On crest of Blue Ridge. 
2300 ft. elevation. Near Hendersonville, 
N. C. 





Thru elective courses every boy builds 
a healthy body and earns certificate or 
diploma and Eagle decoration for pro- 
ficiency in academic subjects, land or 
lake sports. Write for fully illustrated 


ieee booklet and ‘*Winners All!’’, address: 


5 ts 
MMANDANT, G.M.A., College Park, Ga. 
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EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


NEW ENGLAND—GIRLS 
SUMMER 


SARGENT cas 


AT PETERBORO, N. H. 
OuTSTANDING camp for girls, on large pri- 
vate lake. Unusual equipment on land and 
water. Well-balanced recreational program. 
Experienced counselors, resident physician. 
Separate divisions: Seniors, 14-19; Inter- 
mediates, 9-13; Juniors, 5-8. Riding in 
fee. Counselor training course. Catalog. 

ERNST. HERMANN, Director 
(6 Everett Street Cambridge, Mass. 


White Mountain Camp for Girls. On 








Ogontz 


Ogontz Lake, near Sugar Hill, N. H. 
Aquaplaning, swimming, sailing, golf, riding, tennis. 
Crafts, nature study, dancing, music. Tutoring. Rustic 


cabins on 750 acres of woods and meadows. Two weeks at 
Ogontz Seashore Camp in Maine by arrangement. Booklet. 
Abby A. Sutherland, Ogontz School P. O., Pa. 


Featuring Riding, Water Sports, and Ten- 
Farwell nis, Every girl receives exceptional instruc- 
tion in horsemanship, swimming, tennis, diving, canoeing. 
Other popular sports. Dramatics, crafts. Complete equip- 
ment, On beautiful lake in Vermont. Fine health record. 
Happy campers! Fee includes riding. Send for catalogue. 

Rosalie G. Sanderlin, 2614-31 St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 


- The Horseback Camps. For Girls. 
Teela Wooket Roxbury, Vermont. Daily Riding 
Included. Beginners’ Horses. Three & Five-Gaited Show 
Horses, Hunters, Jumpers. Water Sports, Tennis, Archery, 
Riflery, Dramatics, Golf, Crafts. Booklet. Mr. and Mrs. 
C. A. Roys, 28 Ordway Road, Wellesley Hills, Mass. 


Camp Cowasset 


A joyous, adyenture-full summer for girls at Buzzard’s Bay, 
Cape Cod. Sailing, swimming, riding. Complete equip- 
ment for all land and water sports, crafts, music, dancing, 
dramatics, French. Four groups. Catalog. Beatrice A. 
Hunt, Director, 11 Plymouth St., Holbrook, Mass. 


Sailing Camps. Girls 5-10; 11-18. Learn 
Quanset to sail-race-on Pleasant Bay, Cape Cod 
(So. Orleans), Mass. Recognized Yacht Club. Sailing every 
day. All camp activities, riding; music. 35th yr. June 
Sailing School for Adults, 17 and over, co-educational. 
Booklet, Interviews: Mr. and Mrs. Francis Parkman Ham- 
matt, Directors, Box G, So. Orleans, Mass. 


Sea Pines "Sprites" Junior Unit of Sea 


Pines-on-Cape Cod. 
Little girls (5-11) have their own beach and nai titice 
Companionship of trained counselors. Water sports, rid- 
ing, dancing, dramatics, music, ete. Salt water beach, 
100 acres of pines. Senior Camp for older xirls. Guest house 
for parents. Booklet. Faith Bickford, Box G, Brewster, Mass. 


SOUTHERN—GIRELS 


For Girls, Hendersonville, 
Camp Carlyle N. C. on top Blue Ridge Mts. 
All land and water sports. Free horseback riding every 
day. Private golf course, Music, dramatics, dancing, crafts, 
nature lore. New cottages with modern sanitation in pine 
woods, Interesting trips, For illustrated catalog address: 


Mrs, Inez S. Carlyle, Box G, Hendersonville, N. C. 


For girls.. A western-type camp in 
y, I. Ranc the East. On a thousand-acre ranch 
7 miles from Bristol, Va. Two large swimming pools, 
excellent equipment; handerafts, tennis, tutoring, dancing. - 
dramatics. Horses from college stables, For catalog address 
Dean Marguerite Pflug, Box 12, Virginia intermont 
College, Bristol, Va. 


SOUTHERN—COEDUCATIONAL _ 
HIGH VALLEY CAMPS 


Great Smoky Mountains Region 
Junior Camp 6-12 Senior Camp 12-18 


Coeducational. Canton, N. C., southwest of Asheville. 
Health supervised by nurse and physicians. Excellent 
food. Modern sanitation. Program planned to derive 
maximum value through work, play, rest. All sports; 
golf, swimming, riding, boxing, archery. Community 
work—farming, dairying, bee-keeping, poultry, fores- 
try, carpentry, mechanics, electricity, cooking, garden- 
ing—makes for development through acceptance of 
responsibility. Photography, painting, sketching, 
shop, biology, chemistry, dramatics, camp paper, 
music. Excursions to Norris Dam, Highlands, Rte 
Mitchell, Georgia, S. Carolina, Indian Reservation. 
All included in $210 tuition. 


Dr.Thomas Alexander, 525 West 120th St., N. Y. C. 










































NEW ENGLAND—GIRLS 
Kendall Hall 


Thorough college preparatory and general courses balanced 
by zestful outdoor sports and an informal, happy school life. 
200 acres facing Mt. Monadnock, Mountain climbing, 
tennis, riding, swimming, winter sports. Catalog. 

Mr. and Mrs. G. P. Kendall, Box 351, Peterborough, N. H. 













JUNIOR 
COLLEGE 


THN miles from Boston’s cultural advantages. 
Two-year courses for high school graduates. 
Academic, Home Economics, Secretarial, Mer- 
chandising, Pre-nursing, Art, Music, Expression. 
College Preparatory. All sports, golf, riding. 
30-acre campus. Delightful home life. Catalog. 


Guy M. WInstow, Ph.D., President 
120 Woodland Road Auburndale, Mass. 














Miss Farmer's School of Cookery 


This long-established school prepares for efficient home 
management and positions requiring cookery and dietetics. 
One Year, Eight Weeks, shorter courses. Individual in- 
struction in small groups. Residences. Catalog G. 

Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 


The Mary A. Burnham School 


Facing Smith College Campus. Successfully prepares for 
Smith and other colleges. Accredited, Also, 1-year intensive 
review for C.E.B. General courses, music, art. Gym, riding, 
all sports. 61st yr. Not for profit. Catalog. 

Mrs. Geo. W. Emerson, Prin., Elm St., Northampton, Mass. 


The Dana Hall Schools 


Tenacre—For young girls from’ six to 





Pine Manor—Junior College. Music, Art, Homemaking. 
Helen Temple Cooke, Head, Box H, Wellesley, Mass. 


Walnut Hill For girls. Preparatory and general 


courses, Excellent record with lead- 
ing colleges. Music, art. 50-acre campus 17 miles from 
Boston’s cultural advantages, 2 miles from Wellesley 
College, All sports, riding, skiing. Founded 1893, 


Hester R. Davies, Prin., 12 Highland St., Natick, Mass. 





Howard Seminary 


For Girls. A school of New England traditions. Accredited 
college preparation and Junior College courses. Home eco- 
nomics, secretarial, music, art, dramatics. Small-group 
classes. 65th year. All sports. Catalogue on request. Mr. and 
Mrs. Macdonald Peters, Box 14, West Bridgewater, Mass. 


Marot Junior College 


Distinguished New England school offering 2 years college 
work, 2 years preparatory. Terminal, transfer courses in 
liberal and fine arts, home economies, secretarial science, 
child education, All sports. Catalog. 

Mary Louise Marot, President, Box G, Thompson, Conn. 





° * : 
Larson Junior College Accredited, Liv- 
tional Secretarial courses prepare for interesting positions, 
including Medical Secretaryship. Homemaking, Design, 
Journalism, Advertising, Library and Social Service, 
Music, Dramatics, Art. Degrees. Sports. Catalog. 
Miss R. G. Grew, 1452 Whitney Ave., New Haven, Conn. 





fifteen years. : 
Dana Hall—College Preparatory and General Courses. - 
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Tilton School and Junior College 


In ski country, 24% hours from Boston. 93rd year. College 
Preparatory—graduates in best colleges. Junior College— 
Liberal Arts, Business Adm., fully accredited freshman 
and sophomore years. Complete sports program. Catalogs. 

Registrar, 32 School Street, Tilton, N. H. 


Chauncy Hall School 


Founded 1828. Prepares boys exclusively for Massachusetts 
Institute of Technology and other scientific schools. Franklin 
T. Kurt, Principal, 548 Boylston Street (Copley Square), 
Boston, Mass. 








Worcester Academy 


A Nationally-Known, Accredited Preparatory School for 
Boys. One hundred and five years in the service of 
youth. Fall term opens September 19. For catalog address 
The Registrar, 85 Providence Street, Worcester, Mass. 
Unusual educational 


Williston Academy opportunities for boys 


at modest cost. Endowment over half a million. Over 150 
graduates in 40 colleges. New recreational center, gym- 
nasium, swimming pool. Experienced, understanding mas- 
ters. Separate Junior School. Address the Headmaster: 

Archibald V. Galbraith, Box D, Easthampton, Mass. 











NEW ENGLAND—COEDUCATIONAL 


° 
An endowed New Eng- 
Cushing Academy land academy. Moderate 
rates. High standards of preparation for college and life. 
General and commercial courses. Separate units for boys 
and girls. Well coached sports for all. Music. Dramatics. 
64th year. " 
Clarence P. Quimby, Principal, Box 21, Ashburnham, Mass. 


Dean Academy 74th yr. College prep. Gen- 


eral Courses and 1 and 2 yr. 
courses for H. 8. graduates: Business, Mech. Drawing, 
Public Speaking, Secretarial, Music, Art, Crafts, Home- 
making, Dramatics. Individual attention. All sports, heated 
pool, golf, tennis, riding. Coed. Home-like school. Rate 
$600. Earle A. Wallace, Headmaster, Franklin, Mass. 
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Irvin 103rd year. 25 mi. from N. Y. Opportunity 
g for thorough college preparation in small 
classes under experienced understanding faculty. Certifi- 
cate privileges. Regents accredited. Limited to 125. Home- 
like environment. Junior Dept. Athletics. Golf. Catalog. 


C. Walter Olson, Box 922, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 


Peekskill Military Academy 


Careful educational guidance. Ages 7-18. Modern fireproof 
buildings overlooking Hudson. All sports. Parents invited 
for consultation; 1 hour from New York City. Catalog. Ad- 
dress: Principals, Box G-4, Peekskill-on-Hudson, New York. 


ete 
La Salle Military Academy 2etire 
preparation under Brothers of the Christian Schools. Ac- 
credited. Small classes. Well-equipped buildings on 167- 
acre estate. Pool and ocean swimming. 9-hole golf course. 
Junior Dept. 56th year. Moderate rate. Catalogue. 
Rev. Brother Ambrose, F.S.C., Box J, Oakdale, L. I., N. Y. 


Manlius School 


College preparation which adheres strictly to the standards 
and requirements of the College Entrance Board, coupled 
with all the benefits of sane military training. Central New 








. York, 11 miles from Syracuse: 70th year. Write for catalog. 


Col. Guido F. Verbeck, Box G, Manlius, N. Y. 


Valley Forge Military Academy 


A preparatory school with College Board Examination 
standards of training for all students. Boys carefully se- 
lected for admission. Ages 12 to 20. New, modern build- 
ings and equipment. All sports, golf, archery, cavalry 
troop. Catalogue. Box F, Wayne, Pa. 





The school for your boy. A preparatory school where boys are 
trained for leadership in the world of men. Fully ac- 
credited. Splendid equipment. Able and friendly instructors. 
Supervised sports. Individual courses for boys 10 to 21. 
Send for ‘‘The Kiski Plan’’—now! 

Kiskiminetas Springs School, Box 465, Saltsburg, Pa. 
BS E.R TS SRR 


Perkiomen Convenient to N. Y. and Phila. <Ac- 


credited. Classes average 9. Boys really 
learn how to study. 97% of last year’s graduates in 26 
colleges. Vocational guidance. All sports. Excellent Jr. 
School. Accredited Summer School. Moderate rate, no extras. 
Catalog. C. E. Yobias, M A., Box 249, Pennsburg, Pa. 











Tome Offers boys fully accredited college preparation, 
flexible general and business preparatory courses. 
Personal attention in small classes. Lower school. All 
sports, workshops. Gym, golf. Beautiful 200 acre campus 
on Susquehanna River. Alumni controlled. Catalog. Charles 
J. Keppel, Headmaster, Box G, Port Deposit, Md. 


e 

Excellent Preparation for Col- 
Blair Academy lege. Small Classes. Experi- 
enced Masters, Cultivation of Initiative and Self Reliance. 
Wide Choice of Sports and Student Activities. Golf Course, 
Swimming Pool. Careful Health Supervision. 500-ft. 
elevation. 65 miles from New York. 
Charles H. Breed, Headmaster, Box I!, Blairstown, N. J. 





The Pennington School 


Prepares select boys effectively for college. Character de- 
velopment a fundamental aim. Modern equipment. Small 
classes. Crafts shop. All sports. Separate lower school. Health- 
ful. historic location. near Princeton. 101st year. Catalog. 
Francis Harvey Green, Litt. D., Box 70, Pennington, N. J. 


Bordentown Military Institute 


College Preparatory. Accredited. Business and General 
courses. Experienced, inspiring teachers. Homelike atmos- 
phere. Boys taught how to study. Healthful location. 7 
miles from Trenton. All sports, gymnasium. Junior school. 
Founded 1885. Catalog. Box 274, Bordentown, N. J. 
° 

Specializes in preparing boys for college. 
Peddie 304 graduates in last five years have entered 
such colleges as Yale, Princeton, Dartmouth, Harvard. 150 








acres. 16 modern buildings. Junior school. ‘All sports for 
all. School golf course. Summer « session. 74th year. 
Catalogue. Address, 


Wilbour E. Saunders, Box 4-J, Hightstown, N. J. 





Carson Long Institute 


Boys’ Military School. Educates the whole boy—physically, 
mentally, morally. How to learn, how to labor, how to live. 
Prepares for college or business. Rates $500.00. Camp & 
Summer Session, Rates $125.00. Box C, New Bloomfield, Pa. 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC—COEDUCATIONAL 
Oakwood School 


Co-educational Friends School. College preparatory and 
general courses. Country location, 70 miles from New York, 
Supervised recreation and sports. 14lst year. Moderate 
rates, no extras. Catalog. 

Wm. J. Reagan, A.M., Prin., Box 6, Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 











A Quaker school, known for 
its modern curriculum and ex- 


George School 





cellent college preparatory results, 242-acre campus. Boys 
and girls in the same school under conditions that meet 
with the approval of careful, discriminating parents. 
For catalogue, address: G. A. Walton, A.M., Principal, 
Box 275, George School, Bucks County, Pa. 
fs Junior College. Liberal 

Scranton Keystone arts, business and pve 
professional courses transferable to universities. Officially 
accredited. Medical secretarial and engineering programs 
Balanced activity program. Co-ed. All sports. Wooded 
campus. Morerate rates. Catalog 
Byron S. Hollinshead, Pres., Box GH, La Plume, Penna. 
-S . 
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Edgewsod Park 


Recognized by leading colleges and universities. College 
preparatory, advanced courses in Liberal and Fine Arts, 
Secretarial Science, Real state, Medical Assistants, 
Home Economics, Social Service, Dramatics, Journalism, 
Costume Design, Interior Decorating, Merchandising, 
KXindergarten. Lake, pools. Golf, tennis. Bermuda Cruise. 


Box G Briarcliff Manor, N. Y. 








Briarcliff Junior College 


Briarcliff Manor, N. Y. Two years of accredited college 
work, Art, music, theatre arts, interior decoration, cos- 
tume design, social work, journalism, home economics, 
business science. Near New York City. All outdoor sports, 
swimming pool. Catalog on request. Registrar, Box Z. 


The Knox School 





College preparatory; also 2-year advanced, accredited 
courses. Art, music, drama, business, household arts. All 
sports, including golf, riding, skiing, swimming, crew. 
Catalog. 


Mrs. E. Russell Houghton, Box G, Cooperstown, N. Y. 


Cathedral School of Saint Mary 


Episcopal school for girls in the country 23 miles from 
New York, General and college preparatory courses. Grad- 
uates in all leading colleges. Art, music, dramatics. 
All Sports; riding, swimming. Hockey. Established 1883. 
Marion G. Reid, Principal, Garden City, L. I., N. Y. 


Highland Hall 


School for Girls. Accredited College Preparatory and Gen- 
eral Courses. Music, art, secretarial. Swimming pool, 
riding, spring horse show. 72nd year. Mrs. J. King 
McLanahan, Jr., President. Elizabeth G. Baldwin, A.B., 
Prin., Box 44, Hollidaysburg, Pa. 











e 

B. A. in 14 departments; 

Seton Hill College B. 8. in Home Economics, 
with 5 major options; B. Music in 3 curricula. Fully ac- 
credited. Pre-Medicine, Pre-Law, Teacher Training, Social 
Service. Honors courses. All sports. Catholic management. 
Accredited by A.A.U.; nat’]1 membership in A.A.U.W. Cata- 
log. Registrar, Box G, Seton Hill College, Greensburg, Pa. 

e 

Formerly Birmingham. Ac- 

The Grier Schoo credited College Prepara- 
tion and General Courses, for girls 12-18. Located in 
Pennsylvania Alleghenies. Special emphasis on Art, Music, 
and Secretarial. 200 acres for all winter and summer 


sports. Excellent riding. Gym and pool. 86th yr. Catalog. 
T. C. Grier, Director, Box 14, Birmingham, Pa. 


Cedar Crest College 


A.B. and B.S. degrees for young women, with majors in 
liberal arts, secretaryship, science, home economics, social 
work, education, dramatic art. Picturesque suburban loca- 
tion; 90 miles from New York. 

William G. Curtis, Box G, Allentown, Pa. 














CENTENARY 


JUNIOR COLLEGE 


Fuuuy. accredited two-year college. Transfer and 


Liberal and fine arts, secre- 
tarial, home economics, dramatics. All country 
sports. Pleasant social life. For catalog address 
Robert J, Trevorrow, D.D., President 

Hackettstown, New Jersey 


vocational courses. 


Box 59 





Miss Beard's School 


Prepares girls for College Board examinations. General 
courses include household and fine and applied arts, and 
music. Country life and outdoor sports. Ample grounds near 
Orange Mountains within 14 miles of New York. 

Lucie C. Beard, Headmistress, Box 54, Orange, N. J. 


BEAVER. COLLEGE 


20 Minutes From Philadelphia’s Advantages 


Standard 4-year college for women. A.B., B.S., 
Mus.B:, B.F.A. degrees. Liberal Arts, Science, Musie, 
Fine Arts; Dramatics ; Home Enonomics ; Commercial, 
Health Education, Kindergarten-Primary. Graduates 
granted teachers’ certificates without examination by 
state departments. Gymnasiums, pool. National 
patronage. Moderate rates. Oatalog. 

Walter B. Greenway, B.D., LL.D., President, Box G, 
Jenkintown, Pa. 















Linden Hall Junior College and School for Girls. 


Cultural and Vocational. Music, Home Economics. Secre- 
tarial Studies. Fine and Commercial Art. Interesting 
Activities. All Sports. Preparatory and General Courses. 
Riding, Swimming Pool. Mederate Tuition. Separate 
Junior School. F. W. Stengel, D. D., Box 24, Lititz, Pa. 


Penn Hall Jr. College 


For Young Women. Accredited. Also 4 year H. S. Music, 
Home Ec., Int. Dee., Costume Design. El. Journalism. 
Secretarial. Connecting baths. Swimming-pool. Horseback 
riding. Attractive social life. Part of May at Ocean City. 
Catalog (mention interests)—-Box Q, Chambersburg, Pa. 
R dal Hall Home-school for younger girls, 6-14. 

y Kindergarten through grammar grades, 
Home influence with careful guidance of each child’s natural 
tendencies. Music, dancing, crafts, dramatics and nature 
study. French daily. All outdoor sports on 50-acre campus. 


Ten miles from Philadelphia. Catalog. 
Abby A. Sutherland, Ogontz School P.O., Pa. 














UA iat ree 


Successor to National Park Seminary 


Junior College. Preparatory, terminal, 
transfer courses. Music, art, dramatics, 
secretarial, home economics. New per- 
sonal finance course. Unusual social actiy- 
ities. All sports—riding. 200 acres, sub- 
urban to Washington. Catalog, Roy Tasco 
Davis, Pres., Box 149, Forest Glen, Md. 





Fairmont College 


Accredited Junior College and 2 year Preparatory. 
Advantages of Capital. Liberal Arts, Secretarial, Social 
Service, Merchandising. Music, Art, Int. Dec., Costume 
design, Radio Broadcasting. Social life. Sports. Riding. 
Catalog: 1713 Massachusetts Ave., Washington, D. C. 





Accredited Junior College and 
Chevy Chase Senior High School for young 
women. Art, Interior Decoration, Music, Secretarial, Journal- 
ism, Home Economics, Dramatics. Washington advantages. 
Individual development. Outdoor life and sports. Catalogue. 
Mrs. F. E. Farrington, Regent, Philip Milo Bail, Ph.D., 
President. Chevy Chase School, Box G, Washington, B. C. 





Gunston Hall 


Preparatory and Collegiate departments. Also music, art, 
dramatics, home economics, and secretarial courses, Advan- 
tages of National Capital. Established_ 1892. Mary L. 
Gildersleeve, Mary B. Kerr, M.A., Prins. Richard N. Mason, 
Business Manager, 1902 Florida Avenue, Washington, D.C. 


King-Smith Studio-School 


For young women, Specialized study in Music, Art, Dra- 
matics (new little theater), Dancing, Languages and Liter- 
ature, Creative Writing, Domestic and Secretarial courses. 
Delightful and artistic home atmosphere. Catalog. 

1743 New Hampshire Ave., Washington, D, C. 








Marjorie Webster Schools 


Junior College, Secretarial Science, Physical Education, 
Dramatic Art & Dancing, Fine & Applied Art. Modern 
dormitories, on 10-acre campus. Cultural, social advantages of 
the Capital. Swimming Pool, Gymnasium. Placement service. 
Catalog. Rock Creek Park Estates, Box G, Washington, D.C. 





Maryland College for Women 


An established college of national patronage. Bachelor 
degrees, certificates. Home Economics, Music, Kindergarten 
Training. Speech, Secretarial, Fine Arts, Social life. 
Sports. Riding. Near Baltimore. Established 1853. Catalog. 

Box G, Lutherville, Md. 











MILITARY 


STAUNTON (Aeapemy 


Distinguished for excellent academic, 
military and athletic training. In beau- 
tiful, historic Shenandoah Valley of 
Virginia. High altitude. Unexcelled 
health record. Modern fire-proof build- 
ings. Separate Junior School. Visitors 
cordially welcomed. Catalogue. 


Col. EmoryJ.Middour,Superintendent 
Box G-4, Staunton, Virginia 


» 





» » » » » 





Fork Union Military Academy 


Highest military rating. Small classes. Accredited. ROTC. 
Supervised study. Prepares for college or business. Highest 
standards. Junior school for small boys. Housemother. All 
athletics. Swimming. 42nd year. Catalog. 

Dr. J. J. Wicker, Box GH, Fork Union, Va. 


Fishburne Military School 


Accredited preparation for college, West Point, Annapolis, 
or for business, in an inspiring environment. Military train- 
ing develops leaders. Supervised study, small classes under 
men who understand boys. Sports for all, hobby clubs, band. 
60th yr. Catalog: Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box G-3, Waynesboro, Va. 








Randolph-Macon Academy 


Military. Accredited. 48th Year. At northern entrance to 
Skyline Drive. Prepares for college through intensive 
study methods. Fireproof buildings. Supervised athletics. 
Visitors welcome. Write for catalog and ‘‘Visit’’ folder. 
Col. John C. Boggs, Principal, Box G, Front Royal, Va. 





Greenbrier Military Sthool 


128th Year. Accredited. Preparation for College. Lower 
School. Near White Sulphur Springs. Altitude 2300 feet. 
Modern fireproof building houses all activities. All sports, 
Summer Camp. For illustrated Catalog, write 

Col. H. B. Moore, Box G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 
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Hargrave Military Academy 


Making men—not money. Accredited—in Piedmont Sec- 
tion—offering all preparatory school advantages at mini- 
mum cost. Separate Junior School. For catalog, address 


Col. A. H. Camden, Pres., Box G, Chatham, Va. 

1 School for_boys. Develops Christian 
Blue Ridge character. Individual teaching, classes 
of 8-10. Accredited preparation, all colleges. Non-military. 
Students from 28 states, 8 countries. In beautiful Western 
North Carolina—unsurpassed health record. 60 acres, ath- 


letics. Moderate fee. Summer term. Catalog. 
J. R. Sandifer, Headmaster, Box G, Hendersonville, N. C. 











Tennessee Military Institute 


Recognized as one of America’s really good schools. Estab. 
1874. Standards high. Prepares for best colleges. Enrol- 
ment limit 200. All sports, including golf. Beautiful 
campus. 100 acres, Moderate rates. Catalog. 

Col. C. R. Endsley, Supt., Box 78, Sweetwater, Tenn. 





Sewanee Military Academy 


““We teach every boy how to study.’’ Small classes. Health- 
fully located on private mountain domain of 10,000 acres. 
Sports for all, gym, pool. Endowed: not for profit. Moderate 
rate. 72nd year. Catalog. Maj. Gen. Wm. R. Smith, Sunt. 
(formerly Supt. at West Point), Box G, Sewanee, Tenn. 


Columbia Military Academy 


11 buildings, 9 built by U. S. Govt. Fully accredited. 
Special Department preparing for Government Academies. 
R. O. T. C. Post-Graduate and Junior Schools. Athletics, 
including gym, swimming, golf, horsemanship. 50 piece band. 
For catalog, address Department G, Columbia, Tennessee. 


Castle Heights Military Academy 


R.O.T.C. Preparatory. Post Graduate. Separate Jr. School 
—spacious mansion on adjacent campus; special instructors, 
house mothers. New $50,000 gymnasium. Endowed. Rates 
$575 and $675. Capacity 400. Early application advisable. 
Col. H. G. Armstrong, Pres., Lebanon (near Nashville), Tenn. 








EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


Kentucky Military Institute _ 


A school with a winter home in Florida. Preparation 

for college under ideal climatic conditions all year. Fully 

accredited. Oldest Private Military School in America. 

For fully illustrated catalog, address: 

Col. Chas. B. Richmond, President, Box G, Lyndon, Ky. 
Non - military, ac- 


The Morgan School credited college prep- 


aration, Small classes, individual instruction. Healthful 
climate, south of Nashville. Outdoor activity year ‘round. 
All sports. Junior school. Summer term, Founded 1885. 
Rate $550. Catalog, R. Kenneth Morgan, Jr., Headmaster, 
Box G, Petersburg, Tenn. 








Battle Ground Academy Xe- mai; 


4 tary school 
develops high scholarship, personality, and character. Accred- 
ited—graduates successful in better colleges. Close, personal 
guidance in small classes. Healthful location, near Nash- 
ville. Golf, swimming, gym, all sports. Moderate rate. 51st 
year. Catalog. George I. Briggs, Box G, Franklin, Tenn. 





Riverside Military Academy 


Nation’s largest military preparatory school. Boys 10-20. 
Six months in Blue Ridge Mountains with winter session 
Hollywood, Florida. Golf course, swimming, tennis, ocean 
sports, aviation. Catalog: 

General Sandy Beaver, Box G, Gainesville, Ga. 


Gulf Coast Military Academy 


Skilled Instructors; personal supervision. Graduates ac- 
credited eastern colleges. Two departments—Junior 5 to 
14; Senior 14 and over. On Beach. Open-air quarters. 
Open year ’round. Write for Catalog: 

R-4, Gulfport, Mississippi. 


The Bolles School 


On St. Johns River, Accredited. Thorough preparation for 
college or Gov't Academies, 5th-to 12th grades. Splendidly 
equipped fireproof buildings. Year ‘round athletics. New 
gymnasium. Military. Seamanship, boating. For catalog, ad- 
dress: Col. Roger G. Painter, President, Jacksonville, Fla. 
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SULLINS 


COLLEGE 


Junior College and High School 
Both accredited. 100 acre Campus in beautiful 
Virginia Park. Swimming Pool, Boating, 
Riding, Music, Art, Dramatics, Home Ec., 
Secretarial, Physical Ed. Modern Buildings, 
every room has bath. Catalogue and Views, 
Write: W._E. Martin, Ph D., Pres., Sullins 
College, Box G, BRISTOL, VIRGINIA, 
Desire Baeotn Summer Camp bulletin? 













e ° . 

Standard accredited work. Two 
Fairfax Hal years college. Four years high 
school. Secretarial. Fine Arts. In Shenandoah Valley near 
Skyline Drive. Attractive buildings on large campus. All 
sports. Private stable. Indoor and outdoor pools. Catalog on 
request. Wm. B. Gates, President, Box 4G, Park Station, 
Waynesboro, Virginia. 
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Endowed Junior College 
Virginia Intermont Engqved Junior Cottere 
Accredited. General, vocational courses in Music, Art, 
Speech, Dramatics, Home Ec., Physical Ed., Secretarial, 
Library Science. Beautiful location. Sports, riding, swim- 
ming. Founded 1884. Moderate rates. Summer Camp V. I. 
Ranch. Catalog. H. G. Noffsinger, Pres., Box 122, Bristol, Va. 





e 

For young women. 
Greenbrier College P,,70us,,.vmes; 
College Preparatory. Founded 1812. In the Alleghenies 
near White Sulphur Springs. Art, Music, Dramatic Art, 
Secretarial. Recreational and Social Activities. Modern 
fireproof dormitory. Flat rate $750. For catalog, address 
French W. Thompson, D.D., Pres., Dept. G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 


Two yrs. College, 4 
Blackstone College 2,35, Loltese, 4 
plomas in Liberal Arts, foe Dramatics, Secretarial, 
Merchandising, Homé Ec. and Physical Ed. Near Rich- 
mond. Modern, fireproof buildings. Swimming pool, golf, 
riding, other sports. Total cost $515. For catalogue address 
J. Paul Glick, President, Box G-4, Blackstone, Va. 





Mary Baldwin College ®,,,wome, A 


credited; endowed. 

The college with a background of culture and scholarship. 

A.B. degree. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial, Teacher 

Training courses. Educationally efficient, socially selective, 
spiritually sincere. Riding, other sports. Catalog. 

L. Wilson Jarman, Pres., Box G, Staunton, Va. 





Southern Seminary 


Accredited Junior College—High School. A_ School of 
Character for Girls. Blue Ridge Mts. of Va. Music, Art, 
Expression. Home Economics. Phys. Ed. Commercial. Social 
training. Sports. 71st year. Write for catalog. 

Robert Lee Durham, Pres., Box 942, Buena Vista, Va. 


Stratford College 


In Healthful Piedmont. Accredited Junior College and 

Preparatory. Develops individual aptitudes and talents. 

Campus of 12 acres. All sports. For ‘‘Intimate Glimpses’’ 
and catalog, address: 

John C. Simpson, Pres., Box G, Danville, Va. 

96th year. Episcopal. Effective prep- 

Stuart Hall aration for College Boards and col- 

leges admitting on certificate. General course for non- 

college girl. Excellent 1 and 2 yr. secretarial courses for 

high school graduates. Separate lower school—grades 4 to 


8. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Riding. Sports. 
Ophelia S. T. Carr, Prin., Box J-B, Staunton, Va. 


Bethel Woman's College 


Fully accredited Junior College and Conservatory of Music. 
Graduates are leaders in their communities, successful in 
careers. Home ec., business, teacher training courses. Art, 
dramatics. Gym. Moderate rate, includes riding. Catalog. 

. W. Gaines, Pres., Box G, Hopkinsville, Ky. 











Saint Mary’s School 
and Junior College 


Raleigh, North Carolina 
Episcopal. For girls. In Pine Belt. Healthful climate. 
Three years high school and two years standard college work. 
Accredited by Southern Association. Special courses. Marked 
success in molding girls into the highest type of woman- 
hood, All sports. Mrs. Ernest Cruikshank, Principal. 


Catalogue: Z 
A, W. Tucker, Bus. Mor., Dept. G, Raleigh, N. C. 
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School for girls—college preparatory and 
Fassifern grades. In ‘‘the Land of the Sky’’ near 
Asheville. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Happy 


homelike atmosphere. Riding. Camp Greystone nearby used 
for year-’round sports. For catalog address 


Jos. R. Sevier, D.D., Pres., Box B, Hendersonville, N. C. 
Salem Academy 


Accredited girls’ college-preparatory school. Limited 
Classes. Outstanding ane raining. Year-round outdoor 
sports program. Founded 1772. All new buildings 1930. 56 
acre campus. Catalogue. 

Mary A. Weaver, Prin., Box G, Winston-Salem, N. C. 


Ashley Hall 


For girls. Accredited college preparatory and general 
courses in atmosphere of historic Southern culture. Music, 
dramatics, home economies, art. Student government. Out- 
door sports; riding, pool. Lower school, Catalog. 
Mary Vardrine McBee, L.H.D., Box G, Charleston, S. C. 
Coker “A college of distinction.’? Accredited 4-year 
standard ccllege. Courses leading to A.B. 
degree in Liberal Arts. and Sciences, also in applied and 
public school music. Teachers’ certificates. Art, library 
science, physical ed., etc. Beautiful campus. Attractive 


bldgs. All sports. Gym, pool. Endowed. Session: $450. 
Catalog. C. Sylvester Green, Pres., Box G, Hartsville, S. C. 


Limestone College %.ine,Biue Bigee Mts. 
Music, art, 


speech, commercial, teacher training, physical 
education, home economics, social science. Distinguished 
faculty. Mild climate permits year-round outdoor recrea- 
tion. 10 hrs. from Washington. Endowed: $458. Catalog. 
Robert C. Granberry, D.D., Pres., Box G, Gaffney, S. C. 


























nomics, Secretarial. 


Brenau College, Box G-4 





BRENAU 


COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 


ACCREDITED. A. B. degree and Junior College diploma. Endowed. 
Music, Art, the Speech Arts and Dramatics. Physical Ed., Home Eco- 
Located foothills Blue Ridge mountains. Near 
Atlanta. Altitude 1250 ft. Noted for health. 350 acres. All outdoor 
sports. Patronage 35 states. Attractive social life. Catalogue address :— 







Gainesville, Ga. 


Ward-Belmont 


Accredited Junior College and High School. Conservatory 
of Music. Art, Literature, Home Economics, Expression, 
Secretarial. Dancing. Gymnasium, pool, all sports. For 

“Club Village’ and catalog, address: 
Alma Paine, Registrar, Box 103, Nashville, Tenn. 
By-the-Sea. Fully ac- 


Gulf Park College credited Junior College. 


Also 3-year college preparatory. Music, Art, Speech Arts, 
Home Economics, Secretaryship. Outdoor sports all year. 
New fresh water pool. Riding, dancing, salt water sports. 


Catalog. ; 
Richard G. Cox, President, Box L, Gulfport, Miss. 














MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 





An Episcopal school dedicated to 
Howe School the development of alert, clean 
minds and sound bodies. Successful college preparation. 
Individual guidance program. Understanding faculty. Mili- 
tary training. Sports for all. Junior school. 55th year. Mod- 
erate rate. Catalog. Burrett B. Bouton, M.A., Supt., 249 
Academy Place, Howe, Ind. 





1 Balanced program prepares 
Elgin Academy boys for leading colleges, 
scientific schools. 95% of graduates in college. High scholar- 
ship. Unusual individualized attention. Gym, all sports. 
Art, shop, pool. Music. Heavily endowed; moderate rate. 
84th year. Catalog. Earl G. Leinbach, A.M., Headmaster, 
217 Academy Place, Elgin, Ill. 





Todd School and Camp 


For Boys 6 to 19. 90th Year. Accredited. Vitalized in- 
dividual College Preparation; and _ progressive Lower 
School. Shop. Swimming. Riding. Hour from Chicago. 
Mich. Summer Camp. Write fully. Catalog, or visit. 
Roger Hill, Prin., Box D4, Woodstock, Illinois. 








¥y(NARGA SCHOOL 7o, BOYS 


Real INDIVIDUAL college prepara- 
tion. Small tutorial classes. Fully 
accredited without examinations. 
Also Business Course. Ages 11 to 19. 
Modified military training for 
CHARACTER and Physique. New fireproof 
buildings and Pool. 85 miles south of Chicago. 


Route 45. Visit or write: 
SS _— Col. J. G. Bittinger, Supt, Onarga, Ill. 
ele - 
Morgan Park Military Academy 
Thorough preparation for college. Personal guidance to- 
ward all-round development, initiative stimulated. Ex- 
perienced teachers. Sports for every boy, including riding. 


Near Chicago. 66th year. Lower school. Catalog 
Col. H. D. Abells, Box 349, Morgan Park, III. 








Western Military Academy 


Junior-Senior High School. Accredited. 61st yr. Modern 
fireproof dormitories, each housing small group and faculty 
family. Competitive athletics for all under unique plan. 
For catalog and ‘‘Group Plan of Athletics’’, address: 
Col. R. L. Jackson, Pres., Box G-4, Alton, III. 





EDUCATES THE WHOLE BOY 
ULVER 


Studies and guides him un- 

derstandingly. Discovers in- 
MILITARY ACADEMY terests and aptitudes. 
Develops initiative, poise 
and enthusiasm for purposeful living. College 
preparatory, Junior College work, 8th grade. 
1000-acre campus. All sports. Infantry, Cavalry, 
Artillery. Moderate cost. Catalog. 


44 Pershing Avenue Culver, Indiana 





Distinctive endowed boys’ 


Cranbrook Schoo school, Grades 7-12 and 


postgraduate. Unusual opportunities in music, arts, 
crafts, sciences. Hobbies encouraged, All sports. Single 
rooms. Strong faculty, Near Detroit. Graduates in over 50 


colleges. Catalog. 
Lone Pine Rd., Bloomfield Hills, Mich. 


Registrar, 1551 

1 ele 
St. John's Military Academy 
Inspiring military discipline develops confidence, leadership. 
Balanced program of conference study, recreation under ‘‘boy 


specialists.’’ Accredited. All sports. 55th year. Summer 
Camp. Write for Catalog. 449 DeKoven Hall, Delafield, Wis. 
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A college preparatory 
Pillsbury Academy school for boys 12 to 20. 
Military training. 63rd_year. Accredited. Small classes. 
Personal instruction and supervision. Dormitories. Gym- 
nasium. Swimming pool, All sports. Attractive campus. 
Wholesome surroundings. Endowed. Catalog. Milo B. 
Price, LL.D., Headmaster, Box 149, Owatonna, Minn. 


Wentworth Military Academy 


and Junior College, 60th year. 41 miles from Kansas City. 
High school and 2 years’ regular college work. Accredited. 
All Sports. Gym, stadium, swimming. Music, debating, 
dramatics. Write for book. Non-military Summer School. 

Col. S. Sellers, 349 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo. 


Kemper Military School 


Junior College and High School. 95th year. Fully ac- 
credited. Superior scholastic, military, athletic rating. 
$200,000 gym. Indoor pool, rifle range. Golf. 96-acre 
campus. Catalog and View Book. 

Col. A. M. Hitch, 749 Third St., Boonville, Mo. 


Missouri Military Academy 


50th year. Inspires boy to best efforts by teaching How to 
Study. Fully accredited. R. O. T. C. Small classes. Pre- 
pares for college or business. Separate Junior school. 
Sports, Gymnasium. Write for catalog to: 

Col. C. R. Stribling, M.M.A., 449 Main St., Mexico, Mo. 
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MIDDLE WESTERN—GIRLS 





Saints ry-of-the-WoodsCollege 


Accredited standard college for girls, Courses lead to Bach- 
elor Degrees. Music, Art, Home Ec., Library Science, 
Journalism, Commerce, Secretarial Se. Certificate courses 
in Teacher Training and Art. Well-equipped buildings. All 
pports. Catalog. Box 39, Saint Mary-of-the-Woods, Ind. 





. ' 
Saint Mary's College 
Fully accredited liberal arts college for women. B.A., B.S., 
Mus.B. degrees. Also cultural, vocational, normal courses. 
Sports—riding. Spacious campus. Catalog. 
Box G, Saint Mary’s College, Notre Dame, Holy Cross, Ind. 








Shi 
Frances Shimer 
Accredited Junior College and Preparatory School. Music, 
Art, Speech, the Dance, Home Economies, Secretarial. 12 
modern buildings on 27-acre campus. Gym, pool, golf 
course. 86th year. No extras. Bulletin. A. Beth Hostetter, 
Acting President, Box 449, Mt. Carroll, III. 











MIDDLE WESTERN—-COEDUCATIONAL 
Wheaton College summer, Scimit,,.X°t 


fluences. Regular college departments; special added courses 
in Christian Education, Philosophy, Theology, Bible—also 
field trips and tours. Two 4-week terms begin June 17 and 
July 15. Write for interesting bulletin. E. C. Dyrness, Dir., 
Box GH-49, Wheaton College, Wheaton, III. 








SOUTHWESTERN— GIRLS 


1 Accredited Liberal 

Mary Hardin-Baylor 4ecredited, Liberal 
Women. Spacious Campus. Progressive, personalized in- 
struction, Enriching associations and environments con- 
ducive to cultural growth, Social and recreational programs 
formulated to develop health, character, poise. Founded 1845. 
Gordon G. Singleton, Ph.D., Pres., Box I1, Belton, Tex. 
College Preparatory, 


Hockaday School Junior College, Institute 


of Music. Fully accredited. Thorough preparation for careers 
in fine arts or business, with emphasis on personality de- 
velopment and cultural background. Mild climate permits 
year-round outdoor sports. Catalog, Dept. A. 
Ela Hockaday, President, Dallas, Texas. 
; Accredited college prepara- 
Radford School tion in ideal year-’round 
climate. Open air classes°in patio. Special work in music, 
art, dramatics, secretaryship. Character and personality 
developed. Sports, riding. Limited enrollment. Not for 


profit. Catalog. Lucinda de L. Templin, Ph.D., Principal, 
4100 Austin Terrace, El Paso, Texas. 

















SOUTHWESTERN—BOYS 
New Mexico Military Institute 


Balanced program of academic, military and physical train- 
ing; High School and Junior College. Outdoor life the 
year round; dry climate—3700 ft. altitude. All sports. 
Cavalry R.O.T.C. Every boy rides. Catalog upon request. 

Col. D. C. Pearson, Supt., Box G, Roswell, N. M. 








Monticello College 


Accredited junior college and preparatory school. Sound 
academic and special courses. Distinguished faculty. 101 
years old. Beautiful buildings. 300 acres near St. Louis. 


George I. Rohrbough, President, Box G, Alton, Illinois. 


High School and Junior College. Fully 
Ferry Hall accredited for college preparation and 
college transfer. Excellent departments of art, music, and 
dramatics. Swimming, tennis, riding, and other sports. 
3eautiful buildings and campus directly on the shore of 
Lake Michigan, 28 miles from Chicago. 70th year. Catalog, 

Eloise R. Tremain, Box ft, Lake Forest, III. 





° 7 
Lindenwood College fo, wonsn. Acgret- 
B.M. degrees. Also 2-year Junior College. (A.A. degree.) 
Modernized curriculum prepares students for civie and 
social leadership. Secretarial training. Special work in 
Music and Art. Modern buildings. Sports. Near St. Louis. 
Catalog. J. L. Roemer, D.D., Box 839, St. Charles, Mo. 








SPECIAL SCHOOLS 
The Training School at Vineland 


For those whose minds have not developed normally. 
Between Philadelphia and Atlantic City. Child study 
laboratory. Schools, shops, farms, ample playgrounds. Open 
all year. E. R. Johnstone, Director; C. E. Nash, Superin- 
tendent, Box 406, Vineland, N. J. 


The Woods School 


For Exceptional Children, Three Separate Schools—Girls, 
Boys, Little Folks. Near Philadelphia. Booklet. 


Mollie Woods Hare, Principal, Box 170, Langhorne, Pa. 








Separate buildings, boys, 
Devereux Schools girls. Individual programs, 
social training stressed. Kindergarten unit for young chil- 
dren. Devereux Hedges, offering vocational training for 
young women; music, cultural lectures, athletics. Summer 
eamps in Maine. Helena Devereux Fentress, Director, or 
John M. Barclay, Registrar, Box 60, Berwyn, Pa. 





Stewart Home School 


For Retarded Children. 46th year. Private home and 
school on beautiful 500 acre estate in Blue Grass Section. 
Cottage plan. Individual mental and manual training. For 
illustrated catalogue address: 

Dr. John P. Stewart, Director, Box H, Frankfort, Ky. 





For excep- 
The Mary E. Pogue School x, exeen- 
girls. 36th year. Instruction adapted to child’s needs. 
Manual training, physical education, occupational therapy, 
speech training. Home environment. Separate buildings 
for boys, girls. Near Chicago. Catalog. 


56 Geneva Road, Wheaton, IIlinois. 


SCHOOLS OF PROFESSIONAL AND VOC 





Girls' schools 


lth] 


Boys' schools 


CRE KOOK 


Wi 


_—all types are represented in 
these pages. If additional sug- 
gestions wili help to solve your 
problem, remember that Good 
Housekeeping's extensive file of 
school information is always at 
the disposal of our readers. 
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NURSING 





MOUNT SINAT HOSPITAL 


SCHOOL OF NURSING * NEW YORK CITY 


EXCEPTIONAL educational advantages for 

high school and college graduates. Three- 
year nursing course. Fine, residential building 
overlooking Central Park. Instruction and 
clinical facilities unsurpassed. Over 800-bed 
hospital. Non-sectarian. Classes enter Sep- 
tember and February. Catalog G on request. 


Superintendent of Nurses 1 East 100th Street, New York, N. Y. 











DENTAL NURSING 





. e * . 

Dental Assistants Training Insti- 
tute Short practical course qualifies women for positions 
in Dental Nursing as Assistants or Receptionists 
to Dentists and Dental Specialists. Free Placement. For 


catalog “‘4’’ write | West 34th Street, New York City, 
or 121 North Broad Street, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 


PHYSICIANS’ AIDES 


Eastern School for Physicians’ 


Aides Faculty of Physicians. Prepares Qualified 
Students for Physicians’ Aides. Physiotherapy, 
X-Ray & Laboratory Technique. Medical Secretarial 
Courses. Placement Bureau. Booklet GH. 
667 Madison Ave. at Gist, New York City. 
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New Rochelle Hospital School of 
Nursing 


Offers accredited 3 year course 

School graduates. Apply 
Principal, Box 551, New Rochelle, N. Y. 

° °° . 

School of Nursing. Accred- 
Mt. Sinai Hospita ited, non-sectarian 3-yr. 
course for High School graduates. Maintenance and allow- 
ance. Active general hospital opposite beautiful Douglas 
Recreation Park, near Chicago’s famous loop, lake front, 


museums. fost-Graduate Scholarship to honor students. 
Apply Mt. Sinai Hospital, 2750 W. {5th Place, Chicago, III. 


in Nursing to High 











LABORATORY TECHNIQUE 
Franklin School of Science & Arts 


Dept. of Medical Technology. Offers unusually strong, 
complete, well balanced 9 mos. training course in Medical 
Laboratory Technology. X-Ray Technology in 6 mos. Free 
placement. Coed. Write for Catalog G. 

1906 Spruce St., Phila., Pa. 








Be a laboratory technician. 
Gradwohl Schoo 9 months’ intensive in- 
struction, plus 4 to 6 months’ interneship in hospital or 
lab. New, important course in parasitology and tropical 
medicine. Micro-photography, bacteriology, blood chemistry, 
X-ray. Placement service. Enter any month. Catalog. 

3510 Lucas Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 





Northwest Institute of Technology 


offers thorough, comprehensive courses in Clinical, Labora- 


tory Technique, including Basal Metabolism, in 9 months. 
Also X-Ray technique with correlated Physical Therapy in 
3 months. Men, women. Graduate employment unusually 


high. Catalog. 3409 East Lake St., Minneapolis, Minn. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





HOUSEHOLD ARTS, FOODS, DIETETICS 
Miss Farmer's School of Cookery 


This long-established school prepares for positions requir- 
ing cookery _and dietetics, and for efficient home manage- 
ment. One Year, Hight Weeks, shorter courses. Individual 
instruction in small groups. Residences. Catalog H. 

Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 





Lesley 


Domestic Science. Two-year professional course prepares for - 
dietetic positions in hospitals, institutions, tearooms. One- 
year practical Home Making course. Dormitories. Extra 
curricular and. social activities. For catalogue address: 

The Secretary, 33 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass. 





The Iridor School 


will send you upon request a free book ‘‘Food Opportunities’ 
which tells you how you can make money at home or in an 
attractive position. There are excellent openings for Iridor 
trained Tea Room Managers, Hostesses, Caterers, Cake and 
Candy Makers. 831-C Lexington Avenue, New York. 





New York Institute of Dietetics 


One year intensive course qualifies you for a position in 
hotels, restaurants, schools, clubs, camps, hospitals, labora- 
tories, steamships, institutions, etc. Phacement service avail- 
able. Age no obstacle. Coed. Licensed by N. Y. State. 
Write for catalog 14. 660 Madison Avenue, New York. 


Ballard School of the Y. W. C. A. 


67th Year. Professional. Food Service Training. Kitchen 
and Dining-room Mgt. Modern Housekeeping. Cookery. 
Dressmaking. Home Nursing. Secretarial, ete. Placement 
service. Gym, pool, cafeteria. Six residences. Complete 
catalog D. 610 Lexington Ave. at 53rd St., N. Y. C. 





BUSINESS AND SECRETARIAL 


Burdett College 


Practical, cultural training for responsible positions. 
Graduates successful in business, governmental and educa- 
tional fields. College-grade courses: Secretarial and Busi- 
ness Administration-Accounting. Coed. Placement. Founded 
1879. Catalog. Registrar, 156 Stuart St., Boston, Mass. 





Chandler One and two year courses train superior 


secretaries. Graduates attain responsible 
positions in business and the professions. Cultural, social 
advantages of Boston. Beautiful new dormitory. Fairfield 
School—for college graduates exclusively. Marlborough School 
—short, intensive courses. 56th yr. Successful placement. 
Alan M. Furber, B. Sc., 245 Marlborough St., Boston, Mass. 





. 

Preparation for 
Lasell Junior College Prezaration tor 
positions. Two-year course combining college work and 
thorough business training. Merchandising Course prepares 
for retailing and advertising careers, Gym, sports, riding. 
10 mi, from Boston. Delightful home life. Catalog. Guy M. 
Winslow, Ph.D., Pres.,220 Woodland Rd., Auburndale, Mass. 


Katharine Gibbs 


Two Year Course—college and cultural subjects, with thor- 
ough secretarial training. One Year Course—intensive sec- 
retarial training. Special course for College Women. 
Catalog. Assistant Principal, 90 Mariborough St., Boston; 
230 Park Ave., New York; 155 Angell St., Providence. 


Packard School 


S8lst year. Registered by State Regents. Complete Secre- 
tarial; General Business; Accounting, and Special Courses. 
Co-edueational for High School graduates and College 
Students. Placement service. For catalog write: 
Recorder, 253 Lexington Avenue, New York City. 


FINE AND APPLIED ART 


N. Y. School of Interior Decora- 


tion Six Weeks’ Practical Training Courses. Also 
Vocational. Design and College Courses. Faculty of 
leading N. Y. Decorators. Day and evening classes. Summer 

Term commences July 10th. Send for Catalog 3R. 
515 Madison Avenue, New York City 


N. Y. School of Fine & Applied 
PET (EGP sOns) coaiees sennios sets t0se Sects 


rior Decoration & Design; Costume Illustration; Advertis- 
ing Design; Life Drawing. Summer Bulletin on request. 
Box K, 2239 Broadway, New York. 














BRYANT COLLEGE 


Beautifully located on campus in res- 
juential district. Exceptional courses 
(degree in 2 yrs.) in Bus, Adm., 
c.Pp.A., Accounting, Secretarial. 
Approved 4-yr. Comm’l Teacher 
Training (A.B. in Ed). Also 1l-yr. 
Secretarial. Coed. Effective place- 
ment. Gym, dorms. 77th yr. Catalog. 
Secretary, Providence, R. I. 











° 

Specialization brings results; Weylis- 
Weylister ter specializes in secretarial-executive 
training for business skill and management of personal 
affairs. Also cultural subjects. Large suburban estate near 
New Haven. Delightful social life. Resident and day. 
1 or 2 years. Placement service. Catalog. 
Mrs. Marian W. S. Beach, M. A., Box G, Milford, Conn. 





Secretarial, executive 


The Scudder School secretariat, executive 


school graduates, college women. 2-year college credit course 
with French, Business Psychology, Finance and Invest- 
ments. 1-year intensive. Model office. Social Welfare, 2- 
year college credit course. Field Work. Placement. Resi- 
dence. Miss G. H. Scudder, 66 Fifth Ave., New York City. 





Rider College 


Practical, college degree (B.S.) training for young men and 
women. Prepares for responsible positions as business ex- 
ecutives, accountants, secretaries, commercial teachers. 
Journalism. College life—sports, dorms, fraternities, sorori- 
ties. Placement. 75th year. Catalog. Dept. G, Trenton, N. J. 








MEDICAL SECRETARIAL 





° 6 e 
Franklin School of Science and 
Arts Complete 9 months’ course in Medical Secretary- 

e ship combining Secretarial, Clinical Lab. & other 
Medical subjects. New, uncrowded profession. Prepares for 


position with physicians, hospitals, clinics, ete. Free Place- 
ment. Send for Bulletin GM. 1906 Spruce St., Phila., Pa. 








TECHNICAL 





Fashion Academy The Accepted School of 


Famous Graduates. 
tume Design—Styling—Fashion Art—Textile Design—for 
Trade, Screen and Stage. Under personal direction of 
Emil Alvin Hartman, America’s Recognized Design In- 
structor and Fashion Consultant. Write for School Book 9. 
30 Rockefeller Plaza, 5th Ave. at 50th St., New York, N. Y. 


Art Institute of Pittsburgh 


18 years of successful graduates in Commercial Art, Tlustra- 
tion, Fashion Drawing, Costume Design, Pattern Drafting, 
Interior Decoration. 9 and 18 month courses. Low-payment- 
Plan. Individual Instruction. Start Now! Catalog. Willis 
Shook, Dir., 232 Stanwix Street, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 








Moore Institute School of Design 
for Women 4 branches of fine and applied 


art, design and_ craftsmanship. 
Teacher training course (B.F.A. degree). New Fashion Arts 
course for fashion careers. Distinguished faculty. Resi- 
dences. 95th yr. Catalog. 1342 N. Broad St., Phila., Pa. 


VOC SCHOOL 


CHICAGO 
Dress Design, French Cutting, Pat- 
tern Making, Color, Merchandising, 
Styling, Buying, Style Reporting, 
Fashion Illustration, Interior Deco- 


ration, Advertising, Photography. 


STUDENTS PREPARED FOR PROFESSIONAL CONTACTS 
116 S. MICHIGAN BLVD., CHICAGO, Dept. C. 


Chicago Academy of Fine Arts 


Start spring term April 3; Commercial Art, Dress Design, 
Interior Decorating, Fashion Mlustration, Cartooning, In- 
dustrial Design, Stage Art, Drawing, Painting, Photogra- 
phy, Direct-Project Methods by 33 professionals. Founded 
1902. 18 S. Michigan Avenue, Suite B-4, Chicago. 


The Art Institute of Chicago 


Fine Arts—Industrial Art. A Professional School offering 
degrees and diplomas in all branches. Not operated for 
profit. 60th yr. Low tuition. Spring term begins March 28, 
Illustrated bulletins on request. 

Dept. G. A., The Art Institute, Chicago, Il. 











American Academy of Art 


Practical courses in Commercial and Fine Art, Dress De- 
sign, Fashion Illustration. Faculty of international reputa- 
tion. Individual instruction. Summer term begins June 26. 


Frank H. Young, Dept. 449, 25 E. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, III. 
Thorough professional 


Layton School of Art Zorovsh professional 


and illustration; Sculpture; Advertising. Industrial, In- 
terior and Costume Design; Teacher Training. Frequent 
exhibitions, lectures, trips. Non-profit. 19th year, Moderate 
tuition. Catalog. Charlotte R. Partridge, Director, 19 Lay- 
ton Art Gallery, Milwaukee, Wis. 











e e 

One year con- 
Bliss Electrical School one, veer 
electrical engineering. Thorough training in principles, 
with practical laboratory applications. Prepares for many 
fields. High employment record. Modern buildings and 

equipment on suburban campus. 47th yr. Catalog. 
304 Takoma Ave., Washington, D. C. 





Indiana Technical College 


Two-Year B. S. Degree courses in engineering: Electrical, 
Civil, Chem., Mechanical, Radio and Television, Aeronautical. 
l-yr. Mech. Drafting. Prep. courses without extra charge. 
Earn board, Low rate. Enter June, Sept., Dec., March. Catalog. 

249-A E. Washington Boulevard, Fort Wayne, Indiana. 








MUSIC AND DRAMATIC ART 
Institute of Musical Art 


of the Juilliard School of Music. Ernest Hutcheson, 
President ; Oscar Wagner, Dean; George A. Wedge, Director 
of Institute. All branches of music. B.S., M.S. Degrees. 


120 Claremont Ave., New York, N. Y. 








Alviene School of the Theatre 


45th Year—Drama, Dance, Vocal for Acting, Teaching, 
Directing. 3 in 1 course—Radio, Stage, Screen. Graduates: 
Lee Tracy, Fred Astaire, Una Merkel, etc. Student Stock 
Theatre Appearances while leartiing. Apply 

Sec’y Gale, 66 W. 85th St., N. Y. 








PHYSICAL EDUCATION 


Sargent College 


of Physical Education, of Boston University. 4-year B.S. 
course in Physical Ed., includes thorough instruction in 
land and water sports at Peterborough, N. H. camp. 
Cultural opportunities. In university city. 59th yr. Catalog. 
Ernst Hermann, Dean, 34 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass. 








KINDERGARTEN TRAINING 





Complete education for teaching 
in elementary grades, kinder- 
garten and nursery school. Chil- 
dren’s demonstration school and 
observation center. Special summer classes. 
# Beautiful resident hall. Located Chicago’s 
ir lovely North Shorenear lake. Cultural edu- 
cation plus vocational training. B.E. degree conferred 
(4 yrs.), also 3-year diploma and 2-year certificate. 
Write for list of successful alumnae. ; 
National College of Education 


EDNA DEAN BAKER, Pres. Box 96-D EVANSTON, ILL. 
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Mills School 


For Kindergarten and Primary Teachers. Accredited by 
N. Y. and N. J. Departments of education for state certifi- 
cate. 3-year and 4-year courses. College credit toward degree 
in leading universities. Residence facilities. 30th yr. 

G. H. Lough, 66 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 








HOTEL MANAGEMENT 


Hotel Extension Division 


Three-week course in principles of hotel operation, given by 
manager of Chicago Apt. Hotel. Class study of duties— 
Hostess, Apt. Hotel Mgr., Hskpr., Inspectress, Clerk, Asst. 
Mer., supplemented by observation in hotel itself. No ex- 
perience required. Catalog. Desk D, 203 N. Wabash, Chicago. 








HOTEL MANAGEMENT 





Be a Hotel Hostess/ 
















“MAKING GOOD” 
EVERYWHERE 


Miss Helen  Suitor: 
**Grateful to the Lewis 
Schools for helping 
locate my position as 
Hostess. Am delight- 
fully busy. Could not 
have made good with- 
out my training, as 
the work was alto- 
gether new.’ 


Miss Dorothy Larner: 
“Thank you for help- 
ing me get my Hostess 
position. | am more 
than satisfied. You 
are doing wonderful 
work.”’ : 


Mrs. Mary W. Beale: 
“Am nicely situated 
as Hostess- Manager of 
this country club, open 
the year round. Have 
my two children with 
me and live at the 





LEWIS STUDENTS 












Residential, Apartment and 

Resort Hotels, Clubs, Private Schools, 
Sorority Houses Offer Opportunities to Trained 

Women. Splendid Salaries, Living Often Included. 


Previous Experience Proved Unnecessary 


Qualify as Hostess, Social Secretary, Manager, Purchasing 
Agent, Hostess-Housekeeper and for many other important 
positions. Lewis-trained women everywhere winning suc- 
cess through our complete course in hotel administration. 
One student writes: ‘Delighted with my position as 
Hostess. Deeply grateful for my excellent Lewis Training 
and placement by your Employment Bureau. Have a nice 
room and splendid meals. Your course is priceless.” 


Hundreds of Graduates Now Holding 
Well-Paid Positions 


Train for a well-paid position—a good grade school educa- 
tion, plus Lewis Training, qualifies you. Lewis-trained men 
and women, both young and mature, are winning success. 
Registration FREE of extra cost in Lewis National Placement 
Service, which covers the country through special arrangement 
with the more than 23,000 Western Union offices. Write today 
for FREE book, ‘‘Your Big Opportunity.” 


LEWIS HOTEL Sta. TG-2402 
TRAINING SCHOOLS Washington, D. C. 
( Founded 1916) 
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Mary Catherine 
Lewis, Vice-Presi- 
dent,LewisHotel 
Training 


Schools 































LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Sta. TG-2402, Washington, D. C. 

Send me the Free Book, “Your Big Op- 
portunity,” without obligation. 
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TIRED 
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@ Here’s why women by thousands 
are switching to Bab-O daily. The 
thing to blame for 90% of scouring today 
ts grease! It’s what binds dirt to bath- 
tubs, woodwork, as well as sinks and 
tinware. Without grease, 90% of this 
dirt and stain would wipe away! 


That’s why Bab-O saves you so 
much work. For Bab-O dissolves 
grease—contains a special ingredient 
that just melts grease away. Grease 
gone, dirt wipes off—quickly, easily! 

Two million women have already 
changed to Bab-O as the fastest, 
easiest, safest way to clean! So try 
it today. Ask your grocer for Bab-O. 
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Spring Quiz on 
Housekeeping 


(Continued from page 129) 


garment bags, have the garments freshly 
laundered, dry-cleaned, thoroughly fumi- 
gated or sprayed with an insect spray; and 
put the garments into the bag at once be- 
fore a flying moth can light on them and 
lay eggs. These bags must, of course, be 
well made so that moths cannot crawl in 
at any point. 


How can rugs and carpets best be pro- 
tected from moth damage? 

Floor coverings that are in constant use 
and regularly cleaned with the vacuum 
cleaner are in little danger from moths; 
but don’t neglect the dark corners, and 
areas beneath furniture. If you are going 
to store your rugs, you must clean them 
thoroughly and spray them either with a 
mothproofing liquid or an. insect spray. 
(A power sprayer—one connected to your 
vacuum cleaner—offers the most thorough 
spraying.) 

Then roll up the rugs and wrap them 
in heavy paper or place them in rug bags. 
If the wrappings are heavy enough to 
confine fumes, you can scatter fumigant 
flakes liberally and evenly over the rug; 
do this instead of the spraying. If you are 
closing your home and wish to leave your 
rugs on the floor, clean them thoroughly 
with a vacuum cleaner and then spray 
them thoroughly with a mothproofing 
liquid, preferably using the power sprayer. 


How can upholstered furniture best 
be protected from moth damage? 

In protecting upholstered furniture the 
best that we can expect to do is to protect 
the outer covering. If this is of wool, it can 
be sprayed with a mothproofing liquid, or 
it can be treated quite regularly with an 
insect spray. If the house is to be closed, 
the mothproofing spray is best, but re- 
member that this treatment does not in 
any way protect the stuffing. When moths 
are at work in the stuffing of furniture, the 
situation calls for thorough fumigation by 
an expert. 


Do slip covers bring moths? 

No, they do not. Before putting them on 
your furniture, however, you should clean 
it thoroughly; and it is a good precaution 
to spray it with a mothproofing liquid or 
an insect spray. 


Do you brush your screens before put- 
ting them up? 

You should; and maybe a bit of repair- 
ing is in order, too, or a coat of paint. And, 
of course, this is the time to clean your 


‘| windows. Your young son will not mind 


helping if you give him a bottle of window- 
cleaning spray and some clean cloths. Tell 
him just how little liquid he needs to spray 
on and how to get a final sparkle with an- 
other clean soft cloth. Of course, there are 
other ways of cleaning windows. 


Do you like to use a paintbrush? 

You can do so much to improve and 
brighten garden and porch furniture, and 
to refurbish dingy walls and trim about 
the house. Let your children put a gay coat 
of paint on the sandbox and swing. It is 
good training, and they will enjoy helping. 


* * * 
THE INEVITABLE FORTIES 


And what to do about them. A frank | 


—and therefore anonymous—article 
by a middle-aged woman who went 
to bat with Father Time and won 
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quickly to a glowing 
lustre; gets brighter 
with use, and won’t 
water-spot. Unusu- 
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Keep walls and wood- 
work spotless easily 
with Tavern Paint 
Cleaner. Quickly re- 
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lustre. Will not injure 
hands or clothing. - 
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and windows sparkle. It’s 
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atomizer or cloth. Since 
it leavesno film, windows 
stay clean longer. Pleas- 
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Miracle at Elm Harbor 


(Continued from page 21) 
send me. But what’s your objection?” 

“The idea’s irreverent. It’s making 
money out of Christ.” 

The young man faced her, smiling. 
“That’s not new. The world’s been making 
money out of Christ since the day He 
died. Besides, that’s not your reason for 
refusing. Your real reason is that you're 
bitter.” 

Her inclination was to be angry. What 
right had this tramp to steal aboard her 
boat and lecture her? 

Ignorant that he had offended, he was 
testing the lines. “You’d be splendid as 
Christ’s mother.” 

There wasn’t a soul in sight. 

“What makes you think that?” 

“You and she have so much in com- 
mon. You, too, are a disappointed woman. 
Most mothers are.” Having hauled in a 
cod and unhooked it, he continued, 
“Mothers dream of their sons’ glory.” 

“Don’t you dare to pity me.” There was 
a sob in her throat. 

He came over to her, shaking his head 
as though she were a naughty child. “Why 
don’t you rest? You're tired.” 

She sank back. “So would you be if 
you'd suffered what I’ve been through.” 

“Would it help to tell me?” 

“T don’t see why.” 

He returned to his fishing. 


ae she longed to tell him. More than 
anything in the world she longed to tell 
him. The sea rocked her. It was comfort- 
ing to feel protected. 

“I guess I’ve come to hate everybody,” 
she confessed slowly. “I guess you’re right 
about my being bitter. I’ve stayed away 
from church to spite God. He never an- 
swered my prayers, not even when I 
prayed for Johnny. I’d be a fine one to sit 
for the portrait of Christ’s mother.” 

The hitch-hiker didn’t say a word. He 
sat with his back toward her. 

“But that wasn’t the reason I-refused to 
be painted. I wanted to get back at those 
Elm Harborites. It’s the wrong spirit. Get- 
ting back at people never did anyone any 
good. I guess you’re right, Mr. Hitch- 
Hiker; I’m a sour old woman.” 

She hoped he would say she wasn’t. 
He said nothing. Didn’t even twist about to 
look at her. 

“I guess you're right,” she repeated, this 
time with sincerity. “I’m a gray old mare. 
You could hang your hat on my bones. 
I’ve pulled too long.” 

Still no answer. Only the back turned 
toward her. 

“Why don’t you say something?” 

“T’m listening,” he replied. 

“Oh, well! What do you want to know?” 

“Anything you care to tell.” 

She wasn’t sure that she cared to tell 
anything. A silence followed. It became 
intolerable. a 

“No harm in telling him what every- 
body knows,” she thought. 

Once started, she became expansive. 
Her father had been a famous surgeon. 
She’d been the apple of his eye. He’d 
sent her to college and to Europe. They’d 
spent a summer at Elm Harbor, and she’d 
fallen in love—head over heels in love— 
with Captain Tom Tucker. He wasn’t 
really a captain. Any fisherman who 
owned a boat was called a captain in Elm 
Harbor. Captain Tom Tucker had never 
traveled very far. He’d scarcely read a 
book. But he was a man, for all that. A 
kind of Viking—noble. She’d run away 
to marry him. Her father had cast her off. 
Tom’s folks had considered that he’d made 
a fool of himself. 

“But you were happy,” the hitch-hiker 
suggested. 

“Terribly. I didn’t know how to cook or 
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And you get extra vitamins and 
minerals...richer, wheatier flavor! 


Yes, it cooks fully in only five quick min- 
utes—thanks to special process (patented). 
Cooks to richer, wheatier flavor... to smoother 
texture .. . to thorough digestibility. But 
that’s just half the news! 

Recommended by doctors for 44 years, 
Cream of Wheat today is better than ever 
for you. Better because it’s enriched with 
extra body-building vitamins and minerals. 


EXTRA IRON for good red blood! Each 
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for strong bones, sound teeth! An average 
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EXTRA VITAMIN B, to promote growth! 
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is smoother and creamier, too. 

And this improved Cream of Wheat costs 
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servings of New 5-Minute Cream of Wheat. 





BABIES THRIVE ON IT. Write for free 
book, ‘Feed the Baby and Watch Him 
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Minneapolis, Minn. 






















THE WHOLE FAMILY is off to a head- 
start when they start the day with Cream 
of Wheat. It's full of food values... yet 
so easy to digest. 






Your grocer still carries REGULAR Cream of 
Wheat, as millions have enjoyed it for 44 years. 






eT ra TT 


WITH ADDED VITAMIN B81, IRON, CALCIUM AND PHOSPHORUS 


April 1939 Good Housekeeping 247 











ES a fascinating preview of _ 
Canada’s far-flung vacation 


lands: for information and 
pictures that will really help 
you pick your holiday, send for 
a copy of “Canada Calls You”. 
This deluxe book — specimen 
pages of which are repro- 
duced above—teems with vital 
action pictures of this glorious 
northland playground of 
mountains, forests, lakes, 
streams, seashores. Its vivid 
coloured maps show how to 
get there from where you live, 
across a friendly border. Mail 
the coupon below, today. 






CANADIAN 


TRAVEL BUREAU 
OTTAWA - CANADA 


(ae ee ce ee 


@ Foe ee 


Canadian Travel Bureau, Ottawa, Canada.AC-239 | 


[] Please send me free copy of your 60-page | 
illustrated book about vacationing in Canada. 


[:) Please send information on............. | 





<Y product guaranteed 


do anything useful. Tom taught me. Our 
home was the shack I still occupy—just 
two rooms. We'd flown in the face of 
everybody. We were criticized and alone. 
Because of that we clung together the 
closer. We couldn’t bear to be parted. I 
accompanied him to the fishing grounds 
even when Johnny was on the way. Then 
there came a day when I couldn’t. That 
was the day when the storm blew up— 
on which Johnny was born and Tom was 
drowned.” 

“And then?” the hitch-hiker prompted. 

“What would you expect? Both our 
folks had prophesied disaster. Their 
prophesies had come true. My father 
wanted to take me back; but to do that 
seemed like dishonoring Tom’s memory. 
Tom’s folks wanted to be quit of me; I 
was an obligation. I became hard. My 
only soft spot was for Johnny. With the 
little money I had I bought another boat 
and started out to live Tom’s life to show 
that I was proud of him. I became a cod- 
fisher, the same as you see me now. I’d 
wrap Johnny tight and warm, and take 
him with me. Then, when he grew big 
enough to go to school, I’d have to leave 
him behind. But I’d hurry back. I saved 
for him» He was my justification. Johnny 
was-all I had.” 

“And what happened to Johnny?” 

“He shipped for China. The sea was in 
his blood. He was. going to make a fortune 
for both of us. He never came back.” 

“Can you think why?” 

“Tve done so much thinking.” 

“Then lie still and don’t think.” 


QE tried to make her mind a blank. It 
was curious how she obeyed him. The 
only other person to whom she had ever 
submitted her will had been Tom. Ah, 
yes, and Johnny!—if shaping all her ‘life 
for him had been submitting her will to 
him. She saw herself as young, with 
Johnny clasped to her breast. She could 
feel the groping of his baby hands. She 
saw the suitors who had proposed to her, 
and herself refusing them, all for the sake 
of Johnny. The Reverend Eldridge had 
been one of them; so had George Biddle. 
Another was Andy Hanks, who had pro- 
fessed that his heart was broken and had 
become the village drunkard. Oh, yes, 
Elm Harbor had plenty to hold against 
her. She was a disturbing woman. And 
now, when she was old and past men’s de- 
siring, she was disturbing its inhabitants 
again. If she didn’t lend her face for that 
picture, Joshua Cape might grow haughty 
and go elsewhere. 

She addressed the hitch-hiker. “Do you 
think I ought to sit for that portrait?” 

“Don’t see why you wouldn’t—except 
for one reason.” 

“What’s that?” 

“You'd be surrendering your revenge. 
After having been crushed, to be able to 
strike back might seem satisfying.” 

“But you don’t understand,” she pro- 
tested. 

He did, and she knew it. He had read 
her through and through. They talked in 
broken phrases, with long gaps. 

The day wore on. The tide ebbed. Pull- 
ing up anchor, he followed the sea till 
they were nearly out of sight of land. The 
sun was setting before, with a full load of 
fish, he suggested their return. 

“You’ve done something to me,” she 
confessed. “Sort of reconciled me.” 

Taking the wheel with one hand, he 
slipped an arm about her. “As if I were 
your son,” he excused himself. 

“It’s what I’ve been imagining all day.” 

“Your trouble .. .” he commenced. 

“Tell me.” 

“You've 
strength.” 

“1 couldn’t bear that people should be 
sorry for me.” 
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“How can people help you if you won’t 
allow them to be sorry for you?” 

Having entered the harbor, they 
threaded the inlet. As they approached 
the landing through the dusk, he said, 

“There’s a light in your shack.” 

He helped her unload the catch. Dark- 
ness had settled by then. 

“And now I must be going.” 

She wouldn’t hear of that. In her shack 
two places were neatly spread. 

“Why two?” he asked. “You might have 
been expecting me.” 

“For Johnny, in case he might come 
back! And that’s why I leave the lamp.” 

Having shared her meal, he rose. “I must 
be on my way.” 

“Not at this hour. I have two rooms.” 

She noticed that the sleeve of his coat 
was torn and insisted on patching it. The 
only stuff she had that approximately 
matched was her own faded skirt. She 
ripped a piece from the hem and started 
stitching. It was anything to delay him. 

“It’s the best I can do.” She surveyed 
her handiwork. “It makes you neater, but 
it shows.” 

“You'll be seeing me again.” He was at 
the door, about to open it. 

“But,” she protested, “there’s nowhere 
for you to go, except to where the Cape 
ends, or else back. Why not stay with me?” 

He shook his head. “Nobody knows that 
I’m in Elm Harbor, I mustn’t be seen by 
anyone.” 

“You've done something wrong,” she 
accused him. He was a _hitch-hiker—a 
fugitive from justice. Her first fear for him 
swam uppermost. “You'll be safe with me. 
Tl hide you.” 

He drew her to him; then slipped from 
her. Along the shore she heard his re- 
treating footsteps. 


GHE had cleared the table and was wip- 
ing dishes when a tap sounded. At her 
bidding Joshua Cape entered, bearded, 
bushy-haired, and exceedingly irritated. 

“You’re the Widow Tucker,” he chal- 
lenged her. “I hear you refused to be in 
my picture.” 

“Not any longer.” 

His anger faded. “Hey! What’s this? 
You're not telling me you'll sit for me?” 

“Tf you still want me.” 

Joshua Cape collapsed in a chair. “Stop 
wiping those dishes.” 

She joined him, seating herself facing 

m. 

“If you're willing to sit for me now,” 
he continued, “why on earth did you make 
all that fuss? From what I gather, you 
were never popular. Last night you fin- 
ished yourself—or at any rate did your- 
self a heap of damage.” 

She regarded him placidly. “So Andy 
Hanks tells me. He claims to be about the 
only friend I have left.” 

“T guess he’s right.” 

“Then that lets me out.” 

“Tt certainly doesn’t.” 

Had she ever seen Whistler’s portrait 
of his mother? 

“Well, then, you must know what I’m 
after. Heaps of women give birth to chil- 
dren. How many of them look like moth- 
ers?” He leaned forward, tapping the table. 
. “These Elm Harborites have been offering 
me substitutes. They’ve settled on Mrs. 
Eldridge, the parson’s wife, to replace you. 
But I want you. You give a meaning. 
Without you my picture fails.” 

“T1l sit for you. I’ve told you.” 

“But if you do, all the villagers will 
walk out on me.” He lit his pipe. “My 
career’s at stake. They’re agreeable to my 
using your shack and your boat—but not 
you. We must resort to stealth. The par- 
son’s wife must believe that she’s to be 
the mother. Only you and I will know.” 

Maria interrupted. “You can’t paint me 
without anybody’s knowing.” 


If you could only see the way you look 
frowning and squinting. School- 
ing can’t be THAT TOUGH. It must be 
something else. Through, eh? Let’s 
gooverto Rod's. Maybel’ll getaclue. 


3 See! What did Itell you, Pal? A good 
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your mother how poor light hurts 
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school. Give ME some credit! 


2 Forget those stamps, Pal. I’ve got it. 
You’re not squinting now—even 
over that fine print. Must be the 
light! I’m goin’ to bark at that lamp 
until Rod tells you all about it. 
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“You bet I can.” He brought his hands 
down on his knees. “Ill make sketches of 
the parson’s wife. ll make sketches of 
everyone. But nobody shall see what I put 
on canvas. Nobody’ll know you're in the 
picture till it’s exhibited.” 

Next day, under the pretext that he 
must familiarize himself. with her boat, 
he accompanied her to the fishing grounds. 
All day, where there was no one to spy, 
he made studies of her. On his return 
he hired a barn, to which no one was 
admitted. 

From then on, to Maria life became ad- 
venturous. Late at night, when there were 
no watchers, Joshua Cape would visit 
her. He would discuss with her problems 
far beyond her knowledge. The marvelous 
thing was that he was beginning to feel 
himself inspired. 

“I’m painting the picture of the ages!” 
he gesticulated. “Wait’ll you see it. But 
not even you must see it yet. Something’s 
stepped in. I seem to be only an instru- 
ment.” 

She began to share his uplifted mood. 
As his confidante she went about with an 
inward smiling. Not since her girlhood, 
when she had been carrying Johnny, had 
she felt so justified. And it was the hitch- 
hiker who had started this change in her. 
She was forever hoping that he would 
keep his promise and that she would see 
him again. When a tap sounded on her 
door, she would jump up, expecting to 
find him across the threshold. 

A disturbing question arose. Camera- 
men, sent from the cities to photograph 
participants in Elm Harbor’s Oberammer- 
gau picture, asked who was posing for 
the Christ? Joshua Cape refused to di- 
vulge. It was the one secret he kept even 
from Maria. 


pe great Sunday arrived when the 
picture was to be exhibited. Mystery 
was maintained to the last. Shrouded in 
cloths, the painting was carried to the 
church only an hour before service com- 
menced. Pews were packed. Not only was 
the whole of Elm Harbor present, but 
strangers had driven from distant parts. 
The anxiety of the villagers was to see 
how they and their neighbors had been 
portrayed. The object of their curiosity 
was concealed by heavy curtains which 
were not to be drawn till the Reverend 
Eldridge had preached his sermon. 

The Reverend Eldridge’s sermon started 
with a defense of the picture against the 
accusation of sensationalism. Had he not 
believed in the artist’s devout sincerity, 
he would never have permitted his dear 
wife to pose for Christ’s mother. To him 
the artist’s conception was both simple 
and beautiful. Villages in which Christ 
had taught must have been very similar 
to Elm Harbor. The ways of villages had 
not changed perceptibly with the onrush 
of the centuries. If Christ were to revisit 
the world, such a scene as Joshua Cape’s 
genius had contrived might well become 
a matter of daily occurrence. He went on 
to embroider the theme of Christ, in this 
year of grace, as an inhabitant of Elm 
Harbor. Then he called on Joshua Cape 
to reveal his masterpiece. 

Joshua Cape pulled a cord. As the cur- 
tains slowly drew back, silence was so 
intense that one could hear the shudder- 
ing breeze in’ elm trees through the open 
windows. Silence was followed by a gasp. 
It was the naive reality of the treatment 
that gripped spectators. There was The 
Johnny Boy nosing the beach. Farther 
along the shore was Maria’s shack. A 
crowd was assembled, composed of local 
characters, some of whom were kneeling, 
others of whom had waded into the water 
to assist the landing. Two figures com- 
manded attention. One was Maria, who 
was elbowing her way through the crowd, 


*her eyes fixed on the Christ. He stood bal- 

anced on the prow, preparing to leap 
ashore. The other was the figure of the 
Christ, as unlike the Christ of stained- 
glass windows as well could be imagined. 
His lean face, with its eager, almost merry 
smile, was high-cheekboned and tanned. 
He looked more like one of those out-of- 
work mechanics who hitch-hike country 
roads than a fisherman. 

A murmur began to swell and grow 
bolder. A section of visitors actually 
started to clap. Then disapproval embod- 
ied itself; Mrs. Eldridge, outraged by 
Maria’s usurpation of her role, bustled 
from the sanctuary. Her preacher-hus- 
band, after an inaudible reprimand to 
Joshua Cape, followed. Exchange of opin- 
ions became acrimonious and general. 
William Whiff was indignant because he 
had been represented with a bag of money 
in one hand, a roll of blueprints in the 
other. Daisy Holly was in tears and felt 
herself insulted, because her lips were too 
smeared and her flaming hair too perma- 


nented. The newspaper reporters thronged: 


among the malcontents, made notes, and 
snapped photographs. 


ARIA sat and stared, oblivious to caus- 
YI tic remarks. Gradually disputants 
drifted out into the sunshine. Across the 
backs of pews she now had a clear view of 
Joshua Cape, standing near the altar in 
conversation with imported city experts. 
Evidently they were praising him, for his 
expression was jubilant. They began to 
move about that they might see the pic- 
ture from fresh angles. In so doing they 


backed toward her. Mustering her cour-' 


age, she clutched Joshua Cape’s arm. 

He turned and introduced her. “My 
model for the mother.” 

In her earnestness she ignored his po- 
liteness. “Where did you find him?” 


“The Christ? Where would I? You rec- | 


ognize all the people who sat for me.” 

“But he’s more real than any of the rest 
of them.” 

“That’s a compliment. Did you mean it 
that way, Maria? He’s the something that 
stepped in. The others are real, and yet, 
as you say, he’s more real than any of 
them. I imagined him.” 

“That’s not true,” she contradicted. “His 
sleeve’s patched.” 

Joshua Cape was beginning to be wor- 
ried. “Why wouldn’t it be? I tried to depict 
in modern terms an idealist who had no 
place to lay his head.” 

His evasions angered her. 

“You can’t fool me, Joshua Cape. I 
patched that sleeve. I ripped the stuff from 
the hem of my own skirt.” 

The incredulous exchange of glances 
which greeted her assertion warned her. 
Joshua Cape patted her considerately. 

‘Tm afraid today has been too much 
for you. You’d better go home and rest.” 

The table in her shack was spread for 
two, as usual. Fastening the door, she sank 
to her knees. 

“You believe me, God?” 

It was the first time in years that she 
had prayed. 

“I know that You believe me. He said 
Td see him again. And I have. He spent 
a day with me. I fed him. He comforted 
me. I sewed that patch for him. You re- 
member, God, don’t You?” 

She expected to hear God answer, for 
there was no doubt in her mind as to the 
hitch-hiker’s identity. And yet she could 
prove nothing to anyone save herself. 

Slowly she rose, and stood with head 
bowed. 

“Tf that’s the way You wish it, God,” she 
spoke humbly. “But I'll never lose faith. 
And I’ll never be unhappy. Because, God, 
if Your Son could visit me, at this moment 
He may be visiting others. So I'll live, God, 
as though He might visit me again.” 







SAY, THESE LIBBY’S PEAS 
ARE GOOD! DISH ME 





PAs LLU ae aloes 


SOME MORE! 


@Libby’s Peas really are unusually deli- 
cious, for Libby takes extra pains all the 
way through. Specially important—these 
peas are picked young, when they’re sweet 
and tender. And Libby rushes the fresh- 
picked peas to the kitchens, quick-cans them 
to hold their flavor and nutritional values. 

Ask your grocer for Libby’s Vegetables. 
They all taste extra good! 


The Parade of Progress of Nationally Known 


Grocery Products. See your grocer’s displays! 


All Libby’s Foods are carefully se- 
lected and expertly packed to give 
you uniform fine quality and delicious 
flavor the year around. TABLE-READY 
they save you time and bother. 


22 VEGETABLES « 20 FRUITS 
33 MEATS ¢ 8 JUICES 
PICKLES « OLIVES « CONDIMENTS 
(16 kinds) 

RED ALASKA SALMON 
9 HOMOGENIZED BABY FOODS 
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Done. Borrow Money to Pay 
Your Debts... Buy for Cash... 
Meet Family Emergencies! 


If unpaid bills keep you lying awake 
nights —if your days are filled with 
saying to yourself: “Where? Where 
am I going to get the money?”... 
read how easy it is to solve the prob- 
lem, just as millions of people have 4 
done. How to borrow the money you 
need—quickly—privately—and end 


those worries once for all! 


The Common-sense Viewpoint 
Borrowing for sensible purposes like 
these is an accepted prac- 
tice. In the last three 
years alone, 2,160,000 
people came to the 
Personal Finance Com- 
pany to borrow money 
to pay their debts, buy for cash, 
meet family emergencies! Most of 
these were housewives— who came 
to us because they like the pleasant, 
courteous service at the 376 offices of 
this biggest, most popular company. 


[ GUARANTEED ] 
BY 


Do as Millions of People Have 





Our service is guaranteed by 
Good Housekeeping magazine as 
advertised herein. 


Here’s How to Borrow 


If you need any amount from $20 


p to several hundred dollars, just. 


come to the nearest office of the 


Personal Finance Com- 
pany. Fill out a simple 
application, and quickly 
as it is approved, your 
money is ready. Loans are 
made without endorsers 


or co-makers. Your friends or hus- 
band’s employer will not be in-_ 
formed. No embarrassment, unpleas- 
ant publicity or needless red-tape. 


This Book FREE! 


Send the coupon below today 
for our free book, “‘Where 
Does My Money Go?” It is a 
budget book that really works. 
With it we will send you a 
Personal Introduction Card to 
the manager of our nearest [', 
office—entitling you to special 
attention and every courtesy. 


= ae — 
P = aw 
d ee AL FINANCE ¢ ——— 
arket OMP. NY 
King Street, Wilmi - 
ly send ; ngton, Delaware I 


I | Name rc eee SS Ss I 
: Address oe | 
Cty = >) a i 
. Sere 
TUNE IN Sete a ee ne I 
“Doc Barclay’s Daughters”” Columbia Network a me ns ae ee J 
Monday thru Friday, 2:00 to 2:15 P. M., E. S.T. ee ee micetey 
= = a I 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





Dream It and Do It! 


(Continued from page 91) 
that dreams can be fuel for action and 
have cultivated them. 

‘It’s always fun to cultivate them. They 
are things about which you don’t have to 
be smart-alecky or sophisticated or bright 
as a button, which is a great relief now 
and then. Since they are strictly private, 
you can go as sentimental about them as 
you please without a shade of embarrass- 
ment, and practically everybody likes to 
do that once in a while. ’m about to do 
it right now. For I really believe that most 
of the important discoveries that have 
been made in this world, most of the great 
careers, most of the successful marriages, 
grew out of daydreams. 

A girl dreaming about the thrill of stir- 
ring people across the footlights may be- 
come a Lynn Fontanne or an Ina Claire 
or a Katharine Cornell—if she doesn’t 
laugh at her dream, and if she’s willing 
to work hard to make it come true. A girl 
dreaming about the glamour of turning 
lovely fabrics into beautiful clothes may 


| become a great designer—a Chanel or a 


Schiaparelli—if she uses the dream as a 
spur to ambition. A girl dreaming about 
the wonder of doing something to make 
the world better may become a Madame 
Curie or a Jane Addams or a Dorothy 
Thompson if she puts her dream into ac- 
tion. 

And a girl dreaming about the ex- 
citement of becoming a leader in politics 
or merchandising, or about the happiness 
of managing a well-run household, may 
have these things if she has the courage 
to take her dream seriously. The chances 
are that without the dream she’d never 
have any of them. 

So the next time a younger brother or 
an older classmate accuses you of moon- 
ing, don’t let it bother you. If you’re ac- 
cused very often, check up on yourself to 
be sure that you’re not letting dreaming 
take the place of doing. But if you hear 
it only now and then, you may feel a little 
superior—you will know that you have 
dreams that are growing into ambition. 
And there’s no telling what that may 
grow into. 


More Fun 
With Your Sewing 


(Continued from page 168) 


little device, as its name implies, makes a 
zigzag stitch. It is wonderful for putting 
lace on lingerie and children’s clothes or 
for joining the sections of a lace (Fig 5), 
or sheer-topped dress; nice, too, for stitch- 
ing featherbone into the girdles and belts 
of the new dresses. 

‘Beautiful quilting and trapunto work, 
that nice shadow-type embroidery, and 
initials are easy to do with the quilting 
attachment. This was used to quilt jacket 
in Fig. 1. Plain quilting requires no pat- 
tern; the guide regulates the size of the 
squares, which may be large or small. 
When there is a a however, it must 
first be stamped on cheesecloth or organ- 
die. This is basted firmly to the wrong 
side of the material and stitched on the 
machine with the quilting attachment. 

To put in slide fasteners, or do any sew- 
ing that must be done close to the edge, 
use the cording foot with right or left toe, 
depending on your*needs (Fig. 6). Cord- 
ing has a thousand uses: A scalloped row 
around the hem of an evening dress will 
hold it out and give it the right swing 
(Fig. 7). Five or more rows make a smart 
finish on house coats, cuffs, pockets (Fig. 
8), and are just what you need to join 
neatly the seams of slip covers, sofa cush- 
ions, etc. 







































“Mark my words, oyusan. _ 
she’s just plain lazy!” 





x ! Base 


I. GappinG AROUND all afternoon 2.1 KNOW My DUTY. Icalledon 3e NEATASAPIN her kitchen 4. “ym ASHAMED!” I told Susan. 
..-land sakes! Her poor husband that new Mrs. Jones next day,totell was, with a bright, shiny new gas “Think how long I’ve slaved over 
probably eats right from a aoe and her a wife’s place isin the kitchen. range. Seems it all but cooks by my old range! Fiddlesticks! Come 
her house must be a sight! But did she surprise me! itself! Lazy ?...That girl’s smart! on, let’s do something about it!” 






5. WELL | NEVER! I couldn’t believe 
my eyes when I saw a Magic Chef dem- 
onstration at the gas company show- 
rooms. “Young man,” I said, “I’m sold!” 
It’s true. The new streamlined Magic 
Chefs make cookinga pleasure! No more 
stooping or spatter with exclusive Swing- 
Out Broiler. Baking is fun in the extra- 
insulated High-Speed Oven with famous 
Red Wheel automatic heat control. Life- 
time burners light automatically! 


Don’t make a slave of yourself! Even if 
you live beyond the gas mains, Magic 
Chef and Pyrofax Gas Service are avail- 
able East of the Rockies. See the Magic 
Chef “1939 Parade of Values” at your 
dealer’s today. American Stove Co., Dept. 
L, 34 Chouteau Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


i 


Miss Gladys B. Price, Home Service Director, 
Southern California Gas Company, Los Angeles, 
says: “The CP Seal means that 
a gas range has met 22 rigid 
requirements for greater time, 
fuel and food savings. Gas is 
your quick, clean, economical 

servant, and the CP Seal gives, 
consumera means 
of identifying a 
gas range of Certz- 
fied Performance.” 


See the Talking Range at the New York 
and San Francisco W orld’s Fairs. 


SAVE WITH A 


c Chef 





LOOK FOR 


Broiler swings out on door Set Red Wheel to any oven Burners light automatically. THE 

away from flame. See what you heat. Preheats fast. Assures No matches. Super-heat or RED WHEEL THE-GAS RANGE 

broil! No stooping. An exclu- exact temperatures for fast or simmer at your finger-tips 

sive Magic Chef feature. slow baking. No guesswork. with Magic Chef Hi-Lo Valve. WITH THE LIFETIME BURNER GUARANTEE 


DO 
cn 
Or 
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SHORT SKIRT SHOES BY 


MOST STYLES 


$£00 


Slighily 


higher 
in for West 


When skirts go high, the focus 
is on feet. Your Air Step store 
has the high-style shoes you're 
looking for. They'll make your 


costume, 


te 










2 See 


Takes up shock—rests you. A pat- 
ented air-cushion “comfort” feature 
in a style shoe. A plus you can 
prove at your Air Step store by 
taking the “Pebble Test.” 

BROWN SHOE COMPANY, ST. LOUIS 
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Are You an Allergic? 


(Continued from page 219) 


if there is an eruption or other sign of 
skin irritation, you have your answer: 
that cosmetic is not for you to use. And 
you have found out without the unpleas- 
ant reaction that would have followed its 
widespread or continued use. You can also 
vary the time of application of the test, 
for in some cases a short application is 
without effect, whereas a longer applica- 
tion of the substance may bring out the 
allergic response. 

If you get an unfavorable reaction, you 
can go further if you wish to determine 
the exact cause of the allergy. In that case 
get your doctor to help you. It may be of 
real value to you to determine the offend- 
ing ingredient, for with such knowledge 
you will know better how to buy, what 
questions to ask before purchasing cos- 
metics. 

We may be able to help you, for we 
keep a list of the ingredients in our ap- 
proved products and can help your doc- 
tor identify the offending factor. For ex- 
ample, we have found it desirable to keep 
a list of face powders that are free from 
starch, not because starch is harmful in 
itself but because certain people are hy- 
persensitive to it. Knowing which powders 
contain this ingredient gives us the op- 
portunity to help those who are allergic 
to starch to avoid it. 

But regardless of whether your curios- 
ity impels you to follow up this simple 
patch test to determine ultimate allergy 
causes, I urge you to use the test when- 
ever you try a new cosmetic. It will at 
least give you either the “Welcome” or 
the “Do Not Enter” sign for that particular 
product. 

There are certain cosmetics bearing on 
their labels the claim “nonallergic.” I do 
not like the use of this term. There are so 
many innocent ingredients to which some- 
one, somewhere, will be allergic that I 
doubt the ability of any manufacturer to 
guarantee such a claim. The term has 
developed because certain manufacturers 
have taken special precautions to keep 
out of their products elements which 
experience has shown to be allergenic 
to a large group. These manufacturers 
naturally wish to tell the consumer that 
they have taken such care. The term 
“nonallergic” is too sweeping, however 
—promises too much; and one manufac- 
turer who has given special attention to 
such care has lately changed his label to 
read “hypo-allergenic” (low allergenic 
possibility). That is a better and more 
accurate claim, for someone is sure to bob 
up who reacts unfavorably to some in- 
gredient in even his carefully prepared 
product. 

The only way, then, for you to be sure 
that your particular cosmetics are non- 
allergenic to you is to test your own skin. 
Apply the patch test described above to 
a small area. You would not take a whole 
mouthful of a new food or drink until 
you had tasted it to be sure that you 
liked it. 

Apply the same idea to your cosmetic in- 
vestigations. It is easy to do. It will save 
you grief. And it will place the blame 
where it belongs. 





THE NATCHEZ PILGRIMAGE 


The Eighth Annual Pilgrimage of the 
Natchez Garden Club will be held this 
year from March 20th through April 2nd. 
If you are going to be in Mississippi dur- 
ing this period, this is an unrivaled oppor- 
tunity to visit the historic mansions 
and lovely gardens of this picturesque old 
Southern town. 
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BE FASTIDIOUS! 


LOOK FOR : INSTITUTE 
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@ Allentown, Pir nciccs.ossessevceesssss The Allen Laundry 
@ Beaver Falls, Pa... ..Fame Careful Launderers 
Bastar, Mari tciveawesssssacssckevecars Bayburn Cleaners 
William Filene’s Sons Co 

Barlingtos,. V bis ciecectecsetssvessstens Star Cleansing Co 


.Fame Careful Launderers 
BLS aee hot Cairo Laundry 
Rarer Modern Laundry 
.....New Method Cleaners 
Jee hk Sek ene Wallis Cleaners 
Evansville White Swan Laundry 
...... Trojan Careful Launderers 
ee Swiss Cleaners 
shburn Cleaners Inc 


@ Canton, Ohio..... 
Cairo, Ill 
Cedar Rapids, Iowa.. 

@ Denver, Col........0- 

@ El Paso, Texas. 
Evansville, Ind. 

@ Flint, Mich..... 
Fr. Wayne, Ind.. 
Ft. Worth, Texas. 

@ Gainesville, Fla.. 
Grand Junction, 
Grand Rapids, Mich. 

@ Indianapolis, Ind 

@ Jacksonville, Fla 
Jackson, Tenn.... 
Johnstown, Pa.. 

@ Kalamazoo, Mich 
Kansas City, Mo 
Knoxville, Tenn. 

@ Lancaster, Pa. 
Lansing, Mic 
Lima, Obio..... 
Los Angeles, C. 
Logansport, Ind. 
Louisville, Ky.. 
Lubbock, Texa. 

© Madison. Wis 
Miamt, Fla. 
Michigan Cil 
Minneapolis, Minn 
Mishawaka, Ind. 
Muskegon, Mich 

@New Orleans, La.. 
Newport News, 
New York (Brooklyn 

@ Oakland, Cal. 
Oil City, Pa.. 
Omaha, Neb 
Orlando, Fla 

@ Peoria, Ill... 


Pontiac, Mich. 
Providence, R. 
@ Roanoke, Va... 
Rochester, N. 
Rock Island, Iil.. 
e@St. Augustine, Fl. 

















































reful Launderers 
J. D. Eastman Co 
crate eateke Arrow Cleaners 
all Laundry & Cleaners 
ONES teh Henderson’s Inc 








Monkey Cleaners & Dyers 
Model Laundry-Cleaner 
el Lancaster Laundry 
ce & Co Dry Cleaners 
Home Service Laundry 
Cadet Cleaners 
Seco Maiben’s 
Iding Laundry 
ers—Dyers— Furriers 
Block System 
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Careful Launderers 
wees Nola Laundry 
e Dawn 

Igrim Laundry 
Marshall Steel Co 
Raymond Cleaners 
aS bite. Max I. Walker 
Orlando Steam Laundry Co 
.... Columbia Cleaners & Dyers 
Ideal Troy Cleaners-Launderers 
Pontiac Laundry 
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Model Cleaners and Dyers 
... St. Augustine Soft 
Water Laundry 
...Brenners Cleaners 
New Way Laundry 
ropolitan Laundry Co 
Pantorium Dye Works 
Wee ee Rho Weller-Krouse Co 
Modern Cleaners and Dyers 
Springfield Laundry Co 
National Towel & Laundry Co 
Cannan Cleaners 
Dollar Cleaners & Dyers 
... Wallis’ Cleaning Service 

Be Tolman Laundry 

Silver Spring, Ma... ....Sanford’s Inc 
West Lafayette, Ind..... est Side Cleaners 
W. Palm Beach, Fla., Underwood Superior Cleaners 


San Antonio, Texas.. 
Savannah, Ga..... 
Seattle, Wash.. 


Sharon, Pa......... 
Sioux Falls, §. D. 
Springfield, Ohio... 
Stockton, Cal. 
@ Toledo, Obio..... 
Topeka, Kansas.. 
Tucson, Arizona.. 
@ Washington, D. C... 
















@ Ypsilanti, Mich........... Trojan Laundry & Cleaners 
IN CANADA 

Gal Sat Y ck ehsninscve Empire Cleaning & Dyeing Co 
Premier Laundry, Ltd 

Edmonton.......... Trudeau’s Cleaning & Dye Works 
IM ORPERT rh ee ......Burnett Ltd 
ONBUWERE. nee i .C. E. Langley Ltd 
St. John... ...New System Laundry & Cleaners 
LOPOBIG Socisadys eth Hoes ates es Langley’s Limited 


Vancouver. ......Nelsons Laundries Ltd 
PaGhorissccteke Pantorium Dye Works of Canada 
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STANDARDS 


ae 


Horrible to think of! But only too true! 
Garments are not drycleaned individually 
—but together, yours and anybody’s—doz- 
ens in the same bath of cleaning solvent— 
at the same time! In a few minutes, most of 
the greasy dirt from all the garments is re- 
leased. Clothes revolve in this pollution. 
Can yoube sure that the fibre of your clothes 
have not accumulated some of this “com- 
munity” dirt? (Your own eyes can’t see it!) 


To protect you against this revolting hazard 
...the Institute for Maintaining Dryclean- 
ing Standards of the United States and Can- 
ada—impartial, international authority— 
was formed. It serves you—the public—by 
certifying and identifying those dryclean- 
ing plants which meet its rigid require- 
ments and accept its technical control. 


Certified Standards. Before the Institute 
grants Certification, its inspectors make a 
thorough investigation—check plant and 
equipment—make laboratory analysis of 
cleaning solvent—test for hygienic cleaning 











THE PARADE OF 





SPRINGTIME SMARTNESS 


.—that, when their spring garments come back from the cleaner they may contain 
DIRT absorbed from other people’s garments drycleaned in the same “batch”? 


efficiency, shrinkage, color retention, stain 
removal, insurance protection, prompt 
claim adjustments. (Few cleaners qualify at 
jirst inspection!) Thereafter, weekly samples 
of the cleaning solvent are received for 
laboratory analysis. Defects are promptly 
corrected. Periodic re-inspections (unan- 
nounced) are made by Institute technicians. 


Certified Satisfaction! To ensure that “Cer- 
tified” drycleaning is the best Science today 
affords, the Institute maintains research lab- 
oratories, whose technicians instruct “Cer- 
tified” drycleaners in the most up-to-date 
production methods. So you need no longer 
trust mere names or buy drycleaning 
“blindfold.” Avoid disturbing doubts by 
demanding drycleaning that is “Certified” 
by the Institute. Look for the Institute’s Em- 
blem which identifies those drycleaning 
firms which have had the courage and con- 
fidence to submit to this independent techni- 
cal control for your protection. (The cost of 
“Certification” service is so negligible that 
it adds nothing to the drycleaner’s prices.) 


“Certified” drycleaning has earned the endorsement of consumer groups 


throughout America. 


Your complete satisfaction with “Certified” dry- 


cleaning is GUARANTEED by “Good Housekeeping” as advertised herein. 


eee cm ace ee ILE ULL eG vise ae Ey! 


Headquarters—254 WEST 31st STREET, NEW YORK, N. Y. 
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Double 
Easter Glamour! 


This sheer Crepe 
makes legs lovelier 











like a clever 
make-up secret 


Sheerer duller texture 
because we twist finest 
silk 3 times more than 
for the usual chiffons... 
making ankles appear 
more slender, curves 
more feminine. 






NCREASE the beauty of 
I your Easter costume with 
these far more flattering 
stockings! This Luxuria 
Crepe by Holeproof is cre- 
ated by twisting finest silk 
three times more than for the 
usual chiffons. Thousands of 
women report that its sheerer, 
duller texture makes ankles 
seem more slender, curves 
more graceful. Actually 
longer wearing by test, be- 
cause firmer, yet more elastic, 
more resistant to snags. 

See these lovely Luxuria 
Crepes by Holeproof at smart 
stores everywhere—in au- 
thoritative spring colors. 
HOLEPROOF, Milwaukee. 
(In Canada, London, Ont.) 
@ Daydream... $1.15— Sheer 
flattery—3-thread Crepes look filmy 


as a 2-thread ... wear like 4! Lace- 
runstop top. 


@ Starlight . . . $1.15— Misty- 
sheer 2-thread Crepes for five-star 
evenings. Lace-runstop top. 


Other exquisite stockings in Holeproof 
Luxuria Crepe at $1 and $1.35... 
and in high twist silk, 79c to $1.65. 


HOLEPROOF 
HOSIERY 


wxcelé GIRDLES 


You'll love the new Luxite girdles—all bearing 


Doubly a 
Certified 


Holeproof is the 
only hosiery that 
has both Good 
Housekeeping’s 
guarantee and 
the seal of the 
Better Fabrics 
Testing Bureau. 










Good Housekeeping’s guarantee. Illustrated is Lux- 












ite Pantie-Girdle, with StaySer leg bands which 
hold girdle down, and detachable garters, $3. At good 
stores. Products of HOLEPROOF HOSIERY CO. 
















PUPPETS WITH PERSONALITY 


BY ELAINE 


find it amusing to watch their antics, 

and older children love to make and 
work them. Ideal amusement for sick chil- 
dren. You will hear their gales of laughter 
even as you make the puppets, for these 
small dolls are vastly entertaining. 

Like marionettes, they walk or dance, 
but there are no strings to tangle; a table 


[ina ie 8 puppets! Very young children 


‘top is their stage. Like dolls, they are 


complete when not in the 
hand. You can make them 
move their heads and wave 
their arms, sweep the floor, 
pick up a pail and drink 
from it. If you say the 
words and go through the 
motions, they will talk and 
act in plays and stories. 

These puppets play 
many roles. Handy Ann— 
the girl with personalities. 
Handy Andy—the boy 
with personalities. They 
are two little school chil- 
dren dressed in playsuits. 
Then presto! In less than 
no time at all you can dress them for trips 
to foreign lands. With a few snips of the 
scissors, a stitch or two, and a bit of past- 
ing, they become Swedish, Mexican, or 
Pilgrim children instead. 

Handy Ann and Handy Andy are made 





of cloth. Their hair and clothes are made 
of crepe paper. So with scissors and a 
pot of paste you can dress them in many 
different ways in just a few minutes. It’s 
fun, it’s easy, and it’s inexpensive. 

You can buy the patterns, directions, 
and color chart for making Handy Ann 
and Handy Andy and the different cos- 
tumes for 15¢. Then there is a grand play, 
for the two puppets dressed in Mexican 
Costume, entitled “Almost 
a Bull-Fighter,” for 15¢. 
This is amusing, and the 
only prop needed is the 
flower stall as shown in 
the illustration at the top 
of the page. 

We have other bulletins 
you might like to buy— 
such as “Children’s Parties 
and Games for All the 
Year,’’10¢; ‘‘Gamesfor 
Young Folks,” 10¢; “A 
Treasure Hunt,” 10¢; and 
another puppet play en- 
titled “Hansel and Gretel,” 
10¢. Patterns for Hansel and 
Gretel, 10¢. For older groups we have the 
following parties: “Let’s Go Cruising,” 10¢; 
“New School Parties,” 10¢. 

TO ORDER patterns, plays, and bul- 
letins, send stamps to Elaine, Bulletin 
Service Dept., 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 










Kitty is thirty or forty—nobody knows which...she stays so fresh and lovely 
year after-year! All of the men admire her...and, of course, the women 
long for charm like hers. She’s really a fascinating person... 





SSS 


Thank you, Kitty—and thank yow, Avon! 
When we started for the club dance last 
Saturday night, Bob had orchids for me! 
“Nothing else would do for you, honey, 
with that rose-bud complexion!” he said. 


“Yes, precious,” said Kitty, “those Avon 
cosmetics are the kind I’ve been using for 
years! The Avon Representative brings 
them right to your home... it’s so very 
convenient. | hope you like them...” 


On my birthday a mysterious box arrived and I hurried 
to open it. A present from Kitty! The most exquisite 
creams, powder and make-up things I had ever seen! 
Could they be the secret of Kitty’s youthful appearance? 
Excitedly, I called her on the phone... 


i 4 Welcome 
the AVON Representative 


when she calls at your home! 


VON COSMETICS and toiletries are never sold in stores. 
They are brought right to your home by a trained Avon 
Representative. Courteously and quickly she helps you make 
your selection—in the comfortable privacy of your own living 


room. The Avon Way saves you from rush, fuss and bother. 


52 years of skilled experience goes into the making of these 


Unusual values in cosmetics and toiletries of finest salon quality: Avon 
velvet-textured Face Powder, in 2 weights and 8 becoming shades—78¢ 
a box. Avon Lipstick, in 4 tempting tones—52¢. Avon Rouge, in 4 
shades to harmonize with the Lipstick—52¢. Avon Perfumes, in 14 fas- 
cinating fragrances—52¢ to $1.04 a flaconette. 
Avon Lotus Cream—52¢. Avon Astringent—78¢. 
Avon Hand Cream—52¢. Avon Deodorant—52¢. 
Avon Liquid Shampoo—51¢. Avon Witch Hazel 
Cream—52¢. Avon de luxe Manicure Set—$1.89. 








If you are not receiving regular Avon service, mail a postcard to Avon Products, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, 


New York City. Our Representative in your community will call—without obligation on your part. 


famous Avon cosmetics. They equal the most expensive sold 
anywhere—yet our prices are surprisingly reasonable. Avon 
beauty aids are tested and approved by Good Housekeeping. 
They come to you direct...delivered fresh...and carry our 


unconditional money-back guarantee of complete satisfaction. 


Let the Representative tell you about the Avon Way to beauty! 
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A Personalized Service that Comes to Your Home 
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; FOR EVERY INDOOR NEED 


FROM BEDROOM TO BKikROON > L | P P E R S 


THE CUNEO PRESS, INC., U.S.A 


8 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
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A voyage as colorful as Hawaii’s flowered isles! 


Ci ftpwll 
ve 10 7; NEW ZEALAND AUSTRALIA 


VIA SAMOA: FiJi 





S.-S.° CURL ENE #95. SS. MARIPOSA 
Ss. Ss MONTEREY tiereS cS) MATS ON DA 


Details of Matson Cruises to Hawaii and South Seas, also hotel reservations at the 
Royal Hawaiian or Moana, Honolulu, from Travel Agents or MATSON LINE: 
This Year... SAN FRANCISCO'S WORLD'S FAIR... Then HAWAII New York, Chicago, San Francisco, Los Angeles, San Diego, Seattle, Portland. 


or my home of modern surtaces 


ve 







“As a modern homemaker I want a cleanser that cleans 
quickly, keeps smooth surfaces unmarred, and is econom- 
wal to use. I prefer Old Dutch and only Old Dutch, 


because it answers all these needs,” writes a homemaker. 


There’s nothing else like Old Dutch Cleanser. 
It?s made with Seismotite. That’s why it meets 
the needs of modern homemakers everywhere for 
quick, safe, economical cleaning. Simplify your 
cleaning by using this one cleanser for every- 
thing... for bathtub, sink, pots and pans, painted 
walls and woodwork and floors. A little 
goes so far it is astonishingly economical. 





SPPSSCHO SHS LSE HOEHDESEE HO OSE SHE SOSEOO RO DSO LOH ELOOEOLINN000000 Seeeeseseeeseeeesoeeseeeeoeeee % 
: You may order as many Peasant Style Aprons as you wish. An apron you’ll be proud to ~ 
: Remember each one requires 35¢ and windmill pictures from 2 wear, or use as a gift! Dash- ae * . 
: Old Dutch labels [or complete labels]. This offer good only in ing colorful design with yee ° 
2 the U.S. and is limited to present supply. flowered stripes that flatter CHARMING PEASANT STYLE 

OLD DUTCH CLEANSER, Dept. PA-619 all types of figures. Prac- ee 

221 N. La Salle Street, Chicago, Illinois tical, serviceable, easy to rN P in O N 


1 am enclosing___e and___windmill pictures from___labels [or Fup Pe Beautifully made . "| Attractive eat aie ATiiF-L a 4 flattering 
complete labels] for which send me Peasant Style Aprons. : ST ones a : 
worn with bib under flared lines. Lovely, color-fast percale 
swing skirt for afternoon or 





> Name_ Sag SS — eee fae wear. Be the first to A75¢ VALUE CA and 2 Old Dutch 
: iave one of these lovely ie] aS 
« Address = ere Sse ee eee color-fast percale aprons. s 
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25 CENTS 









quick ere ee 
o easy to use! - 
e like tt. 


«Bon Ami is $0 


s 
thorough «+ °' 
There's nothing quit 










Whats best for 
cleaning bathtubs? 


Here are three good reasons 
why many women wouldn't 
think of using any cleanser 
but Bon Ami... 


t 





hasnt 
scratched 
yet! 


Bon Ami 


Saves time... lightens work... protects porcelain 





Protect your smile! Let Ipana 
and massage help keep your 
gums firm and teeth sparkling! 


«« eae SHE LUCKY!” sigh other women 
when first they see this fair and ra- 
diant girl. “Isn’t she lovely!” breathe 
the men! Expectantly, eagerly they 
wait for the swift, added beauty of her 
smile. It should be fascinating—the flash- 
ing, happy smile of sparkling, bright teeth— 
firm, healthy gums. Pathetic when such 
pretty lips part, only to reveal the sight 


scene 








__ IPANA AND MASSAGE HELP SMILES TO A BRIGHTER SPARKLE! — 


THIS IS THE WAY, 
MUMMY! JUST YOU 
TRY IT WITH IPANA! 











AND REMEMBER — 
GUM MASSAGE IS JUST |” 
AS IMPORTANT AS 
CLEANING THE TEETH 





of dull teeth and dingy gums—evidence 
of shocking neglect. 

No girl who values her good looks or 
her good health can afford to pass up 
the warning of “pink tooth brush.” 
When you see it, see your dentist. 


NEVER IGNORE “PINK TOOTH BRUSH” 


That tinge of “pink” may not mean 
serious trouble ahead, but let your dentist 
decide. Generally, his verdict will be 
“lazy gums, gums grown sensitive un- 
der our modern soft-food menus.” His 







THIS FAMILY'S 
SMILES ARE CER- 
TAINLY BRIGHTER, 
BABS~THANKS T: 
YOUR TEACHER 












GET THE NEW 32-22 TOOTH BRUSH 


The brush with the TWISTED HANDLE (see above). Designed with the aid of 1000 dentists to clean teeth clean and make gum massage easy. 





advice will probably be “more work 
and exercise” and often, “the healthful 
stimulation of Ipana and massage.” 
Ipana, with massage, is designed to 
help the health of your gums as well as 
clean your teeth. When you brush your 
teeth, massage a little Ipana into your 
gums. Circulation awakens in the gums, 
they tend to become firmer, healthier. 
Get a tube of economical Ipana to- 
day. Start now with the care of Ipana 
and massage. See how this routine helps 
keep your smile sparkling—attractive. 


Ipana 


TOOTH PASTE 
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Yet Neil Duncan was the first to throw caution to the winds when young Mrs. 


Sudlow broke the rules and snatched him from the girl he meant to marry. 


That’s the theme of Margaret Culkin Banning’s new story in next month’s 


issue. Also, yilal buying news on the “wearability” of new summer fabrics. 


And plans and pictures of our display house at the New York World’s Fair 
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WH they always be as happy’? 
























i Perak 


Will he always look at her with adoration 
in his eye... devotion in his heart? Or will he 
gradually grow indifferent as so many hus- 
bands do... kissing her as a duty, if at all? 
The answer lies almost entirely with her... 


You may have it 


There is nothing so hard to live with as a case 
of halitosis (bad breath). And because of mod- 
ern habits, everyone probably offends at some 
time or other, without knowing it. That’s the 
insidious thing about halitosis. 

Don’t let this offensive condition chill your 
romance. Don’t Jet it frighten away your friends. 
Don’t take chances. Protect yourself. 

There has always been one safe product espe- 
cially fitted to correct halitosis pleasantly and 
promptly. Its name is Listerine Antiseptic, the 
most delightful refreshing mouth wash you can 
use, When you rinse your mouth with Listerine 


P. $.—1F YoU HAVE ANY EVIDENCE OF DANDRUFF USE LISTERINE © ITS 


here is what happens. 


Four Benetis 
1. Fermentation of tiny food particles (a major 
cause of breath odors) is Guickty halted. 
2. Decaying, matter is swept ‘0m large areas 
on mouth, gum, and tooth surfaces. 


3. Millions of bacteria capable of causing odors 


are destroyed outright. 


4. The breath itself—indeed, tthe entire mouth 
—is freshened and sweetened 


Don’t Offend Ozhers 
When you want such freshening and deodorizing 
effect without danger, avoid questionable imi- 
tations. Use only Listerine Antiseptic. Rinse 
the mouth with it every morning and every 
night, and between times before business and 
social engagements, so that you do not offend. 
Lambert Pharmacal Co., §t. Louis, Mo. 


FOR HALITOSIS (Bad Brea) USE LISTERINE 





RESULTS ARE AMAZING! 
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HE sixty-odd million life-in- 

surance policies which are in 

force in this country have an 

insured valuation of approxi- 

mately one hundred and ten 

billion dollars. The policies 
range from a hundred dollars or so to 
several millions of dollars. The pol- 
icyholders range from the laboring 
man who buys his insurance from 
week to week to the millionaire who 
pays his annual premium in a lump 
sum in advance. The purposes for 
which the policies are carried vary 
as widely: to provide for burial, 
for doctors’ bills, to keep a family 
together, for the education of chil- 
dren, for old age without worry, for 
inheritance taxes, to keep a business 
going if a partner dies, for gifts to 
colleges, ete—these and numberless 
other individual reasons are back 
of those sixty million policies with 
their one hundred and ten biilion dol- 
lars of prospective value. 

In other words, the people of this 
country believe in life insurance. 
They believe in it because, except in 
isolated instances, it has not failed 
them. It is the greatest cooperative 
enterprise the world has ever known, 
and all who take part in it share in its 
benefits in proportion to the amounts 
they have invested. The $1000 policy 
carries the same premium rate as the 
large one, and the same terms of pay- 
ment, within reasonable limits, can 
be arranged for both./It is perhaps 
the most completely democratic form 
of investment, for protection and for 
income, that has yet been devised. 
It has proved its value through sev- 
eral generations, in times of pros- 
perity, in times of financial distress, 
for those of small means as well as 
for the well-to-do/ Billions of dollars 
were loaned on policies during the 
first years of the depression—these 
policies being almost the only invest- 
ments whose values did not tumble. 

Goop HovusEKEEPING has made a 
careful study of life insurance and 
has, during recent years, published a 
number of articles on the subject. 
While it is true that its studies have 
been confined to the purposes for 
which life insurance is recommended 
and the types of policies best suited 
to meet particular needs and emer- 
gencies, this was because the basic 
soundness of the institution itself is 


4 





admitted by most of those who are 
competent to judge it. Everything has 
its critics—there are some who ques- 
tion the ability of the national Gov- 
ernment to meet its obligations—but 
the most that can be said against life 
insurance is that now and then a 
company is weakened by misman- 
agement. Seldom do the policyholders 
suffer, and with the constant watch- 
fulness that is exercised by state 
insurance officials there is little like- 
lihood that deliberate crookedness 
will ever have a chance to rob them 
of their equities. 

The principle of life insurance is 
sound. During the World War our 
Government went into the business 
in a big way, insuring the lives of 
those it was sending into battle. New 
York State savings banks may now 
sell life insurance, following the 
example of Massachusetts, and life 
policies may be purchased for small 
amounts in savings banks throughout 
the state. This is nothing more nor 
less than legislative recognition of 
the fact that there is a way to make 
sure that the future is provided for— 
if one has the foresight to do it. 
What is our interest in life insur- 
ance? Just the belief that it is one 
of the things that no man should 
overlook when he is planning his 
future. Just the conviction that no 
man can fairly take the chance of 
leaving his loved ones unprovided 
for. Just the hope that this form of 
protection, of peace of mind, will soon 
be the possession of every family in 
America. There is a policy for every 
need and purse. Term insurance for 
those who can’t buy as much as they 
immediately need of other kinds. 
Ordinary life for those prepared for 
a long pull. Endowment policies for 
those who want their money at a 
certain time. Annuities for those over 
the top of the hill who want a regular 
income. Modifications galore of most 
of these plans—something for every- 
body. 

Something for everybody—but 
everybody has to decide whether or 
not he wants it. 


WILLIAM FREDERICK BIGELOW 
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“Tm thinking of 


Fer CfUTURE... 


““As soon as she’s old enough, I’m go- 
ing to see that she brushes her teeth 
with the new Listerine Tooth Paste 
supercharged with Luster-Foam. I’m 
convinced, after looking into the sub- 
ject pretty thoroughly, that this super- 
cleansing dentifrice gives children a 
better chance at lovelier teeth in later 
years—does a better job of cleaning 
the danger zones on enamel, where so 
much decay starts.” 

You may wonder why this new den- 


The New Formula Supercharged with 
LUSTER-FOAM | 


—. 


tifrice is so thorough, so effective. Here 
is the answer. At the first touch of 
brush and saliva, magic Luster-Foam 
detergent leaps into a foaming ‘“‘bubble 
bath’”’ of amazing penetrating power. 

It is so penetrating it even goes to 
work on remote and hard-to-reach 
danger zones into many of which old 
type dentifrices may not enter... the 
areas where some authorities say more 
than 75% of decay begins. You know 
them—between the teeth, on front 


Good Housereeping 
Sp, * Bureau 





and back of the teeth, and on bite sur- 
faces, —with their tiny pits, cracks, and 
fissures which harbor decay-fostering 
food, bacteria, and acid ferments. 

This amazing cleansing ability, this 
super-penetrating power, this gentle 
stimulation of Luster-Foam detergent 
has won for the new Listerine Tooth 
Paste the approval of thinking mothers 
everywhere. 

At any drug counter now, in two 
economical sizes: Regular 25¢; and 
big, double-size, containing more than 
X% of a pound of dentifrice, 40¢. 


LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., St. Louis, Mo. 


P. S, If you prefer powder, 
Listerine Tooth Powder also 
contains Luster-Foam. 
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BUCK UP, BOSS! 
IM STILL FOR 
you! 
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| TESTS SHOW THAT MUCH BAD BREATH 
COMES FROM DECAYING FOOD 
PARTICLES AND STAGNANT SALIVA 
AROUND TEETH THAT ARENT 
CLEANED PROPERLY. | RECOMMEND 
1 COLGATE DENTAL CREAM. ITS SPECIAL} 
PENETRATING FOAM REMOVES THESE | 
ODOR-BREEDING DEPOSITS. AND 
THAT'S WHY... 


COROT 


STOP MOONING AROUND, BILL-- 
PATCH THINGS UP WITH SUE! You 
CAN--|F--WELL--WHY 
.DON'T YOU SEE YOUR 
DENTIST ABOUT fF 
| YOUR BREATH? 


































COLGATE'S COMBATS BAD BREATH 


.oe MAKES TEETH SPARKLE / TOUGH LUCK, OLD Boy-- BUT YOULL 


HAVE TO STAY WITH JEFF UNTIL 
SUE AND I GET BACK FROM OUR 
HONEYMOONS & Se 






“Colgate’s special pene- 
_ trating foam gets into the 

hidden crevices between 
~ your teeth. It helps your 
toothbrush clean out decaying food 
particles and stop the stagnant saliva 
odors that cause much bad breath. 
Besides, Colgate’s soft, safe polishing 
agent cleans enamel—makes_ teeth 
sparkle. Always use Colgate Dental 
Cream—regularly and frequently. No 
other dentifrice is exactly like it.” 
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NO 
BAD BREATH GIANT ¢ 
oo ste’ 30 
HIS SPARKLING 
SMILE! 


Maxe SURF xen 


Pray SAFE! 








F VARIETY is the spice of life, 
then Geop HousEKEEPING should 
be made compulsory reading for 
jaded appetites. For hardly a 
om month goes by in which it does 
not offer some completely new 
editorial feature to you, its readers. 

In saying this we’re not just patting 
ourselves on the back with a type- 
writer; we’re stating a verifiable fact. 
This month, indeed, two brand-new 
departments are making their ap- 
pearance. One is Henrietta Rip- 
perger’s nationally famous Tips to the 
Teens. The other—well, turn to page 
15 and judge for yourself. 

The purpose of this new feature is 
simply to give our readers a little 
more insight into the personality, 
appearance, and way of life of the 
authors whose stories make Goop 
HousEKEEPING the success it is. For 
this issue, naturally, we’ve chosen A. 
J. Cronin; his long-awaited novel, 
Vigil in the Night, begins on page 16. 
Next month our subject will be Faith 
Baldwin, whose dramatic short story, 
Hand-Me-Down, is scheduled to lead 
the June fiction. We’ll present Miss 
Baldwin in a setting that will surprise 
you, too, but that’s our secret for the 
present. 

And then, month after month, a 
whole parade of authors for your 
approval, old favorites and brilliant 
newcomers. It should be quite a cav- 
aleade; we hope you like it. 


once said, “is inevitable in any 
progressive state.” If Disraeli 
had been an editor instead of a states- 
man, he might have said exactly the 
same thing about magazines. For 
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> [j once sai a British prime minister 


progressive magazines do change; 
sey must. If you doubt it, turn back 
toyyour files and look at this Facts & 
Fi@tion page as it appeared for the 
first time (yes, this issue marks our 
birthday) exactly a year ago. You'll 
see that it’s altogether different. And 
a year from now there’s no telling 
what will have become of it. 

We've heard various comments on 
this page, but the one that impressed 
us most came from a lady in Phila- 
delphia who wrote, “After reading 
and heartily enjoying Facts & Fiction 
in the January issue... I decided you 
must be friendly, human people after 
all, not the cynical, hard-boiled type 
I’ve always pictured editors.” This 
cheered us mightily, because editors, 
we insist, are not hard-boiled at all. 
In fact, they’re the reverse. So much 
the reverse that years ago, after 
reading the letters that poured in fol- 
lowing publication of that heart- 
breakingly poignant little poem, 
Prayer for a Very New Angel, the 
Editor of Goop HousEKEEPING said 
that never again would he publish a 
poem on the death of a child. Nor has 
he, to this day. 


UR circulation department is 
forever reminding us, with par- 
donable pride, that Goop HovusE- 

KEEPING is read every month all over 
the world. This never surprises us 
much. The material that makes up 
the magazine is drawn from the four 
corners of the earth; why shouldn’t 
it be read there, too? 

Take our stories this month, for 
instance. There’s a delightful one by 
Eric Knight that is set in Yorkshire, 
and another by Naomi Lane Babson 


Illustration by John Atherton 


that unfolds against a Chinese back- 
ground. China and Yorkshire—you 
can’t get life much farther apart 
than that. 

In spite of their knowledge of for- 
eign lands, however, these far-wan- 
dering authors like to live in America. 
That’s understandable in the case of 
Miss Babson, who was born in Rock- 
port, Maine (“on _a Saturday,” she 
adds plaintively, “and living up to it 
ever since”), and consequently is 
among those who believe that when 
the Lord thought of creating Para- 
dise, He made Cape Ann first, just 
to get His hand in. As for Mr. Knight, 
he’s a Yorkshireman born and bred, 
but he now lives at Croton-on-the- 
Hudson, which shows that his heart 
is in the right place. 


AST weekend it occurred to us 

suddenly that we didn’t know A. 

J. Cronin’s first name. This seemed 
incredible, even to us, since Vigil in 
the Night is the third Cronin novel 
that Goop HovusEKEEPING has pub- 
lished. But it was true, and it worried 
us so that with a curiosity worthy of 
the Elephant’s Child we went around 
asking everyone we met. All in vain; 
nobody knew, and, what’s more, no- 
body seemed to care so long as they 
could keep on reading Dr. Cronin’s 
stories. Even the International Who’s 
Who offered no clue. 

At last, in desperation, we called 
up a personal friend of Mr. Cronin’s 
(by this time it was quite late at 
night) and put the question to him. 
There was a long, indignant pause. 
Then one word echoed hollowly in 
our ears. 

“Archibald!” 

And so it is. 
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This is the De Luxe Fordor S 
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Its very bigness is a big surprise! 


Open your eyes to the biggest sur- 
prise in all your woman’s experience! 


The new De Luxe Ford V-8 is defi- 
nitely the largest Ford ever designed. 
It stands before you . . . more than 
fifteen feet of low, flowing length. 
It’s not only big enough for a family 
of six... it’s as big and imposing as 
your dreams of a car have always 
been! 

And when you open the door... 
another “big” surprise! The new 
Ford is so roomy inside — for a very 
real reason. Its compact V-8 engine 
demands less space up front, leaving 
more space for you to ride in. Just 
opening the door . . . you see how 
large it is. And when you step up to 
enter, in your new high-crowned hat, 


FORD WELCOMES YOU AT TWO GREAT FAIRS THIS 


you re happily conscious of its ample 
head room. Those broad, luxurious 
seat cushions invite you to relax — 





and enjoy your ride. 

You'll find the new Ford gen- 
erous all around. It gives you the 
power and pick-up of eight cylinders. 
It offers all the features listed at the 
right. And its price includes, at no 
extra cost, many items of equipment 
that you certainly want. The Ford is 
top value as well as top vogue. Do 
have a ride and see! Ford Motor 
Company... Ford, Mercury, Lincoln- 
Zephyr and Lincoln Motor Cars. 





YEAR—NEWP 


FORD FEATURES FROM THE 
FEMININE ANGLE: 


Style Rightness — The luxury car in the 
low-price field. 


V-type 8-cylinder Engine — 8 cylinders 
give smoothness. Small cylinders give 
economy. 


Hydraulic Brakes — Easy-acting... for 
quick, straight stops. 


Triple-Cushioned Comfort — New flexi- 
ble roll-edge seat cushions over soft 
transverse sprinas. 


Stabilized Chassis —No bobbing or dip- 
ping at front end of car. Level starts, 
level stops, level ride. 


Scientific Soundproofing —Noises hushed 
for quiet ride. 


Ford-built Tires — Available. Precision- 
made in’ the world's most modern: tire 
plant. 


Low Prices — Advertised prices include 
many items of desirable equipment. 
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housands Are 
Alive Today... 









The sensational 
Polarsphere ... the 
most efficient of all 
refrigerating units. 
Sealed away forever 
from dust and air. 
Never needs oil. 
Uses only a thrifty 
trickle of electricity! 
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HEN, twenty-five years ago. Kelvinator gave 
to America the first electric refrigerator, its 
makers were pardonably proud. 

Today, Kelvinator celebrates another history- 
making event . . . the presentation of the Silver 
Jubilee Kelvinator— perfected product of a 
quarter-century. 

If you would know how far ahead of its time 
it is... compare it with the “modern” refriger- 
ator of just a few years ago! 

It freezes in one-third the time, costs 50% less to 
run, and offers you 40% more refrigeration. 

Thanks to the silent Polarsphere—a miracle 
mechanism sealed in a gleaming steel globe— 
today you get 72 big ice cubes for Z 
one penny at national average Sher 
electric rates! Reserve power 
enough for five refrigerators . . 


a2 
se 


f 


AND | 





Housekeeping 


Celebrating the 25th Anniversary of the ] 939 4 
Oldest Maker of Electric Refrigerators 


“Lodays Cold-making Marvel! The Silver 
Sibilee helvinitors with Amazing Lolarsphere 








because tn IW4 Man 
First harnessed Gold / 


Enteritis. or “summer complaint.” 
was once the most feared scourge of 
infant life. 

Yet today, for every 100 babies that 
formerly succumbed, 87 are safe. A 
great factor in this victory is Kel- 
vinator’s invention of an electric re- 
frigerator ... which made scientific 
food preservation possible at home. 







with cold-making capacity equal to more than 
half a ton of ice per week! ' 

Look inside. You'll find the Silver Jubilee Kel- 
vinator has more usable room . . . through new, 
flexible shelf design. 

Twin lights inside give you shadowless bril- 
liance. Two large vegetable crispers are glass- 
topped for see-at-a-glance convenience ... anda 
Cold Chest seals in meat flavor for days. 

Best of all, the Silver Jubilee Kelvinator is 
easy to have... you can ownit for just a few cents 
a day. Be sure to see these new models at once! 

KELVINATOR, Division of Nash-Kelvinator 
Corporation, Detroit, Michigan. 
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EING a common, garden-va- 

riety photographer, I use only 

the simplest equipment. It 

consists of an inexpensive, 

twelve-year-old folding cam- 

era, decidedly the worse for 
wear, and a wooden box. 

Our son, Earl, Jr., is my most pho- 
tographed subject. My method is to 
keep the child interested in one spot, 
place the camera on my box, and 
center the picture. With one finger on 
the trigger, I am free to watch the 





child until the very instant that I 
wish to snap his picture. In just such 
a way was the bubble picture taken, 
an instantaneous exposure on ordi- 
nary verichrome film. No doubt that 
beautiful bubble would have burst 
had I tried to take time to center the 
picture while Earl held it suspended. 
I had discovered that it was extremely 
difficult to hold a camera in one hand, 
wave the other hand around in the air 
for attention, and, having secured that 
attention and acharming smile, center 


the picture before the smile had van- 
ished. Out of that difficulty grew the 
idea of using the box. 

Along with the usual medical ad- 
vice which our physician gave us 
when Earl, Jr., arrived in the world, 
he offered the following suggestion: 
“Take one picture a week during the 
first.year. They will record the great- 
est strides in development he will 
make in any single year of his life.” 

We followed that advice, and we 
now treasure the results. 





Next month there 
goes into effect a 
new Federal Pure 
Food, Drug and 
' Cosmetic Law. It is 

: perhaps the most 
gece piece of legislation this 
country has ever had to protect con- 
sumers from adulterated and mis- 
branded products. But it is not the 
first law of its kind, and thereby 
hangs a tale. 

The first Pure Food and Drug Law 
was passed in 1906. It is still called 
the Wiley Law, after Dr. Harvey W. 
Wiley. He was this law’s chief ad- 
vocate, and the courageous fight he 
waged to have it enacted still makes 
dramatic reading. Almost single 
handed Dr. Wiley forced the retreat 
of powerful pressure groups which 
had enlisted the support of influential 
politicians and threatened to have the 
bill defeated. At that time Dr. Wiley 
was Chief of the Bureau of Chem- 
istry, Department of Agriculture. 

Although the Wiley Law was a big 
advance it was a first attempt to solve 
the problem. As with many another 
first attempt, it fell short of perfec- 
tion. Before long loopholes were 
found in it through which unscrup- 
ulous manufacturers could sometimes 
escape the consequences of their acts. 
None realized this better than Dr. 
Wiley. But the opposition again gath- 
ered its forces, and the law stood as 
it was. Dr. Wiley, nothing daunted, 
cast about for a better way to bring 
him nearer his ideal of consumer 
protection. 

He found it in Goop HOUSEKEEPING. 
In full sympathy with his aims, in 
1912 this magazine offered Dr. Wiley 
the directorship of Good Housekeep- 
ing Bureau, a new department with 
laboratory facilities to test the qual- 
ity, claims and performance of foods, 
drugs and cosmetics, and with space 
in Goop HousEKEEPING’Ss pages for Dr. 
Wiley to tell consumers by the printed 
word what was good and fit for use. 

At the same time the Seal of Ap- 
proval of Good Housekeeping Bureau 
was adopted as a means of helping 
consumers to identify, at the time of 
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buying, the products which the Bu- 
reau’s tests had found satisfactory. 
Because the Bureau’s work was con- 
ducted as a consumer service, the 
Seal of Approval was awarded with- 
out charge, and without any obli- 
gation on a manufacturer’s part to 
advertise in Goop HOUSEKEEPING. 
This policy has never been changed. 
The Seal of Approval is awarded to- 
day under these same impartial con- 
ditions. 

Thus Goop HousEKEEPING set out 
on its own initiative to complete in 
principle, with the help of Dr. Wiley 
and Good Housekeeping Bureau, 
what government had begun. The 
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Bureau’s tests became a bul- 
wark of protection; its Seal 
of Approval a symbol of un- 
questioned worth. Dr. Wiley 
directed the work of the Bu- 
reau until 1927, when he re- 
tired at the age of 86. He, 
himself, chose as his successor 
Dr. Walter H. Eddy, who is 
the Bureau’s present director. 
All this is a proud chapter 
in Goop HovusrxrePina’s his- 
tory, a record of sincerity of 
purpose and integrity of ac- 
tion which is still being writ- 
ten. Millions of consumers 
have learned | repeatedly by 
the acid test of their own buy- 
ing experiences that the Seal 
of Approval is a dependable 
guide in buying foods, cos- 
metics and pharmaceuticals. 
Millions more will continue to 
learn to depend upon it. 


Send to Good Housekeeping Bulletin 
Service, 57th Street at 8th Avenue, 
New York, N. Y., for free booklets con- 
taining lists of food products and cos- 
metics tested and approved by Good 
Housekeeping Bureau. These booklets 
also give interesting details about the 
Bureaw’s testing service jor consumers. 














NEW TO LOOK AT—THRILLINGLY 


DIFFERENT TO TASTE...WITH 4 ADDED 
FOOD-ELEMENTS NOT COMBINED IN ANY 


OTHER WELL-KNOWN CORN CEREAL 


(Read how it Stays Crisp in Milk or Cream, too!) 


OW would you like to have 

something new for breakfast 
—something that will give you a 
genuine lift? 

Something really NEw for break- 
fast is waiting for you at the grocery 
store today. 

It’s corn KIX... developed by the 
largest millers in America after 
three years of experiment . . . We 
set out deliberately to develop a 
cereal that would be new and dif- 
ferent and have food values not 
combined in any other well-known 
corn cereal! 

And wherever we’ve introduced it 
—corn KIX has been a hit. 

As you can see when you open the 
package, KIX comes in delicate 
bubbles. Furthermore it doesn’t get 
all soaked in milk or cream as flat 
flake cereals do. Scientifictests prove 
that. It’s made to stay crisper! 

And here is news you’ll welcome. 
Not only is corn KIX new and differ- 
ent—it contains food-elements not 
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combined in any other ready-to-eat 
corn céreal, so far as we know! 


We Consulted Nutrition Authorities! 


We consulted leading nutrition 
authorities before making corn KIx. 
Then we “tailor-made” it, adding 
these four important food-elements 
during the process of manufacture: 


(1) VITAMIN B ... This is the 
vitamin you need to help promote 
good appetite and healthy nerves. 


(2) VITAMIN D ... This is the 
vitamin needed for bones, teeth. 
We “sprayed” it on corm KIX. 


(3)CALCIUM and (4)PHOSPHORUS 
... These two minerals aré needed 
for proper bodily development. 


Thus corn KIX helps in ‘‘balanc- 
ing” your diet. Helps to guard you 
against certain common deficiencies 
in diet. 

Why not get a couple of packages 
from your grocer today and see how 
soon they are eaten up? 


Corn KIX is made by General Mills, Inc., Minneapolis, Minn. 











EW for Breakfast! 
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“I never liked breakfast much 
before, but now it’s different... 
AND HOW! Those crunchy corn 
KIX aremy dish aii right... 
Mom says she doesn’t see how I 
HOLD so much!’’...That’s wiat 
thousands of children are saying! 
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KIX Reg.Trade Mark of General Mills, Inc. 


Copt, 1939 
Generat Mills, The. 
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CRABTREE SAYS: BELIEVE 
ME, THIS 


IS A TREAT! BUT THE REAL FIND IS 
THE TENDER CRUST YOU GET WITH 




























“EASY AS PIE’—Some man said that. 
He was ahead of his time. But pie is easy 
now. The new creamier Crisco is here 
_.. blends fast and evenly to make pie 
like grandmother’s—but in modern 
’ quick time. Pastry that’s tender in 
every crumb. 


CRISCO IS SO CREAMY NOW because it’s a 
- new Crisco. The new $1,000,000 GYRO- 
j CHURN process now beats and whips 
"Crisco to easy-blending creaminess! 


FOR LUSCIOUS CAKES—GOLDEN FRIED 
FOODS. Make your cakes with new 
Crisco and save all hard creaming. Such 
light, delicious cake! And fry in new 
Crisco—digestibly. You can fry without 
smoke or smell from burning fat. 


HERE’S TO BETTER EATING than ever—with 
new Crisco. So say millions of 
happy cooks! Join them today! 


SS 


LOOK! NEW! DELICIOUS! 
STRAWBERRY SUNDAE PIE 


11% cups crushed 





9 OUT OF 10 TEACHERS 
IN PUBLIC SCHOOLS SAID: ‘‘We 
use Crisco in our cooking 
classes.’’ (753 teachers in 439 









1 cup water 














LIGHT AND LOVELY CAKES! 


strawberries 2 eggs 44 cup sugar f— i 
“I often serve cake for lg cup sugar \% teaspoon salt ' cities from Coast to Coast.) 
mid-week dessert now. 2 tablespoons 1 cup evaporated milk 
‘ lemon juice 44 cup water ; 
The new Crisco ea 3S 2 tablespoons 1 cup sweetened 
easy I can mix up a gelatine whipped cream SUCH PLEASANT FRYING! 
light lovely cake Mix: berries, sugar, lemon juice. Let stand. “Crisco’s clean way of frying appeals 


in no time!” 
Mrs. John McGuire 
of New York City 


Soak gelatine in water. Beat eggs, sugar and 
salt. Add milk and water; cook in double 
boiler till thick and creamy. Remove from 
stove. Add gelatine. Cool. When ready to set, 
beat frothy. Fold in strawberry mixture. 
Pour into baked Crisco pie shell. Chill. Be- 
fore serving, cover top with whipped cream 
and decorate with strawberries. 


“TENDER CRUST” by Crisco—Sift 114 cups 
fiour with 144 teaspoon salt. Blend in 44 cup 
of Crisco (now so creamy—so easy to blend!). ‘ 
Stir in 3 to 4 tablespoons water; use as little 
as possible. Roll out. Fit into pie plate— 
prick pastry all over. Bake in hot oven 
(425° F.) 15 min, 


to me. So easy to fry with no 
odor—no irritating gg = 
smoke!” Mrs. V. G. 
Weaver, Jr. from <a 






greasy 






























HER FIRST CHOICE! 
“My new Crisco never gets 
a rest—it makes such good , 
easy-to-mix cakes and pies— 
and fries so beautifully.” 
Mrs. Charles Francis, 
Whittier, Calif. 










All Measurements Level. Recipe 
tested and approved by Good 
Housekeeping Institute. 
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to be called “A. J.”—is a Scotsman 
(don’t say Scotchman!) with Irish 
blood in his veins. One of his three 


Riptec Joseph Cronin—he prefers 


sons has fiery red hair, and both Dr. 
Cronin and his wife—who is also a 
doctor—are sandy-haired, with freck- 
led complexions. The soft burr in 
their voices is a pleasure to hear. And 
they are healthy people, vigorous, 
firm in their beliefs; loving the out- 
doors, family life, stability—like all 
true Scottish folk. Dr. Cronin himself 
has seen enough of hardship, of man’s 
inhumanity to man, to last him a life- 
time. As medical inspector in Welsh 
mines, he gained unforgettable ex- 
periences, which later went into “The 
Stars Look Down” and “The Citadel.” 
Incidents occurring during his years 
of general practice in London also 
went into “The Citadel,” but “Hatter’s 
Castle,” his first book, was written 
from earlier memories in Dumbarton 
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and Glasgow, where he spent his 
youth. Only the last eight years of 
his life—he is forty-two—have been 
devoted to writing, and they have 
been highly successful years. Now 
he lives in a beautiful old manse 
in the south of England, in Sussex, 
where he farms, raises ducks, plays 
an expert game of both tennis and 
golf, collects ancient Chinese objets 
d’art, modern paintings, and goes fish- 
ing whenever he feels like it. He is 
now primarily a writer, but remains, 
as he always will remain, a doctor at 
heart, with a deep understanding of 
the spiritual as well as the physical 
elements of life. Out of inexhaustible 
knowledge and sympathy comes his 
new novel, the story of the hospital 
nurse, which begins on the next page. 


Two doctors and three sons: Andrew, Vincent. and Patrick 





— 
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“Nothing matters in the ward, Lucy, but the sick child in this cot. You understand that,” Anne concluded 
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In the theatre of the modern hospital are three players— 


the doctor, the patient, and the nurse. Here, the author of 


“The Citadel” dramatizes woman’s role in a magnificent 


new serial of love and sacrifice in the cause of humanity 





HOUGH nearly six o’clock, it 

was still dark that bitter winter 

morning. In the small isolation 

ward of Shereford County 

Hospital there was silence, the 

queer silence of the sickroom, 
broken only by a thin and rasping 
sound, the breathing of the child in 
the screened-off cot at the end of the 
ward. 

Seated beside the cot, quite mo- 
tionless, Nurse Lee kept her eyes on 
the face of the child, fighting her 
weariness, religiously maintaining 
the vigil she had kept the whole night 
through. The patient was a little boy 
of two, and on his chart, seen dimly 
above the cot, were two simple but 
significant words: Laryngeal Diph- 
theria. A serious infection. And a 
serious case. Last night when the am- 
bulance had rushed him in, only an 


emergency tracheotomy had saved 
him. She herself had helped Dr. 
Hassall with the operation. And now, 
with the tiny silver tube shining 
among the bandages round his thin 
throat, with ten thousand units of 
anti-diphtheria serum battling the 
poison in his blood, he was holding 
his ground, beginning slowly to creep 
back from the dark precipice of death. 

Instinctively, without sound, Nurse 
Lee moved. Bending forward, she 
slipped the inner tracheotomy tube 
from its enclosing sheath, deftly 
cleansed it, and in the same second 
slipped it back. The baby’s breathing 
came easier, softer. Next the nurse 
trimmed the spirit flame beneath the 
long-spouted kettle which sent its 
stream of vapor across the tented cot. 
And then, with a glance at her watch, 
she charged the hypodermic which 
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lay on a table beside her and in three 
quiet movements injected the pre- 
scribed dose of strychnine into the 
child’s thigh. The boy barely stirred 
at the swift insertion of the needle. 

Again the nurse sat back, some- 
what stiffly, in her wooden chair. The 
sense that her patient was moving 
evenly through this terrible crisis of 
his-illness filled her, despite her al- 
most insupportable fatigue, with a 
deep and thrilling joy. It was this she 
lived for, the secret motive, the very 
purpose of her life. Sitting there, her 
cheek cupped in her palm, illumi- 
nated only by the shadowed lamp, 
Anne Lee looked absurdly young to 
be a fully trained nurse. She was only 
twenty-four. Yet she had just com- 
pleted her three years’ training at 
Shereford and been given her cer- 
tificate. Slenderly built, with fine 
capable hands and a spare, sensitive 
face, she had an almost austere 
beauty redeemed by the sweetness of 
her mouth and the steady brightness 
of her wide dark eyes. Her uniform, 
in its blue-and-white neatness, be- 
came her perfectly. Her immobility 
held watchfulness. It was now six 
o’clock, and her relief was due at 
any moment. The thought that the 
incoming nurse was her own sister 
Lucy caused a faint smile of tender- 
ness to curve Anne’s lips. She adored 
Lucy, had always loved and mothered 
her, though a bare eighteen months 
lay between their ages. Perhaps it 
was because they had been left alone 
so early and so suddenly by the death 
of their parents. This tragedy had 
made it a necessity for the girls to 
earn their livelihood. Anne had al- 
ways wanted to be a nurse, and a 
few months later Lucy had been per- 
suaded to follow her to Shereford 
Hospital. 

This winter morning, ten minutes 
past six showed on the ward clock 
when Lucy came on duty. Lateness 
was not tolerated at Shereford, yet 
there was no shadow of reproach on 
Anne’s face as her sister approached. 
She merely stood up, smiling a greet- 
ing without complaint. Then she 
stretched her cramped muscles and 
began, in a low tone, to run over the 
details in the duty book. There were 
no other serious cases in the little 
isolation ward, merely two adult 
cases recovering from mild diphthe- 
ritic infection. The center, the whole 
focus, of attention must be upon this 
cot. 

“You understand that, Lucy,” Anne 
concluded, inclining her head toward 
the cot. “Nothing else matters in the 
ward. It means that you must special 
him. Get into that chair and don’t 
move till Sister Hall comes on at 
eight o’clock.” 
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“There is nothing so bad as a bad nurse. Nor so good 


as a good one.” This is the story of beth kinds—of 


Anne, who devoted her life to serving others; and of 


Lucy, who meant to get everything in life for herself 


Lucy nodded and sat down. Her 
manner was unreceptive and un- 
gracious, as though she felt the in- 
struction Anne had given her wholly 
unnecessary. 

“Tt’s the membrane,” Anne added, 
lingering a moment, trying to convey 
to Lucy something of her own intense 
interest in the case. “You see, the 
serum’s beginning to loosen it. And 
every now and then it blocks the 
tube. That’s what you've got to watch 
tor. 

“I know, I know,” Lucy answered 
shortly, as though she felt the ex- 


planation quite superfluous. “I’ve 
listened to old Hassall’s mucky lec- 
tures as well as you.” 

Anne said no more. Sometimes 
Lucy’s sharpness hurt her deeply. 
But then, Lucy was always difficult 
in the morning: She stood a moment, 
surveying the semi-<onscious child; 
then she walked down the ward, 
picked up her cape in the vestibule, 
and passed through the swinging 
doors beyond. 

Outside in the hospital courtyard 
the darkness had not lifted, and a few 
stars shone palely in the heavy sky. 





The keen wind caught her braced 
figure, yet she turned her face to it 
gratefully. Always after her night 
duty, no matter how inclement the 
weather, she would come for a few 
moments to drink in the sea-borne 
freshness of the morning air. Beneath 
her, as she stood surrounded by the 
low huddle of the hospital buildings, 
the bulk of Shereford lay blackly, a 
harsh little township with its grim 
mine headstocks and its fleet of fish- 
ing smacks that wrested a hardy liv- 
ing from the sea. It was, indeed, a 
dour and gauntly fashioned North of 
England community. ; 

Much as she loved it, Shereford 
was a small place. She had a greater, 
a more wonderful ambition for Lucy 
and herself. When Lucy took her 
certificate next month, they would 
set out together for a big city hos- 
pital. 

Who knew but what they might 
conquer the world! Again Anne 
smiled happily at her secret thoughts 
and swung (Continued on page 221) 







Trembling, Anne 
heard the doctor say, 
*““You have thrown 
away a life’; and had 
no answer for him 
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HE voice of Miss Lowrie, the 
English teacher, droned on. 
_The windows were closed 
against the bitterness of a 
ket March gale. David Pearce, who 

was a new boy at Oakland 
High, glanced fleetingly at a brown- 
eyed girl across the aisle; and she 
smiled at him absently, as she might 
have smiled at a hundred others, not 
knowing that he loved her. 

Her name was Betty Lee, and he 
had seen her first in the late autumn 
when the Oakland football team had 
gone to Woodridge, where David was 
living then. He was not a football 
player, he was not even a cheer- 
leader, and between halves he had 
wandered across the field to the visit- 
ing cheering section. He saw a good 
many girls, and most of them were 
blue-lipped with cold; but the lips 
of one girl were not blue at all. Her 
cheeks were red where the wind had 
kissed them, and her eyes were golden 
brown, more beautiful than any eyes 
he had ever seen. He stopped di- 
rectly in front of her, and just stared 
at her; and after a moment she saw 
him standing there. Just for an instant 
their eyes met, and then he turned 
away, embarrassed. He thought, 
wanting to look back but not daring 
to, “I suppose I shall never see you 
again, but I shall always remember.” 

Betty Lee looked after the boy who 
had been staring at her. She saw the 
wind ruffle his unruly straw-colored 
hair, and she liked the way he car- 
ried himself. He was a nice boy, she 
thought—different, somehow. His 
eyes were very clear, and very blue. 

When the game ended, David 
walked home alone, hardly caring 
that Woodridge had won. His mother, 
who was a trained nurse, had left a 
note on the dining-room table, say- 
ing that she wouldn’t be home until 
late. He started at the small, firm 
handwriting, thinking that probably 
she was out again on a charity case. 
She was always doing things for peo- 
ple, he reflected—things she did not 
need to do. 

David crumpled the note and went 
up to his room. He remembered the 
brown-eyed girl again, and time had 
no meaning. He visioned dark pools 
in a hidden forest and cold stars 
shining on a winter’s night. The stars 
of his own thoughts merged’ them- 
selves into a poem. He called it “Re- 
membering,” and he wrote about a 
crimson sunset and a silver moon. 
His heart said to a girl he would prob- 
ably never see again that whenever 
he heard sweet music, he would think 
of her. 

Now he was sitting across the aisle 
20 
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from her in English class. Unex- 
pectedly his mother had been ap- 
pointed City Nurse at Oakland; he 
had changed schools, and Betty Lee 
was a classmate. He saw little of her 
except at school; she lived in a big 
house on Jefferson Avenue, and he 
was an “uptowner” living on Pine 
Street where the houses weren’t so 
large. He discovered that her voice 
had a husky timbre which stirred him 
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strangely; he learmed that she was 
vice-president of the class and very 
popular, although not so vivacious or 
colorful as Doris Rendall, the head 
cheerleader. Apparently she had for- 
gotten about his staring at her be- 
tween the halves of a football game. 
She smiled at him sometimes, but 
seldom botherec to talk to him. He 
was just anew boy who didn’t amount 
to anything. 








He ventured a glance at her now. 
She was listening to Miss Lowrie’s 
eulogy of Burke’s “Speech on Con- 
ciliation.” The clock on the wall 
pointed to ten minutes to three, and 
steam hissed in a faulty radiator. Miss 
Lowrie closed her book, the lines in 
her face softening. She was pretty 
old, he thought—thirty-five, at least. 
But when she quoted a beautiful 
passage from some author they were 


. 


studying, her voice was surprisingly 
gentle and young. 

She announced to an indifferent 
class that she was going to read a 
poem—a poem which one of their 
members had written. It had been 
given to her for criticism, she said, 
perhaps in confidence, but she was 
sure David Pearce would not mind 
if she read it. She hadn’t known they 
had a poet in their midst. Someone 
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in the rear of the room chuckled—it 
was Red Lathrop—and Miss Lowrie 
scorned him with a glance before be- 
ginning. 


“Always, I shall remember— 
Whenever the sky is blue, 
Whenever the sun is shining, 
I shall remember you. 


“Dawn, when the birds are waking, 
Night, when the stars are near, 
In the glow of a lingering sunset, 
I shall remember, dear.” 


There was more to it, but David did 
not listen to words he already knew. 
He had not thought for an instant 
that Miss Lowrie would read it to 
the class. He felt his face burning, 
and the fire of his humiliation made 
his lips dry. He waited, wanting to 
cover his flaming face with his hands, 
until the reading was finished. He 
heard a strange silence in the room, 
and he listened for Red’s amused 
chuckle, but the silence continued 
for what seemed a long time. 

And then Betty Lee started to clap, 
and pretty soon everybody was clap- 
ping, as they did sometimes in assem- 
bly when the basketball captain made 
a speech before an important game. 
He glanced across the aisle and saw 
Betty looking at him, and she seemed, 
somehow, to have changed. At least 
the light in her eyes was different. It 
gave him the momentary impression 
that she thought the poem beautiful 
and was proud of him for having 
written it. He looked away, telling 
himself that he was just imagining 
things, and the dismissal bell clanged 
in the hall. 

The class shuffled out, but David 
remained where he was, sensing that 
Betty was waiting, also. He heard a 
light step behind him and felt the 
touch of a soft hand on his shoulder. 
Doris Rendall was bending over him: 
Doris, who was head cheerleader and 
Red Lathrop’s girl. She had yellow 
hair and pale blue eyes. 

“Shakespeare,” she said, “I think 
your poem was just marvelous. I want 
you to sign a copy and give it to me 
for my memory book.” 

He was embarrassed, because Doris 
had never paid any attention to him. 
He fumbled in his pocket, where he 
had a carbon copy, and he scrawled 
his name across it and gave it to her. 

Her fingers pressed against his 
shoulder. “You’re a darling, Shake- 
speare,” she purred. 

He watched her leave the room, 
slim and dainty; and it occurred to 
him that she would always get what 
she wanted (Continued on page 105) 
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OOD HOUSEKEEPING pre- 
sents—The Foster Mothers of 
America! 

Not well-to-do women who 
adopt children carefully se- 
lected to fit into their homes. 
Nor comfortably - well-off women 
who rear foundlings to take the 
place of children they have lost or 
cannot bear. None of these, but 
women of small or moderate means 
selected by children’s agencies with 
the view of fitting the home to the 
child; women who make a career of 
motherhood—pioneers in a nation- 
wide plan to salvage souls. 

If you have never heard of them, 
it is because they have been working 
quietly in their homes, tens of thou- 
sands of them reshaping the destinies 
of children born under dim stars. 
Those homes may be among the ones 
you see running in rows, all chipped 
from the same block, at the far edge 
of cities. Or they may be cottages well 
away from Main Street in small 
towns. Or farmhouses, not too close 
to the highway and within walking 
distance of the church and district 
school. Wherever they are and what- 
ever they are, you may be sure that 
there is an air of well-being about 
them. Flower pots in the windows, a 
small garden, a place for children to 
play. And the significant thing about 
them is that they are homes—real 
homes, not institutions—and that 
within them the waifs of society are 
at last coming into their birthright of 
a normal family life. 

If you are really to understand 
what these new foster mothers are 
doing, you will have to know some- 
thing of things as they used to be with 
homeless children, and compare them 
with things as they are now. Go back 
to the time when our states still clung 
to the old English “pauper laws,” 
unchanged since the time of Queen 
Elizabeth, as the basis of our “poor 
laws.” People then really believed 
that the sins of the parents were vis- 
ited upon the children. The homeless 
child was pretty much nobody’s child, 


What to do with the homeless child—its a question 


as old as 


humanity! Quietly, matter-of-factly, tens 


of thousands of American women are living a new 


answer. 


and nobody much cared what hap- 
pened to him. At best he was looked 
upon as an object of charity, and at 
worst as a taxpayers’ burden and a 
public nuisance. Orphan asylums 
were chill and gloomy. The food was 
poor, and the clothing scanty. With 
the idea of saving money for the tax- 
payers, boys as young as seven years 
old were bound out as apprentices for 
their board and keep, and girls as 
young as ten were sent out as house- 
hold slaveys on the same terms. 
Overworked and badly treated, many 
of them escaped to the roads or the 
streets, helping to increase the ranks 
of vagabonds and criminals. 


HERE were then, as there always 

are, men of understanding and 
generosity who saw that something 
could be done, and who did it. As 
early as 1853 Charles Loring Brace of 
New York City founded the Children’s 
Aid Society for the purpose of finding 
working-homes for stray boys. And 
later, in Boston, Dr. O. S. Sanders, 
with the help of a few outstanding 
citizens, opened the New England 
Home for Little Wanderers to pre- 
pare boys and girls for adoption or 
for placing out in private homes. Al- 
though the results were satisfying, 
the public did not take to the idea 
of what they called “pampering the 
worthless at the expense of the 
righteous.” 

It was not until the close of the 
Civil War that this attitude was even 
slightly changed. In 1864 an army of 
child vagrants appeared in the cities. 
Ragged and starving, they roamed the 
streets, scouting among the refuse 
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This is their story. And a tribute to them 


piles for food, sleeping in doorways or 
under the wharves, many of them 
dying from disease or exposure. 
Some, taken captive by evil men, 
were schooled in vice and crime; or 
with their arms and legs crippled to 
excite pity were sent out to beg. The 
Boston police reported that in that 
one year more than 1300 boys and 
girls under fifteen years of age were 
arrested for petty crimes, and over 
2100 of them within the same age 
limit came to the station house asking 
for food and shelter. In New York the 
report set its floating young at twice 
that number. As there was no way 
of providing for them, they were sent 
to the city lodging houses where they 
lived in unspeakable conditions of 
filth and squalor, and with the dere- 
licts from all the ports of the world 
for company. 

An aroused citizenry insisted that 
the state legislatures take immediate 
action. So with Massachusetts taking 
the lead, by 1870 New York, Ohio, 
and Illinois had set up state welfare 
bureaus to take over the guardian- 
ship and care of the homeless young 
within their boundaries. Through 
their example other legislatures 
passed similar laws. Living conditions 
in the orphanages were improved. 
And the practice of placing the young 
wards of the states in private homes 
began to spread out. 

But the march was slow and dis- 
heartening. The homes were often 
chosen haphazardly and with an eye 
to expediency. Women with none of 
the qualifications of motherhood and 
without the restraint of legal license 
and inspection took shameful profit 






















































































ILLUSTRATED BY EDWIN GEORGI 


from commercialized boarding homes 
and baby farms. In the working- 
homes the children were little more 
than labor-saving devices. In some 
states the orphans’ funds were made 
an item in the political pork barrel. 
Delinquency and death rates mount- 
ed. Forty years of this brought things 
to a climax in a series of exposures 
in state after state and from coast to 
coast. 

But during this time something 
very vital had been happening. Sci- 
ence had come forward to speak its 
piece. And what it said was tha* he- 
redity, as a factor in human destiny, 
was not so all-powerful as it had been 
thought to be; that crime and disease 
were not wholly inherited, but only 
their tendencies; and that these ten- 
dencies could be overcome by en- 
vironment and early training. And all 
across the country, like a chain of 
laboratories, the more progressive 
children’s agencies were trying out 
these new principles. 

Among the pioneers were such 
women as Jane Addams, Lillian Wald, 


and Julia Lathrop. They insisted that - 


the child of misfortune is not funda- 
mentally different from any other 
child; that his intrinsic nature is no 
different from that of all human be- 
ings; that his needs are the same as 
theirs; that the deepest of these needs 
are the need of being wanted and the 
need of individual opportunity; and 
that when these needs and all they 
imply are answered, he has more than 
an even chance of becoming an as- 
set instead of a liability to his com- 
munity. ; 
They said further that it was not 
enough to place him in an institution 
or a home chosen haphazardly and 
with no thought of what his special 
needs might be. The truth was, they 
declared, that, as a rule, institutions 
were not able to look after a child’s 
individual development and to give 
him the personal care he should have. 


As living proof of this they cited 
their long list of case histories of such 
children who had been taken out of 
institutions because they were not 
getting along well and who, placed in 
good foster homes, had grown up into 
well-integrated, responsible citizens. 
This was not to say that the institu- 
tions were at fault. We had then—and 
we have more now—some very good 
institutions. What it did mean was 
that children placed in private homes 
under the care of competent foster 
mothers were better developed for 
their age, that their health was better, 
and that they were better adjusted to 
life in every way. 


AND this is where our foster moth- 
ers, the mothers we are intro- 
ducing to you, come into the story. 
You will notice that in speaking of 
foster homes, an emphasis is placed 
on the word “good.” A good home 
implies a good mother at its head. 
And up to this time the finding of such 
mothers had been a problem. It was 
always easy enough to find women 
who were ready to take charge of the 
children. But not enough of them 
could be depended upon to give them 
the right kind of home life and train- 
ing. Then, too, the allowance made by 
the state—$7 to $9 a month—was not 
adequate to the necessities of life. Lax 
guardianship and licensing laws, or 
no such laws at all, made it impos- 
sible to check up on the homes. And 
there was also the fact that many 
women, no matter what their mater- 
nal instincts, are not competent moth- 
ers: at was wanted was more 
women of intelligence and character 
who would make the child their first 
consideration and whose talent for 
motherhood far exceeded any desire 
to make money out of their charges. 
In order to get this kind of mother 
and home life, three measures were 
advocated: better licensing and 
guardianship laws; a monthly allow- 
ance that would insure a decent 
standard of living; and a workable 


“system for recruiting the right type 


of women to act as foster mothers. 
With the change that had been 
wrought in public sentiment, it was 
now possible to work out this pro- 
gram. The Child Welfare League of 
America, an association of various 
children’s agencies, took over the task 
of prevailing upon the legislatures to 
enact better laws. One after another, 
over thirty states enacted rigid licens+ 
ing and inspection provisions. A more 
generous scale of allowances, running 
from $15 to $30 a month, according 
to the local cost of living, was pro- 
vided, with private philanthropies in 
some instances making up the differ- 
ence between what the states could 
afford and the cost of decent living. 
And such agencies as the Children’s 
Aid Societies of the various cities, the 
church charities, and the welfare 
boards of the more progressive states 
set up a thoroughgoing system for 
selecting mothers and keeping check 
on them. 
Recommended, as a rule, by the 
rches, (Continued on page 193) 
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@—ga T HAD been raining all day 
long. And all day long the train 
had made unannounced, indefi- 
nite halts, sometimes lasting five 
minutes, and sometimes forty- 
five. Evelyn Baird lost all sense 
of time and space. They were going 
downhill, in and out of countless tun- 
nels, over strong, light bridges that 
seemed to fly across the gorges. She 
felt as if the journey had had no be- 
ginning and would never have an end, 
as if she were imprisoned in a world 
of mountain and jungle and silver 
veils of rain, lost forever somewhere 
in the hills of southwest China. 
When once more the brakes 
squealed and the line of cars jerked, 


trembled, and shuddered to a stop,’ 


she pressed her nose against the 
steamy window and stared into the 
dusk, trying to see, yet all the time 
convinced she would see nothing real. 

For an instant she did not know 
that the light without was reflected 
from within, that the humped shadow 
there was only Stanton sleeping in 
the opposite corner of the compart- 
ment. Then she saw more clearly, saw 
that he looked tired, old, and defeated. 
Her spirit hardened. It was not for 
this that she had come so far and 
given up so much. She did not speak 
to him, barely looked around when 


the unaccustomed stillness of the 
stopped train woke him at last and 
he sat up, blinking a little. 

“Well, well. I guess I’ve been 
asleep.” 

Evelyn waited, letting the pause 
draw out, before she said with gentle 
sarcasm, “You're telling me?” 

At once Stan became apologetic, as 
she had meant him to. “It’s devilish 
dull for you, I know. And after all 
that mess two days ago—” He broke 
off, sighing. “A beastly trip. But we're 
only a day or so from Hanoi now, and 
you can fly from there. Planes for 
anywhere — everywhere. Singapore 
and Europe if you like, or Hongkong 
and then straight home on the 
Clipper.” 

You, he had said. Not we. As if he 
knew already, though she had not 
told him, that his wife’s mind was 
made up. When they got back to civil- 
ization again, she was going to leave 
him. No more wild-goose chases for 
her, no more hunting for the rain- 
bow’s end. But this was not the time 
to talk of it. She said instead: 

“At this rate we shall never reach 
Hanoi or anywhere else. Do you know 


It was silly to be afraid, but the feel- 
ing of strangeness caught at her throat 





































A woman has not lived in vain if she has been 
the mainstay of a man. For failure and defeat 
cannot prevail against the shining citadels of love. 


So it has always been, and so it will always be 
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where we are, or why we’ve stopped?” 

“Tl try to find out.” 

The corridor door closed behind 
him. She was alone. In the silence and 
the emptiness, the events of the past 
few days came rushing into her mind. 
They had been far up in Yunnan, 
staying with missionaries because 
there was no hotel, and Stan had been 
happy and full of confidence. He had 
a good thing this time—mines of un- 
expected richness—and the contracts 
were ready for signing; he’d get a 
stunning commission. Then came the 
sudden rumor that the company back- 
ing him was backed, in turn, by Jap- 
anese capital—an ugly, dangerous 
situation in the China of ’37, even 
though hostilities had not yet reached 
this province. 

Evelyn remembered the quick rise 
of feeling in the city, with herself and 
Stan its natural targets. Their mis- 
sionary host had urged them to get 
at once to the French railway, to 
a_ train for Indo-China and safety. 
Whether the rumors were true or not, 
Stan’s deal was off this time. They 
could see that. 

While the event was spiced with 
danger, Evelyn had not cared so 
much. Stan showed up well in emer- 
gencies; he was cool-headed and 
competent. They got away without 
fuss and came safely to the railroad 
with its suave French guards, and its 
trains that made the twentieth cen- 
tury real again. There was even a 
stuffy first-class compartment for 
the Americans. And if Stan slept to- 
day, looking worn and middle-aged, 
Evelyn knew in her heart it was be- 
cause he had stayed awake the whole 
of one long night, gun in hand, stand- 
ing behind her chair. 

But that was not the point. The 
point was that they need not have 
been in this mess at all. He should 
have known more about the job be- 
fore he took it. He knew his mines, 
but that wasn’t enough if one was go- 
ing to be a fool in other ways. 

Evelyn drew a long, unhappy 
breath. Her husband was a fool, a 
failure. He would never get ahead. 
Time after time he had lent his name 
and his prestige in the mining world 
to schemes that proved fishy in one 
way or another, until inevitably his 
reputation suffered. Most men of his 
age were settled now, and well estab- 
lished. They had found their places. 
But Stan was still footloose, and still 
getting mixed up in dubious ad- 
ventures. 

Strange that a man should under- 
stand the earth so well, and the 
people on it so little! Stan could 
crumble soil in his fingers, toss a bit 
of rock from hand to hand, study a 
ledge or two, and pronounce a judg- 
ment seldom proved at fault. They 
said that he smelled good ore, and he 
had helped plenty of other men to 
the success he’d never achieved for 
himself. 

Once she had found that quality 
endearing. (Continued on page 70) 
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The Story So Far: 

ae I told you I had fallen 
in love with you on this mad 

voyage?” Tony Nash said to Paula 

Humphreys in a curiously uncertain 

voice. “What would you say?” 

Her heart pounded, but she spoke 
stiffly. “I would say to you that on the 
day this voyage started Vivian Yule 
and I became engaged.” 

She was astounded when he said, 
“You don’t love him, do you?” as if 
it would be impossible for her to love 
aman so much older than herself. 

She answered determinedly, “When 
we are back in New York, I shan’t 
want anything except to be happy 
with him.” 

He looked at her, thinking, “What 
a fine wife she is going to be for— 
whichever one of us she decides to 
marry.” 


One week before, five people had 


been enjoying tea in Vivian Yule’s 
New York studio: Tony Nash, a pop- 
ular actor; Rosamond Douglas, his 
leading lady; Bevan Roades, the pro- 
ducer of their play; Vivian, a success- 
ful photographer; Paula, his young 
assistant. Madame Haverlock, a re- 
markable old lady of seventy-nine, 
had interrupted them by inviting 
them aboard her yacht to cele- 
brate her birthday. Then, literally 
shanghaiing them, she had ordered 
the yacht southward. None of them 
knew where they were going or why 
Madame Haverlock, hitherto noted 
for her benevolence, had kidnaped 
them. ; 

While Tony and Paula strolled 
about her island, which they guessed 
to be somewhere in the Caribbean, 
the yacht with the other three prison- 
ers and Madame Haverlock aboard 
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slipped away. A message from the 
imperious hostess that: “There is no 
need to worry about Miss Humphreys 
and Mr. Nash. We're returning to 
the island for dinner!” calmed some- 
what the anxiety of her three angry 
guests. Several hours later the Cap- 
tain locked them in the salon. He ex- 
plained tersely, “We are calling at an 
island for a passenger, and we do not 
wish you to be seen.” 

Two hours passed while they 
fumed, then Madame Haverlock ap- 
peared at the door. She said, beaming, 
“A lady to see you, Mr. Yule.” 

Looking composed and pretty, look- 
ing as if she had been having the 
best possible time, Vivian’s daughter 
Emily walked into the room. 


ADAMEHAVERLOCK and 

Captain Smith did not fol- 

low the girl into the room, 

but closed the door behind 
her. The lock clicked. 

Emily Yule was small 

and slight, dark-haired and white- 

skinned, looking usually younger 

than her sixteen years. Now, with her 

cheeks faintly flushed with an excite- 

ment she seemed to be trying to mask 

under a pose of composure, and her 

gray eyes shining, she seemed more 
childlike even than ordinarily. 

She laughed at the astonishment 
in her father’s face. “Isn’t it a nice 
surprise, Daddy? You might manage 
to look more pleased at it. Of course 
I didn’t know until we reached Mar- 
tinique that you weren’t expecting 





me. My school doesn’t know yet, 
probably.” She sounded extremely 
cheerful about it. 

“I was never more glad to see any- 
one, Emily. But how on earth did you 
get here?” 

“Mr. Charles Haverlock appeared 
at the school with a note, supposedly 
signed by you, requesting my dismis- 
sal a little earlier than the beginning 
of the Christmas recess, so that I 
might join you and him and some 
other people on a West Indies cruise.” 

Bevan interrupted. “Was thatisland 
Martinique, Emily?” 

“Yes. Didn’t you even know that? 
Charles Haverlock and I came to 
Martinique by air. It was very thrill- 
ing.” She paused. “Is Charles Haver- 
lock a very silent man, or is he just 
in awe of his grandmother?” 

“We’re all in awe of his grand- 
mother,” Rosamond told her. 

Vivian was puzzled. “When did you 
meet Madame Haverlock, Emily?” 

“Just now. We all had lunch before 
Charles Haverlock went ashore. She 
explained to me then that she had 
more or less kidnaped you. It’s a won- 
derful adventure, isn’t it?” 

Bevan sighed. “It’s lasted too long, 
Emily.” 

“But an adventure can’t last too 
long.” 

“Bevan was producing a play. I had 
the leading woman’s part in it,” Rosa- 
mond told her. 

“Oh. That reminds me. Charles 
Haverlock gave me a message for 
you, Father, (Continued on page 198) 
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= T’S ABSURD for a city the size 
of New York to be shy, yet 
that’s what New York is. Oh, it 
puts up a brave front with its 
skyscrapers and bright lights 
and colorful shop windows. But 
behind that impressive facade it ac- 
tually hides from strangers. That’s 
why, of all the cities in the world, 
New York has the most visitors and 
the fewest friends. 

The visitors usually come for a 
good time, and they nearly always 
have one. If their good time consists 
of buying clothes or seeing a few 
plays or making the rounds of the 
night clubs,;.New York will gladly 
accommodate them. 

But when they’re through, they'll 
feel that New York is a cold, un- 
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friendly place where rather sinister 
people sell high-priced entertain- 
ment at great profit to unsuspecting 
victims from out of town. And if by 
chance they meet a real, live New 
Yorker, they regard him with mingled 
pity and scorn and inquire how he 
can bear to live in such a big city, 
what with the expense and the ten- 
sion and the loneliness of it all. 
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Chances are the New Yorker will 
smile at such a question. For he 
knows that New York need not be 
expensive or lonely or tense. He 
knows that New York is not even a 
big city, but rather a patchwork quilt 
made up of scraps of all the na- 
tionalities in the world. There are 
places in New York where you can’t 
walk ten blocks without hearing ten 
different languages. Un-American? 
Not at-all. New York is simply the 
channel through which the great tide 
of immigration once flowed. Every 
European nation contributed to the 
making of America; in the foreign 
quarters of the city today you find 
the raw material of the America of 
tomorrow. ; 

Perhaps that’s what gives New 


York the fierce vitality that some 
people find frightening. Visitors from 
Europe tell of feeling it long before 
the ship enters the harbor. New York, 
they say, is the only city in the world 
that stands up to greet its guests. And 
that electric atmosphere stimulates 
everyone—visitors and natives alike. 
People have more energy, more 
ideas; work harder and play harder. 


But it’s a friendly place, for all 
that. To find it out you don’t need 
much money, or a car, or a guide. All 
you need is a little patience and some 
time to waste and more than a touch 
of curiosity about the seven million 
individuals who make up greater 
New York. If you have those attri- 
butes—and use them—New York will 
meet you halfway. But only halfway, 
for in some ways the city is like a 
dignified, independent tabby cat; it 
won't bite you, but neither will it curl 
up in your lap and purr, without 
considerable urging. 

Of all the friendly places in New 
York, the biggest and easiest to find 
is that green oasis in a desert, of con- 
crete—Central Park. People who 
complain of feeling lost and lonely 
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should taketheir troubles out there 
and lose them: in the eight hundred 
odd acres of green shrubbery and 
blue water that probably give more 
pleasure per square inch than any 
other acreage in America. 

It’s a good place to get your bear- 
ings, mentally and physically. Once 
you’ve resolutely faced the skyline to 
the south and identified Radio City 





And with the other boroughs 
of the Big City, too. It’s much 
more fun than you imagine, 


and easier than you think. No 
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and the Empire State building and 
made up your mind which is uptown 
and which downtown, which the East 
Side and which the West—then your 
sense of direction will probably give 
you no more trouble. 

It’s not hard to find friends out 
there, either. Buy a bag of peanuts, 
and soon you will have hosts of them. 
New York doesn’t seem half so hard- 


formal introductions required 


boiled when you view it with a gray 
squirrel eating out of your hand and 
a pigeon or two perched on your 
shoulder. 

Of course, if you prefer your ani- 
mals larger and fiercer, you can go 
over to the zoo at Fifth Avenue and 
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64th Street, and have lunch in the 
cafeteria there. After lunch you can 
walk through the rows of cages won- 
dering (if you’re philosophically in- 
clined) whether the animals may not 
derive more amusement from their 
visitors than vice versa. And if such 
odd thoughts become troublesome, 
you can banish them by watching the 
seals raucously applaud their own 
antics in the outdoor pool. 

The seals (and the philosophy) 
may inspire you to hire a rowboat 
and drift about the miniature inland 
sea where ducks quack contentedly 
and reflections make skyscrapers 
stand on their heads in the quiet 
water. If that’s not strenuous enough, 
you can ride on a carousel with 
hordes of laughing children. Or if you 
would really recapture your lost 
youth, beg or borrow some roller 
skates and join the,.energetic group 
in or around thé Mall. You'll find 
that roller skates affect your perspec- 
tive quite as much as your equi- 
librium. 

The Mall seems commonplace 
enough by daylight, but after dark on 
summer evenings it can be fascinat- 


_ ing. Some nights there are free con- 


certs—good ones, too—and on others 
the jitterbugs of Manhattan (than 
which there are none more jittery) 
come out of their lairs and vibrate 
ceaselessly and joyously to the strains 
of two perspiring orchestras. Perhaps 
this summer they will be gone, since 
swing, like life, seems to be a transi- 
tory affair. But there will still be 
some sort of dancing, and it should 
not be missed, for there is an inti- 
macy to dancing under a Central 
Park moon that must be experienced 
to be understood. And there are 
glimpses of the New York skyline by 
night that will stir you, even if you 
have long since forsworn all dancing, 
however romantic. 

Oh, the Park is a fine place, and like 
a competent hostess it offers enter- 
tainment for the serious-minded as 
well as the frivolous. High up on the 
East Side, at Fifth Avenue and 104th 
Street, is (Continued on page 185) 
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6e REN’T you proud of your 
wife?” cried Eve Churchill, 
h and thrust the magazine into 
| Tom’s hand. 
Tom Selden looked at the 
picture and the type below 
it: “JULIE SELDEN, FASHION CRUSADER, 
We Salute You...” 
“I salute you, too, Julie,” thought 
Tom. 
It was one of her old -pietures. 
She was wearing a sweater and 
looking as though she might 
say, “Isn’t this all foolish, 
Tommy?” 
Tom wondered why 
she had chosen that 
particular picture 
for the article. 


A ALDRICH 


Tom wanted to 
yell, “Take off 
that hat!” But 
he could only 
glower and wait 
.for the mobto go 


Nowadays Julie always had a reason. 

The black type went on. From the 
first rung of the ladder she climbed 
to the top three steps at a time... 
She wears ... She likes... 

“T wish they’d tell me what she is 
thinking now,” her husband told him- 
self. He tried to catch a glimpse of 
his wife. She’d got off the boat an 
hour ago from the Paris openings, 
and the apartment was jammed. 

He could hear the chatter: “Julie, 
you're radiant. Those bracelets are 
divine ... That hat is a marvel ... 
Are we all going to wear them?” 

“Not you,” said Julie. 

“That dress is heaven,” said Leslie 
Dick. “You could build a whole new 
life around that dress.” 


Tom thought of the dress they used 
to walk ten blocks every night to see. 
It had been in the window a week, 
too. Tom had said, “T’ll throw a rock 
through the window for you, darling.” 

Now he watched his wife. He could 
hear her bracelets. They were of 
heavy silver and made a clanking 
noise. He could hear her voice, firm, 
a little cautious. It used to be an ex- 
cited voice, uncertain, questioning. 
Her dress was shorter, and he could 
see her rather childish slender legs. 
He wanted to yell, “Take off that hat, 
Julie,” yet he couldn’t take his eyes 
from it. Her hair looked black and 
shiny—Julie’s hair that had been like 
a soft brown cloud. She was thin, too 
thin. 

Then he thought: “But she’s no dif- 
ferent, really. It’s just that I haven’t 
seen her for four weeks.” He wished 
everyone would get out. He hadn’t 
spoken to her alone since she came 
down the gangplank. 

Then she was by his side. “Listen, 
Tom. Jarvis Williams is coming. Be 
nice to him. It’s important. It means 
a lot, you know.” Then she was gone. 

Oh, Tom knew, and he knew Jarvis 
Williams, who had built up The Store 
—Julie’s store. Everybody knew Jar- 
vis Williams. 

Tom had imagined her homecoming 
so many times. He’d be standing at 
the dock, simply breathless, the only 
person waiting for her, and she’d be 
a little breathless, too, and she would 
look straight at him, not over him, 
not to this side and that. She wouldn’t 
say a thing except something silly 
like, “You’ve grown fat—I’m furious,” 
just to cover up the things she wanted 
to say. 

Then they’d come home, and thir- 
teen-year-old Anne would be there, 
not away at school, and she’d try on 
Julie’s clothes, and he’d tell her how 
lonely he had been. 

Eve Churchill came up too close. 
“Evenif Juliecan’t, youcan make that 
dinner next week. I want you, Tom.” 

“Doesn’t Julie look wonderful!” 
said Martha, Julie’s oldest friend. 
“She’s getting famous, isn’t she? But 
I never see her any more. Maybe you 
could come for the weekend. We 
could drive over and see Anne on 
Sunday. It’s near by.” 

“Tll ask Julie; I’d like it a Jot. 
It would be like old times.” 

Tom looked at the chocolate-brown 
walls of the room, the white flowers, 
the painting over the mantel. He 
looked at the blackamoor and won- 
dered what it was doing there. 

He thought of the old apartment, 
four flights up. He couldn’t remember 
the color of the walls, yet everything 
went together, a little faded maybe. 
Old furniture from Julie’s family, a 
divan from an auction sale, a rug 
Martha had lent them, Julie’s little- 
girl books on the shelf he’d built. 

Jarvis Williams came through the 
room. He looked almost too young— 
like a schoolboy, eager, hesitant, 
bashful— (Continued on page 127) 
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like a snowball. People—ads—meet- 
ings. Remember, you have to produce! 





OU have only one pair of 

eyes. You can buy fine new 

store teeth, capable of coping 

with the toughest steak. You 

can get wooden arms and legs 

that move and wiggle and 
function. But you can never get any 
more eyes. 

Of all the endowments of the hu- 
man body, eyesight is probably the 
most important. It is also the gift most 
of us ignore unfil light dims, the 
printed page blurs, or we have aches 
and pains. 

This is criminal. The privilege of 
seeing sunshine and rain, of looking 
at the faces of friends and at a field 
of Queen Anne’s lace, of reading the 
news of the hour and the literature 
of all time, is not to be regarded cas- 
ually. We insure our houses and our 
jewelry. We lay blankets in moth- 
balls, and we weed and water our 
gardens, but we do not take care of 
our eyesight! ; 

The eye is an amazingly delicate 
and intricate mechanism set in an ex- 
posed position. Yet it stands up under 
an incredible amount of wear and 
tear. So most of us know appallingly 
little about our eyes. We go to the 
oculist only when they bother us. 
We meet emergencies by follow- 
ing the superstitious rules we’ve 
always heard. 

Often something gets into your 
eye. If you don’t get it out at once, 
you are frantic. Your whole ner- 
vous system jumps, and the un- 
afflicted eye weeps in sympathy. 







What do you do? You rub it with 
your fingers or your handkerchief. 
Or you pull the upper lid over t 
lower and blow your nose. Or, if your 
Aunt Sarah is at home, you take her 
advice and insert a flaxseed which, 
though possibly infectious itself, may 
draw the fleck of dust onto its smooth 
surface! Or you rush to the corner 
druggist, a man whose training is in 


- pharmacy, not ophthalmology. 


One evening your young son sidles 
in after a bellicose encounter with a 
schoolmate, more than half proud of 
a “shiner.” Do you send him around 
to the oculist? Of course you don’t. 
You go to the refrigerator for first 
aid. The time-honored treatment for 
a black eye is a beefsteak. This is 
more sensible than the old nostrum 
of rubbing the tail of a black cat nine 
times over the eye to cure sties only 
because the beefsteak is easy to 
manipulate and it is harder to secure 
the codperation of the cat. Actually, 
the only virtue in beefsteak is that it 
is a cold application, which reduces 
swelling. 

We’ve discarded the notion that it’s 
harmful to read in bed, it’s true. But 
we like the theory that we ought to 
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row away our glasses and use our 
eyes.” Why? Do we have authorita- 
tive word to go on? Not at all. We’ve 
“heard it.” 

We would never be so vague about 
our teeth, although we use our eyes 
far more, and they are infinitely more 
intricate and delicate. We should be 
more intelligent about our vision, for 
we need it. We need our eyes a great — 
deal more than our grandfathers or 
even our fathers ever did. They used 
their eyes chiefly for distance, by 
daylight. Now most of us do a great 
deal of close work under artificial il- 
lumination, a state of affairs which 
requires that we give our eyes more 
and different attention if we are to 
have a maximum of service and com- 
fort from them. 

For while the human eye is a 
miracle, it is a most imperfect one. 
Rarely is any pair of eyes of “normal” 
proportions in size and shape. Under 
modern conditions their defects be- 
come more noticeable, more trying to 
us. This is not hard to understand. 
If a desk worker has flat feet he does 
not mind much, but if a policeman 
suffers this affliction, then flat feet are 
a major calamity. So a truckdriver is 


Do you know what to do if Sonny has a shiner—if your lids 


are red—if Father gets something in his eye—if Grandma’s 


afraid of cataract? Probably not, for too few people do 


know. And so we recommend this reassuring, helpful article 


not especially bothered if he is some- — 


what farsighted, but a farsighted 
bookkeeper must have his vision cor- 
rected or he loses his job. 

Let us, therefore, examine our 
eyes. Let us see how Nature has 
constructed them, what troubles we 
may suffer with them, and how we 
may wisely care for them. 

The eye is a camera. It has to take 
a picture. If you have ever examined 
a camera, you will have no difficulty 
in understanding the structure of 
your eyes. The human eye has only 
two features which are not incorpo- 
rated in a camera: the cornea, a 
transparent windowpane covering the 
front of the eye; and the optic nerve. 

In the camera you have a dia- 
phragm, which regulates the aperture 
which you enlarge when the light is 
dim and reduce when the sun is 
strong. In the eye, the counterpart of 
the diaphragm is the iris, and the 
counterpart of the aperture is the 
pupil, which expands or contracts as 
the need arises. In the eye, as in the 
camera, you have a lens whose func- 
tion is to bring the image into focus 
on the receptive apparatus. 

You focus the lens in a camera by 
means of the mechanism which is 


fastened onto it. You focus the lens 
in the eye by a muscle within the eye 
called the ciliary muscle, which forms 
a ring inside the eye and holds it with 
little ligaments. Thus what you think 
is eyestrain is really fatigue of the 
ciliary muscle. : 

The image in a camera is focused 
on a photographic film at the back. 
The image in the eye is focused on 
the retina, the innermost layer of the 
eye. The retina is an organic sub- 
stance which needs nourishment. So 
it receives nutrition from a layer 
called the chorioid, made up of blood 
vessels lying just beneath the retina. 

You click a gadget in a camera to 
register the photograph. In the eye 
the image sets up a stimulation in the 
retina which is carried by the optic 
nerve to the brain, where it is regis- 
tered as a picture. 

The eye is like the camera in yet 
another respect. The man-made in- 
strument has a hard box to protect 
the mechanism. The eye, too, has a 
protective covering—a tough coat 
called the sclera. The camera has 
space in it between the lens and the 
film. In the human eye there isajelly- 
like substance between the lens and 
the retina called the vitreous humor. 


Between the cornea and the lens is a 
fluid called the aqueous humor. 

Now, there is only one lens in an 
ordinary camera, but we have two 
eyes. They must function together. 
Each one sends its image to the brain, 
and those images are superimposed. 
Thus we have depth perception 
achieved only by the stereoscopic 
camera. The images in the eyes must 
fall on exactly corresponding portions 
of each retina. Therefore the eyes are 
provided with systems of muscles 
which normally move them simul- 
taneously and to equal degrees in all 
directions. Each eye has six of these 
“extra-ocular muscles.” 

Now you can readily understand 
why it’s important to take care of 
your eyes. You see how intricate and 
exact they are. You notice, too, that 
they are exposed as no other organ 
is. They need protection. Nature has 
also taken care of that to some extent. 
The eye is placed in a bony orbit in 
such a position that bone protects it 
from blunt blows. It is also set into 
a bed of fat, so that jars won’t bump 
it against thé bone. Lashes and eye- 
lids protect it by dropping immedi- 
ately when something approaches it 
or touches (Continued on page 62) 








T DIDN’T take long for the 

news to spread through the 

village of Polkingthorpe Brig. 

After ten’ years in America, 

Walter Ashcroft was home for 

a visit! The lad had made his 
fortune, there was no doubt about it. 
But the way he was flinging his 
money about like a bloody millionaire 
was the chief subject of conversation. 
The womenfolk discussed it over the 
back fences, and the men argued it 
over their evening pint of ale at the 
Spread Eagle. 

Sitting in his room at the Inn, Wal- 
ter Ashcroft realized that the folk 
in the village didn’t think much of 
him. But being a true Yorkshireman, 
he also realized that there was no way 
for him to explain to them that he 
had come back because he was home- 
sick for the sound of their voices, 
because he wanted to taste a real 
Yorkshire pudding with the Sunday 
roast, because of the intangible ties 
which drive a man to go and see how 
it is with the people among whom he 
was born. 

However, he was puzzled by his 
own people. He could see that the 
village disapproved of his foreign 
habits. Yet he could not say to them 
that these habits were no longer for- 
eign to him—the way he talked, the 
way he dressed, the way he spent his 
money. He knew that owning his 
own home and a small automobile 
agency back in New Mexico was only 
a moderate success, judged by Amer- 
ican standards, but he could not make 
this clear to the practical people of 
the village. 

In their eyes Walter was a spend- 
thrift. They were decided on that 
after the very first night he had ap- 
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‘peared at the Spread Eagle. For he 


paid for a round of drinks out of turn 
—and did it not only once, but twice! 
The shock of this was as nothing com- 
pared to his stubbornness about darts. 
In the evenings that followed he 
would go right on playing a game of 
darts for a round of drinks, even 
though it should have been clear to 
any man in his right senses that all 
the other lads could have shut both 
eyes and more than run him even. 

“We never play at darts in the 
States,” Walter would say, “so it’s no 
wonder I’m badly out of practice.” 

When Sam Small, who had been in 
America—and not only that but all 
around the world, as everyone knows 
full well—said that it was true they 
didn’t play darts in America as far 
as he could ever find out, the men 
decided that Walter was a proper 
fool to play against them night after 
night. 

“He may have been born in York- 
shire, but ye’d never know it,” said 
Gaffer Sitherthwick. “And he may 
have made a fortune in America, but 
he won’t have it long the road he’s 
going. Nay, a fool’s soon parted from 
his brass—and a man soon parted 
from his brass is a fool.” 

“I notice tha’s quite willing to get 


in on a dart game when he’s playing, 
though,” Sam Small commented 
sagely. 

The Gaffer finished lighting his 
pipe, and then cleared his throat. 
“Waste is sinful,” he said. “And it’s 
just as sinful to waste a good oppor- 
tunity as owt else.” 

And that was the opinion of the 
entire village. It was sad to think 
that a lad from good stock like the 
Ashcrofts should have been turned 
by a foreign land into a fool, and him 
alone in the world, as you might say, 
without a relative to give him any 
good advice. Of the whole village 
perhaps the only lad who didn’t be- 
lieve the verdict was Sam Small. 

It was Sam who first brought the 
news to the pub. His face red, from 
anger and the exertion of fast walk- 
ing, he strode in and walked smack 
up to Walter. 

“Young Walter Ashcroft,” Sam 
said, in a clear voice. “I’m a chap 0’ 
few words. I knew thy father, and he 
were a good lad. So I’ve felt I should 
keep a forbearing eye on thee. But 
now tha’s capped the climax.” 


Up came Barbara for her cockles, while 
the crowd gathered round, wondering 
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“Why, Mr. Small_—what have I 
done?” asked the young man, cool as 
you please. 

“What’s tha done?” Sam echoed. 
“High, lad, lad! ’Tis said tha’s lent the 
loan of a shilling to Gommy Doakes, 


‘ the Cockle Man!” 


At this, everybody looked at Wal- 
ter in horror, waiting for him to deny 
it. But Walter didn’t. 

“Oh,” he said with a careless air, 
looking down into his pint. “I lent 
the poor old devil a bob. What’s 
wrong with that?” 

“Wrong?” choked old Gaffer Sith- 
erthwick, getting in the discussion. 
“Wrong? Why, doesn’ta know that 
the old miser has never ever paid 
nobody back owt that he borrowed i’ 
all his life? That’s why noan on us 
has ever lent him owt.” 

“If you never lent him anything, 
how could he pay you back?” Walter 
asked. 

They all thought about this for a 
while. 

“Come, come, now, ma lad,” Gaffer 
Sitherthwick said, finally, “that’s 
merely Yankee flim-flam. Gommy’s 
that mishonest, tha can tell by look- 


ing at him that he’d never pay back.” 

“Oh, perhaps my trust in him will 
make him a reformed character, and 
he’ll live up to his obligations.” 

“Obligations be jiggered,” the Gaf- 
fer said scornfully. “Kiss thy bob 
good-bye, because it’s sixpence to a 
brass farthing tha’ll never see it no 
more.” 

“You wouldn’t like to make that 
bet an even half-sovereign, would 
you?” the lad asked evenly. 

At this there was many a gasp and 
whisper, with most men siding with 
Sam Small and counseling the Gaffer 
that it wouldn’t be right to take ad- 
vantage of the lad’s innocence. 

“Have done,” the Gaffer shouted 
finally. “Now, the kindest thing a man 
can do in this hard life is to help 
young folk learn their lessons. So ’m 
not doing this to win his ten shillings, 
but more to teach him this is a cruel 
world he must live in. So I’ll take that 
bet, my lad.” 

“Done,” said Walter. 

“And if tha wants to throw good 
brass after bad, I’d like a half-crown 
on the same thing,” Capper Wam- 
bley put in. 

“And I'll take a shilling,” Rowlie 
Helliker added. 

Seeming (Continued on page 179) 





TIPS 10 ane TEENS 
Henna Aypege 


OU aren’t planning to sit 

around all summer doing 

nothing, are you? You are? 

Of course it’s divine at first 

to have nothing scheduled. 

Called to get up in the morn- 
ing, you just roll over and say, “Who, 
me?” Later, you do a slow-motion 
reel around the house, being careful 
to avoid anyone working or anyone 
(guess who?) who might ask, “Is 
your room tidy, dear?” or, “Has the 
dog been out this morning?” Finally, 
however, idleness gets you down 
worse than school did, and you sit 
around brooding on why it is you 
have to be stuck in a town where 
nothing ever happens. 

So why not find a summer-long in- 
terest? If you have work of your own 
to do, you’re somewhat independent 
of. the family. Your self-made job 
may bring in money. It is almost sure 
to put you in contact with new people. 
It may give you a preview of a career 
you are considering taking up later 
on. It will give you a little training 
so that when you apply for a full- 
sized job and the personnel manager 
says, “Have you had any experi- 
ence?” you can say blithely, “Plenty.” 
(What you’ve done really doesn’t 
seem to matter so much as having 
had the discipline of a job.) It may 
lead you out into the Open Spaces or 
to a World’s Fair. It may help you 
show up in school, come fall, as the 
town’s best-dressed girl. It might 
teach you tricks about cooking and 
managing and being “good with chil- 
dren” which will come in handy when 
you marry that man. It will almost 
certainly count in your favor when 
you try to get help for a college edu- 
cation; scholarship committees are 
always frightfully impressed if you 
have worked, because it shows initia- 
tive. Best of all, you will have a new 
kind of fun. 


‘ITH all this in mind we did your 

footwork for you. We went toa 
conference on jobs at a girls’ college. 
We interviewed two production man- 
agers in big radio stations. We at- 
tended tryouts held by one of our 
favorite orchestras. We talked to per- 
sonnel people, and to girls who had 
worked in summer camps. We viewed 
a year-round wardrobe to cost an 
average of $2.15 a week, designed by 
the girls of the Horace Mann school 
in New York City as their special 
project. We interviewed the au- 
thorities in the National Offices of 
the Girl Scouts and the Camp Fire 
Girls. (The latter led us, unexpect- 
edly, back to the Good Housekeeping 
Institute, where two of their girls 
were baking a cake to be eaten by 
Raymond Massey!) We looked in at 
fashion studios, seeking last-minute 
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tips about what you could make. 

Let’s begin with money-making 
schemes, because most of us agree 
with the man who said, “Money isn’t 
everything, but I like it best.” If you 
are one of the deft-finger girls, why 


not specialize in one thing which you . 


will make at a fixed price? The fash- 
ion studios suggest hand-crocheted 
snoods for the hair, with long straight 
fish-net scarves attached which wind 
about the head. Or buy some strik- 
ing gingham or calico and spe- 


cialize in scarf and purse sets. For the - 


purse, buy the inside pouch with a 
zipper, and cover it with a simple 





envelope of the material. Instead of 
the scarf, you might feature the ever 
popular babushka caps. 

Or darling little blouses, so femi- 
nine this year, are something you 
could learn to make with a good pat- 
tern. Let your customers buy their 
own material. Pick your clients 
not from your friends, whose allow- 
ances barely keep them in movie 
money, but from the young-married, 
baby-carriage crowd who are just 
coming up for air, are dying to look 
smart again, have no time to sew for 
themselves, and have the house 
money in their pocketbooks. 

Learn to make tricky sandwiches, 
and solicit business through your 
mother’s clubs. One college crowd 
runs a sandwich shop at quite a profit 


on an open porch. Why isn’t this a 
practicable idea? For your older pub- 
lic, start a decorator’s service which 
will repair furniture, hem curtains, 
repaint the porch furniture, and the 
like. (Note: Learn to thin your paint 
and to brush it in most thoroughly. 
You aren’t going to get’ dny reorders ° 
if it comes off on Mrs. Whosis’ dress.) 
Find out. what business houses in 
your locality like to have visitors and 
pay to have them brought in. We 
wouldn’t have believed it, but a good 
many of them actually do. Some of 
them will arrange to serve lunch if 
you bring a dozen or more friends, © 


will charge twenty-five cents apiece, 
and will give you the money. 

Do you dance well? Why not give 
lessons to boys quietly for a very 
modest fee (to girls, too, if there is 
a public for it)? Most boys balk at 
learning to dance when they’re little, 
and then, suddenly meeting girls they 
want to impress, sneak off and take 
dancing lessons. Slip the word around 
that you will give very. private in- 
dividual coaching. 


F you have a bit of a garden of your 
own—you know, that place they 
used to encourage you to grow rad- 
ishes in—try raising herbs. Cash in on 
a mint bed. Stuff cloth mice with cat- 
nip for the pet or specialty shop. 
When somebody says, “What do you 


do?” you say, “I make catnip balls,” 
which should lead to something! 

Do you want to go somewhere? 
Look into the camps run by the Y. W. 
C. A., the Girl Scouts, the Camp Fire 
Girls, and other organizations. At 
these camps the “old girls” can often 
get jobs helping out as apprentice 
counselors. At most camps run for 
profit you not only have to have 
camp experience but you must be 
able to teach swimming, tennis, or 
riding. If you want to be a counselor, 
why not get your experience and 
your sports training now? 

Another way to “get out of here” 


is to take over the family and plan 
their vacation trip in the car, as some 
of the Camp Fire Girls did last sum- 
mer. Maybe you should give them a 
vote as to where they are to go, but 
you make the arrangements. Suppose 
they elect to go to the Fair. (We won’t 
say which Fair; but after all, we do 
live in New York.) Check on the 
mileage, figure on the gas, the meals, 
the overnight stops at tourist camps 
or hotels. Check up on places to stay 
in the city and admission and carfare. 
Or present a budget for a little family 
trip by car to some spot you’d like 
to visit. You take care of all the sup- 
plies and money. 

Another idea: If you like younger 
kids, why not volunteer to help the 
paid director in a playground? If you 


can’t draw a salary this year, you 
may next. Or go to the library and 
take the course in telling stories 
which many large libraries offer. 
This might lead somewhere; to radio, 
for instance. It’s a popular feature on 
the air. 


W OULD you adore being in radio? 
If so, here area few tips from pro- 
duction men. Don’t go in and apply 
alone. Don’t waste money on people 
who guarantee to train you and to 
get you on the air. Don’t think you 
can get a job in radio just because the 
family admires your voice, unless it 
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is so well trained that you could just 
as easily get a job off the air. We 
sat through a lot of auditions and 
heard youngsters trying out who 
couldn’t even keep on the key. 

But if you have something to offer, 
don’t be discouraged by what they 
say. Here’s the way you can get into 
radio: Round up your crowd and 
count the talent. Is there a neat 
whistler among the boys? Can one 
of the girls cry like a real baby? Is 
somebody good at sound effects? 
Have you worked up a really effec- 
tive sister act in song? Have you 
acting ability there? All right, write 
a script. Allow several weeks for this, 


because collaborators always quarrel. 
Count one typewritten sheet of dia- 
logue to the minute. Cast your char- 
acters and rehearse them. Then, go 
to a small station (not one of the big 
ones), and bowl them over with the 
news that you have an entertainment 
feature. They tell us you can almost 
always get an audition; and if your 
number has any merit, they will give 
you a trial on the air, although they 
won't pay you. Two Girl Scout 
groups, one in the Canal Zone and 
one in Milwaukee, have done this; 
and of course it’s a help to have the 
backing of such an organization. 
After you have been around in the 
studio a bit, you can usually scrape 


‘up acquaintance with the person who 


has the job that interests you and get 
further advice. You learn by watch- 
ing. One of the big network script 
authors began writing when he was 
an elevator boy for the company. 

If you are a Camp Fire Girl, you 
know about their plan to work up 
your fall wardrobe during the sum- 
mer. You send your picture and a 
description of yourself, with sketches 
or cutouts of the costumes you would 
choose and samples of your mate- 
rial. You might copy the Horace 
Mann wardrobe. Complete from rub- 
bers to bobbie pins, a year’s outfit 
costs $111.68. Or you could copy in- 
dividual pieces. A double-breasted 
navy blue coat, for instance, is ‘a 
knockout. 

If you combine a liking for sewing 
with an urge to help, why not make 
a layette for the Red Cross or hos- 
pital? Get the district nurse to tell 
you about some of her families, and 
you'll probably put your friends to 
making layettes, too. 


PERHAPS nursing is one of the pos- 
sible careers you have in mind. An 
ultra-expensive college for girls gives 
them two months in the winter to go 
down to the city and work closely 


with the profession in which they’re 


interested. You can do it in the sum- 
mer free. Why don’t you volunteer 
in a hospital? They’ll set you to writ- 
ing letters for patients, taking mes- 
sages to families; and you will see 
what nursing looks like close at hand. 
Or get acquainted with the county or 
district nurse and get her to give you 
a picture of her job. 

If you are only sixteen or seven- 
teen, you are probably engaged in 
trying to get out of the kitchen, not 
into it. Nevertheless some of the 
tricks learned in the kitchen bring 
in spending money. Did you know 
that the public utilities are usually 
glad to get up classes to teach you the 
special things you want to learn? 
Last summer we met an English girl 
in a teashop whose job it was to make 
the butter balls. She told us that she 
was picking up some cash toward 
the price of a dress in which she was 
to be presented at Court. That’s the 
spirit we mean! 

A lady needs a change from school- 
books and from just sitting around 
home. We hope that these suggestions 
may help you to get it. 
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CONCLUSION 

IT had not gone with Bert to 
see his parents. She knew 
that she would never go to 
i Misty Falls again, not hav- 
\ ing decided consciously that 

she would not, but merely 
becoming aware of it as a fact, that 
she could not go, because nothing in 
her belonged in Bert’s home or to 
his parents. 

So he had gone off, and newspaper- 
men went with him, and everybody 
read again of Bert Holm’s return to 
the home of his childhood, and of how 
the whole village was at the train to 
meet him and how the railway sta- 
tion was decorated with lights and 
how the band played and how his 
parents were there in new clothes, 
their honest faces lit with joy, and 
their toilworn hands outstretched to 
grasp Bert’s. 

Mr. Tallant put down his paper at 
the same instant that Kit put down 
hers, and their eyes met. He smiled 
slightly. 

“They seem pretty fond of him, 
don’t they?” he murmured. 

“It’s a sickening word, but that’s 
what they are,” she answered. “More 
coffee, Dad?” 

“Thanks,” he said. 

He appreciated Kit’s still coming 
down like this to breakfast with him 
whenever she was at home. They did 
not speak for a moment, needing 
silence after the raucous fulsomeness 
of the newspapers. 

It was then she saw John Baker’s 
letter. She had glanced at the letters 
by her plate, and beneath there was 
a square white envelope. Mr. Tallant 
was folding his napkin. 

“Wait a minute, Dad,” she said. 
“T’ve been waiting for something, and 
here it is.” She tore open the letter 
and read it aloud. 
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“Dear Mrs. Hoi: 
“It seems in accord with my prom- 
ise to you that I see you before I 


ihmeriean 
hesent 


Not for long can a woman be divided against 


herself. Not long—and so Kit makes a choice 
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publish certain data on the Holm Ex- 

pedition. If you will appoint a time, 

I shall be glad to call upon you. 
“JOHN Baker” 


“Short and to the point,” Mr. Tal- 
lant murmured. 

“I must see him,” Kit said. 

“Only thing to do,” he replied. 
“Brame know anything about it?” 

“IT haven’t had time to see him,” she 
replied. “Shall I have him come, too?” 

Mr. Tallant shook his head. “Bet- 
ter not,” he said. “Better see the 
fellow alone, and get the situation 
straight for yourself. Do you want 
me?” 

“Would you?” she begged, instantly 
relieved. ; 

“If you think he’ll talk before me— 
of course.” 

“He will, ’m sure. You’d like each 
other.” 

“All right. My office, then. Day 
after tomorrow at two.” He went 
over to her and kissed her hair. 
“Good-bye,” he said. 

“Bye, Dad.” 


Copyright, 1939, by Pearl Buck 


Kit clapped her hand to her mouth 
like a child. ““What the heck do you 
mean?” Bert demanded, reaching out 
to pull her hand away as he spoke 
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OING into her father’s hand- 

some, darkly furnished office at 

two o'clock sharp, Kit found John 

Baker already there. She put out her 
hand. He was exactly the same. 

“T’m glad to see you,” she said. 

“Thank you,” he said. “I wasn’t 
sure.” 

“But why not?” she asked. 

“T thought perhaps Mr. Holm—” 

She shook her head. “He hasn’t 
mentioned you,” she said quickly. 

“That makes it rather hard,” he 
said. “I wish he had. I don’t want to 
present both sides—only my own.” 

“You'll tell me the whole story 
fairly, I know,” she said quietly. 

John Baker laughed a little. “I 
wish, in fact, he’d made me to you as 
black as he did to Frisk. Then I’d have 
something concrete to refute.” 

“I haven’t seen any of Mr. Frisk’s 
writing lately,” she said. 

“Because he hasn’t been writing,” 
John Baker said. “Not since Mr. Holm 
broke his. contract and sent him 
home.” 

“Did Bert do that?” she exclaimed. 


He nodded. “That’s not my story, 
though. And I imagine Frisk will 
never tell it. He was pretty badly shot 
up over it. He’d worshiped Holm, 
rather—like the rest of them. And 
then—well, it just broke, that’s all.” 

“Why?” Kit demanded. 

“I—it’s embarrassing to—to tell 
you,” John Baker said. “It’s—petty 
stuff.” 

“It’s important,” Kit said in a low 
voice. “Please.” 

“Well, I don’t know that Frisk 
would want me to,” he hesitated. “It 
all began in small ways. As a matter 
of fact, it never amounted to much 
more than an accumulation of small 
things.” 

“Such as?” Kit persisted. 

“Well, such as his telling Frisk 
he wanted more—more praise—you 
know—about his being noble and 
brave, and he had gone alone on one 
of the cols and taken measurements, 
because he didn’t want to ask one of 
his men to take the risk ox a rotten 
glacier. That sort of thing.” He 
paused, his face a thick red. : 





When she did not speak or look up, 
he said apologetically: “It’s not im- 
portant, that sort of thing. Even big 
men have their little ways.” 

“Did he do it again and again?” she 
interrupted. 

“It’s what they parted over,” John 
Baker said frankly. “Frisk couldn’t 
stomach it. That, and Holm’s wanting 
every other name soft-pedaled. And 
his not really caring at all about the 
accuracy of the data. But that’s my 
story.” 

Mr. Tallant coughed and wheeled 
in his chair and stared out over the 
harbor. Mountains and seas and all 
huge things—they reduced a man 
to his irreducible minimum—pretty 
small, that was. Poor Kit! 

“Will you tell it?” she asked in her 
level voice. 

John Baker’s face lightened. “Here’s 
my predicament,” he said briskly. “As 
soon as I was convinced of the inac- 
curacy of Holm’s method, I began to 
make data of my own. I’m a botanist, 
Mrs. Holm. I went out there for one 
thing—to (Continued on page 162) 
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T REALLY didn’t get under 
way for seven weeks. Seven 
weeks and three days. It be- 
gan that Wednesday night with 
Greg’s voice quite gay over the 
phone when he said: “Staying 
in town tonight, Alice. You don’t 
mind?” And then a little gruff when 
she paused without answering, and 
he said, “You don’t mind?” again, 
asking her and telling her at the same 
time. So that she said: “No, of course 
not. Of course not, Greg.” And then 
sank down on one of the small hard 
green-and-white chairs, after he had 
rung off, looking at the phone for a 
long time and then around at the 
breakfast room—the table set for two, 
ivy tumbling from white vases on the 
glass window shelves, Timmy and 
Ricky piling together in brown and 
black cocker confusion at her feet 
—and thinking things, things like, 
“Well, there’s always a first time,” 
and: “Now he’s sure of me. Now he’s 
got me, and can be sure of me!” 

She started to call Agatha, but she 
stopped while dialing the number be- 
cause she knew what Agatha would 
say (“You knew he’d do this, Alice. 
That’s why you married him. That’s 
part of his charm. Now take Steve. 
The last time he went out was to look 
at Halley’s comet.’’), and she thought 
of calling her mother, but she knew, 
too, what that would start. So at last 
she put the receiver down and went 
into the kitchen, turning the gas off 
under the dinner and standing finally 
at the long diamond-paned windows 


at the sink, looking out at their neat 
green garden, hers and Greg’s. “Me,” 
she said then, to the evening shadows 
and the puppies frolicking against 
her ankles. “Alice Harrison—and her 
wandering boy!” 

The error had been made when she 
let herself go so completely haywire 
about him right at the start. But the 
Fates are a sly sister act, and how 
was she to help it that gold-windy 
afternoon at the house party Steve 
and Agatha gave at their beach place? 

On the ferry which took her and 
Agatha to the island, Agatha said, 
“T’ve got Greg Harrison. down for the 
. weekend, Alice. He was in school 
with Steve, which should make him 
uninteresting. But he’s one of the 
major gods.” 

“What am I supposed to do?” 

Agatha said: “Be wholly feminine. 
Only be careful. He’s dynamite.” 

Ten minutes later they were stand- 
ing in the long living room that faced 
the bay front when he slammed in— 
damp from batball, close-clipped hair 
bleached from sun and wind and 
salt water, eyes laughing, and his 
whole spare lank frame dark against 
his white trunks—slammed in, and 
stopped so quickly when he saw Alice 
that Steve, following, crashed into 
him. 

“Oh,” he said in a breath, “you— 
you must be the girl.” 

He had been laughing, but the 
laughter died when he spoke, and the 
words were very serious. And after- 
ward (ten minutes afterward in her 


room, and two hours afterward on the 
float when he proposed to her, and 
that night in bed when she thought 
it over, and three weeks afterward 
when she accepted him, and four 
months afterward in those shadowy 
cold church rooms—waiting )—after- 
ward, Alice had only to close her eyes 
to bring back the look that swept his 
face then, that day in the beach-cot- 
tage room, with everything sunny and 
noisy and gay. 
“Yes,” Agatha said, “the girl.” 
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He walked over to Alice and stood 
before her, feet apart, shoulders back, 
hands on his hips. 

“You should have told me.” 

“Told you what?” she asked. 

“That you were alive.” 

She said, “What is this, the oblique 
approach?” 

“She speaks English! Can you do 
hard work?” 

“When I was three they sent me to 
the mines.” 

“They?” (Continued on page 97) 
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§ HAT was the way he had re- 

@ membered it. The sun lying 

warm and comfortable on his 

neck instead of bludgeoning 

ent him as it had done at Tel Aviv. 

A big bird wheeled slowly. 

The tracks were lined with empty re- 

frigerator cars headed south, looking 

for strawberries, and men from the 

ice plant to ram chunks of ice into the 

tin slots high up at each end. The en- 

gineer leaned out of his cab to holler 

down, “Hi theah, Jeems,” to the sta- 
tion master. E 

Up at the far end colored men in 
washed blue jeans lowered from the 
baggage car a pine box with a brass 
plate fixed in it. 

“Somebody else coming home,” Jeff 
thought. “Only he waited too long.” 
He thought, “Maybe I waited too long, 
too,” and it gave him a chilled feeling. 

The engine whoofed twice. The 
train trembled and yanked ‘at its 
couplings. A flivver bounded across 
the tracks in front of the cow catcher, 
its wheels fighting for a grip on the 
crushed oyster shells of the road. A 
hand pushed the horn ‘button down 
and held it there. Legs boiled up over 
the side of the flivver, and girls in 
blue slacks and shorts and crumpled 
linen skirts took hold of him. 

Liz Mason grabbed him around the 
neck, screaming. “Jeff Kincaid! Get 


in the car this minute. Where. are. 


your bags? Are you glad you're 
home? Say something!” 

Clara Bell Dulaney linked an arm 
through his and pulled. “We’re taking 
you on a picnic to Blisses’ Beach be- 
fore you go home. We’re going right 
down. there to the boat now. We 
planned it for you.” 

He stood for an instant, looking at 
the flivver, letting the vocal flood roll 
over him. Stew Rodgers sat behind 
the wheel waving to him languidly. 
That was all. No one else. She hadn’t 
come. He had written to her—‘So I 
asked for a short leave of absence, 
and I will be on the next boat that 
leaves Jaffa.” He had wired from 
New York: 


“Miss ANNE MINoR 

“TYLER 

“VIRGINIA 

“ARRIVE TOMORROW LOVE 
“JEFF” 


Liz looked up into his face, watch- 
ing his eyes go to the flivver and back 
again. “We’re meeting the rest at 
Wachapreague.” 

Jeff said, “Oh.” He said it slowly. 

Liz pounced on it. “I run up a pair 
of slacks that are practically the nuts 
and stir up a welcoming party for 
you, and what do I get? I get ‘Oh.’” 
She kicked at the crushed shells vi- 
ciously. “That Minor Girl. I could 
scratch her.” 

He picked up his bags and carried 


Jeff stood there holding Anne’s hands, 
forgetting to talk. This was what he had 
come home for. But Duke was beside her 


them over to the car. Stew got out 
and shook his hand. He said, “Well, 
Jeff,” then fell behind the wheel ex- 
hausted. 

The top was down, and the wind 
combed their hair, making furrows in 
it. The tangy smell of pine sap oozing 
and the sea just out of sight got in- 
side their nostrils. Jeff let himself 
sink neck-deep in remembered con- 
tentment. 

He had kept a picture of it in his 
mind as it had been when he had left 
it. It was a place where you went fish- 
ing for spots and croakers with High, 
the Blackfords’ colored houseman, or 
got up by lamplight to chug out toa 
duck blind with him. High loomed big 
and impressive in the picture. High 
had taught him all he knew about the 
water and the tide rips under which 
fish ran best. High had shown him 
how to lead a wild goose or a duck 
with his gun so that the trajectory of 
shot and bird flight would meet. Once, 
when Jeff was still in short pants, Mr. 
Blackford had met him in the Court 
House Square amd had asked him 
gravely if he could arrange to give 
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It was the home town, all right—same old 
streets, same old houses, same old people. But 


something had happened to the same old girl 


High the day off from hunting and 
fishing so he could get some work 
done around the house. 

In the evenings you sat on a 
screened front porch and talked lazily 
about things that had happened to 
people you had known. You took a 
girl for long rides along roads of white 
dust, or you walked with her through 
the flowery night down to the drug- 
store for a soda. If you wanted to call 
somebody on the phone, you cranked 
a little handle in a box. If you wanted 
a drink, you went out into the back 
yard and dug up the charred keg you 
had buried there. 

He sat between Liz and Bess and 
watched the tall pine boles rush back 
past them. He looked up at the tops 
of the trees. “Same feather dusters on 
top of the pines,” he said. He looked 
at the big birds swooping. “Same old 
buzzards.” He pulled his eyes away 
from the treetops and looked at Liz 
and Clara Bell and Bess. 

Liz reached out to take him by the 
throat. “Don’t say it,” she warned. 
“We are not the same. We’re the most 
glamorous (Continued on page 142) 
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ARRY JONATHAN was in his 
home on the Long Island side of 
the Queensborough Bridge. 

Laura (Mrs. William A.) Stanley 
was in her small, delightful room in 
a hospital not very far away. 

But they had never heard of each 
other. There was no reason why they 
should have, or why they should 
meet. But they did. 
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ab artment occupied by Harry 
Jonat and his wife June gave 
Harry a great sense of satisfaction. 
After all, there was something pretty 
wonderful about being successful 
enough in the amazing and difficult 
world of New York to be able to have 
a charming apartment in a suburb 
like Forest Hills. 

“Darling,” he said, “I’ve asked the 
Hollands to dinner next Saturday 
night. Is that all right with you?” 

June smiled at him. She had a funny 
little smile, that slipped sideways 
across her face and made light and 
shade. “Of course. But do you think 
they'll be amused, coming out to the 
suburbs? Shouldn’t we take them to 
a night club and the theatre?” 

“Nothing of the kind,” Harry said. 





“I want them to see our home. I want 
them to see Butch. It always seems 
to me that people understand each 
other better when they know each 
other’s children. The Hollands have 
grown-up kids—they have a boy at 
Princeton. What’ll you have for din- 
ner?” 

He went around the table and put 
his arms about her. To love anyone 
as he loved June was a glorious ad- 
venture. He knew that. There were 
other men in his office who played 
around and thought it was smart and 
sophisticated. Harry thought they 
were nitwits. The greatest thing that 
could possibly happen to you was to 
be in love with your own wife. 

June said: “I think I'll have spare- 
ribs and sweet and sour cabbage. 


ILLUSTRATED BY GEORGE HOWE 


They’ve eaten all sorts of expensive 
things, but no one can make spareribs 
and sweet and sour cabbage like I 
can. I think it'll be a great success. 
And Mr. Holland is very important 
to you, isn’t he, darling?” 

She was very serious. And suddenly 
Harry Jonathan felt feebly humble. 
A wife like June, so sweet and seri- 
ous, thinking of his good, of his fu- 
ture, of their success. He wanted to 
think of some way to express that 
humbleness. But he couldn’t. So he 
said briskly: “I’ve got to go, Funny 
Face. It’s late. I’ll be late to the office 
if I don’t watch out. I’ll call you some- 
time during the day. Be a good girl.” 


‘Ee car was in the garage under 
the apartment building. Harry got 
behind the wheel. The instant.he did 
he felt as though he were one of the 
lords of the universe. Harry Jonathan, 
husband of June, father of Butch, 
who was having Mr. and Mrs. Holland 
to dinner next Saturday night, who 
had made good in New York. It was 
a very bright and shining car. It cer- 
tainly looked much more expensive 
than it was. A tremendous glow of 
well-being pervaded him. After all, 
it isn’t every young man who arrived 
in New York a nobody, who can drive 
a car like this. : 

He began to whistle. Very gay and 
bright the tune was. He was on his 
way to the great bridge that would 
take him to his office in Manhattan, 
rolling along merrily. Out of my way, 
everybody. I’m Harry Jonathan, a 
very important young man. Big deal 
to close today. Turn on the radio. 
Wonderful thing, to be rolling along 
in your bright and shining car and 
listening to news over the air. To 
music in tune with your mood. Made 
you feel what a marvelous world you 
lived in. 

A plane circled overhead, coming 
down for a landing. Remarkable cen- 
tury, with planes and radio and 
everything. But man—man like him- 
self—was the king of it all. 

He pressed down the accelerator. 
Speed! And get out of my way, all 
you little people. 


HE nurse at the hospital said, “I 

expect you're pretty excited about 
going home, aren’t you, Mrs. Stan- 
ley?” 

She was packing the baby’s suit- 
case. The two women looked at it and 
smiled. 

But Laura Stanley’s smile was se- 
eret and shy. She liked her nurse very 
much. They had come to know each 
other well during the past two long 
weeks; but even to the nurse, so self- 
possessed and kindly, she couldn’t 
explain what was in her heart. 

Her son. She wanted a girl when 
she came to the hospital that strange 
and clouded day two weeks ago. At 
least she’d said she hoped it would be 
a girl. Not for any particular reason, 
except that if you had a big family, 
it was nicer (Continued on page 87) 





What you read here takes the form of fiction. But the author, 
as a reporter, once put these same facts into a news story. 
She has never forgotten a single detail of them—nor, we 
believe, will you when you have finished read- 
ing “Right of Way.”’ Because of this conviction, 


Goop HOUSEKEEPING presents this story as 





part of its campaign for greater traffic safety 


a) 
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AWKWAKD AGE 


e decided, since the awkward age 

is a problem to thousands of our 

readers who have written asking 
us how to dress their children, that 
we would select and show the proper 
clothes to turn this difficult period 
into an age of grace. But it isn’t so 
simple as all that. Oh, no! 

To begin with, what is the awkward 
age? When we looked among dozens 
of girls for the typical girl, we found 
she wasn’t one girl but four, not one 
age but four ages. She wasn’t just 
awkward. She was the too thin girl 
like Gloria, age twelve; the too 
plump girl like Dottie, age thirteen. 
Then came Lucretia, only eleven, 
with a lovely figure in the making, 
but with a fore and aft too pro- 
nounced for children’s clothes or good 
looks. And last Mildred, age fourteen, 
with a naturally good physique but 
at the gangly age, neither thin nor fat, 
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but with no idea what to do with her 
arms and hands, and hating her long 
braids, which were making her con- 
spicuously different from her little 
friends. 

We were puzzled. This awkward 
age, after all, just wasn’t represented 
by any one girl. We accepted the fact 
and have chosen these four as most 
likely to be typical. They are all per- 
fect dears and have been as excited 
as we have ourselves in finding out, 
first, the points to overcome, and then 
the haircut, the girdle, the posture 
(this is a problem), and the clothes 
which will correct these passing 
faults. 

And how did we go about it? First, 
Charles Bock, under the supervision 
of our Beauty Clinic, studied becom- 
ing hair arrangements. At his sug- 
gestion we shortened Dottie’s hair to 
give her a longer neck line. We cut 
Mildred’s braids to give her self-con- 
fidence and let her look her age. 





Gloria’s and Lucretia’s hair needed 
little change. Next the right girdle 
was fitted to keep tummies in and 
help posture generally. And such 
pride you never saw as when our four 
delighted little girls viewed them- 
selves with new eyes! They tried on 
dresses and tried on dresses, and we 
soon found that Gloria and Mildred 
can wear nearly the same types of 
clothes. They are the tailored type: 
one small-boned and thin, one tall 
and gangly. They need a lift to the 
shoulders and something important 
at the waistline, like the broad belt, 
the ribbon bow in the front, and a 
skirt with a zip and swing. 

Dottie and Lucretia need different 
things. Dottie needs a neckline to give 
her length, a waistline to minimize 
her untapered figure, and a flared 
or a neat, full pleated skirt. Dottie, 
as well as Lucretia, needs fullness 
over the bust and a softly shaped bod- 
ice rather than a flat one. Both can 


HSN) 


wear the princess dresses because 
they gave them shape; and this was 
true of the bolero, too. In fact, all four 
girls could wear the bolero: it fills out 
the thin figure, and flattens the fat. 
And furthermore boleros are one of 
the leading fashions of the season. 
Fashion is as important in the awk- 
ward age as at any time. In taking up 
their problems we are showing new 
fashions adapted to individual types. 
This is the same old story that we 
have emphasized again and again this 
year—interpreting the fashions. 
Some girls reach the awkward age 
at eleven or twelve; others at thirteen 
or fourteen. Presto, their clothes are 
a problem. They don’t want to look 
like babies, and they’re right; you 
don’t want them to look like post 
debs, and you’re right! Fortunately, 
properly sized and styled clothes are 
available for them, clothes neither 
too young nor too old, and specially 
designed to take care of the specific 
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problems of growing girls. These 
clothes come in sizes 10 to 16 and are 
known as “teen sizes”; they have 
more shape and more dash than size 
7 to 14 little-girl clothes, but are not 
so sophisticated as junior fashions. 

With the help of these teen-age 
clothes, and with a little intelligent 
analysis of your daughter’s individual 
problems, you mothers can guide 
your girls painlessly through the 
awkward years, keeping them pretty, 
young, and cheerful! We stress the 
word cheerful because we know that 
a girl’s disposition suffers when she 
feels clumsy, betwixt-and-between! 

To prove our point, that grace is 
within the reach of every little girl, 
we give you—first, as we found them; 
then, as we remade them—Mildred 
Groth of Hastings-on-the-Hudson, 
New York, Dorothy Hansson, of West- 
port, Conn., Lucretia Peace of Yon- 
kers, New York, and Gloria Otto of 
Brooklyn, New York. 


Gone are Mildred’s babyish braids, baby- 
ish dress. She wears a checked Everfast 
cotton piqué with broad shoulders, a 
gored skirt. (It has a contrasting bolero.) 
Green and wine check on white, with 
green bolero; red and navy check on 
white with red bolero; 10 to 16; about $3.95 


Dottie’s McKay spun rayon print with 
pleats, soft bodice, make her slender. Blue 
with wine; pink with blue; tucked organ- 
die collar and cuffs; 10 to 16; about $3.95 


Lucretia wears a piqué dress with long 
princess lines, pretty scallops, to make 
her look taller, straighter. White, peach, 
maize, or aqua; 10 to 16; about $2.95 


Gloria, the string bean, looks pleasantly 
rounded in a spun rayon print with a 
gored, tucked skirt, grosgrain bow smack 
over the tummy. Rose, pink, copen, blue, 
monotone prints; 10 to 16; about $3.95 
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Above, she does her dally chores in a white cotton 
piqué three-piece play suit, with a red and white 
striped shirt, gay red buttons down the front. 
(The shirt comes in blue and white, too.) The 
jumper slips off, leaving Mildred in well-cut, 
slimming shorts for play; 10 to 16; about $3.95 


She relaxes, right, in nimbly-tailored slacks and 


a shirt with handsome wide shoulders. Both are ys 


made of all worsted Arlingcrest gabardine gat 
may be mixed or matched in chartreuse, Cycla- 
men, japonica, copen, navy, wisteria; 10 to 16. 
Shirt, $3.95; slacks with Talon slide fastener, $4.95 
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MILDRED 1S AWKWARD 


1. 


Angular face, thin neck, large ears. Mildred’s 
appearance was softened with a bob, permanent, 
soft curls over the ears, waves at the temples 


Narrow, sloping shoulders were overcome by 
carefully tailored, square-shouldered dresses, 
by trim boleros, separate jackets with padding 


Shapeless waist. It is given shape by a girdle 
with firm waist control (specially desicned for 
little girls), by dresses tapered at the middle 


Awkwardness. Good grooming and the right 
clothes give a girl self-confidence. Mildred was 


gawky because her braids, dress, were too young 


Stubby feet, heavy legs. Socks rolled low, not 
ending at the calf as above, and properly fitted 
shoes, longer, lighter, make feet and legs slim 


i lildred is the tailored type, so her evening gown is 
slim, dashing, crisp. It’s made of white cotton nov- 
elty piqué, has a little jacket to make her shoul- 
ders wide, blue dotted swiss bows with red rickrack 
for piquancy, long slim lines; 10 to 16; about $11 







ACCESSORIES AS WELL AS CLOTHES FROM LORD & TAYLOR 
























GLORIA 1$ 100 THIN 


1. Peaked face, thin neck. Gloria’s face is lost be- 
hind her untidy hair. When it was cut, thinned 
out, her features acquired new prominence 


2. Hunched shoulders. Angularity is lost, shoul- 
ders come forward when a girl feels pretty, well 
dressed. (Note her posture in other photos) 


3. Thinnish chest and tiny waist are made rounder 
by dresses with square shoulders, boleros, 
frills, by wide belts, by fullness in the bodice 


4. No hips, so clothes just hang. A girdle with 
special construction gives the thin girl more 
shape. Bright colors, stiff fabrics help, too 


5. Long gangling legs. Blunt shoes, properly fitted, 
with square or wide toes, make thin legs rounder. 
So do bright socks, skirts dropped below knee 


Below she lazes in blue dinghy-cloth overalls with 
pockets, wide pants to make her less tiny, and a 
bright red and white checked gingham shirt. (Shirt 
comes in blue and white, too.) There’s a match- 
ing skirt that buttons on; 10 io 16; Mbout $3.95 






Above, Gloria plays With her 
spaniel in a cowgirl @ress of 
sailcloth linene with a soft 
bodice, flaring skirt, wide, wide 
belt studded in stones to give 
her a heavier figure. Rust or 
green; 10 to 16; about $3.95 





















Gloria sips a chocolate soda at 
Schrafft’s, hoping to gain some 
weight. Meanwhile her checked 
tweed jacket with square shoul- 
4 ders, her pleated flannel skirt, 
“. make her look less spindly. 
AThis same suit, adaptably 
‘pough, makes tubby little girls 
lo&k lean! Skirt blue, aqua, 
rose, navy, tan, copen; sizes 10 
to 16; about $6.95. Jacket blue 
and aqua check; 12 to 16; about 
$7.95. Piqué or dimity blouse, 
white, pink, blue; 10 to 16; $2.95 
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1. A short neck. To give Dottie a longer neck, her hair 
) ( was cut short. It’s left straight to slim her face. 
Bangs cover her brow, which is too high, too pointed 


2. A thick torso is covered by a girdle with a few 
light bones; by dresses cut on long, lean princess 
lines; by straight, boxy coats that conceal all faults 


3. Bad posture. This straightens out with amazing 
speed when a girl has pride in her appearance and 
a little practice in standing up perfectly straight 


4. Wide hips and a fanny. A girdle helps, and so do 
dresses with wide skirts that won’t cup, with flat 
pleats, and long straight seams from neck to hemline 


5. Chubby legs. Flaring skirts, cut a little short; quiet, 
short socks; graceful, long, well-fitted shoes, make 
legs look slimmer, longer, and well proportioned 





Photographs by Grav-O' Reillv 




















On the ballroom steps of the Waldorf, Dottie rests be- 
tween dances in the perfect party frock for a round 
little girl. Its square neck, long line of bows, long seams, 
flaring skirt, give her length, grace, slimness. Made of 
shadow organdie in light blue, pink, white. It has a raydy 
taffeta slip cut on princess lines. Sizes 10 to 16; about $1 


Her box coat of soft rose and blue checked rainbow 
tweed is becoming to all little girls. It makes the thin 
ones look chubby, the fat ones look slim. And it can 
be worn by day or by night all st\mmer and fall. Is fine 
for school, for travel, for dress. SizeQ12 to 16; about $10.95 


Lower left, Dottie wears a flowered Rousecoat of frosted 
crepe seersucker with ribbon beading} a high yoke. The 
princess lines slim her waist, the ga@ntly flaring skirt 
makes her look tallJ/willowy. Nice to Wear on summer 
evenings. Rose, aqua, copen; 6 to 46; about $2.95 















LOOK FOR THESE CLOTHES IN THE 


Lord & Taylor Frederick & Nelson 
New York T. A. Chapman Seattle 
Milwaukee 


C. E. Chappell & Sons, Ine. Sibley, Lindsay & Curr Co. 
Syracuse Rochester 


Carson Pirie Scott & Co. 
L. S. Ayres & Co. Chicago G. Fox & Co. 
I -Cianapolis Hartford 
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Here she romps in the same tailored all worsted Arlingcres 
gabardine shirt that Mildred wears on page 48, but substi- 
tutes shorts for slacks. These play clothes are flattering to all 
little girls; 10 to 16; shirt, about $3.95; shorts, about 




















Lucretia practices scales in a dress designed to do 
justice to a developing figure. It’s a periwinkle spun 
rayon with embroidered collar and cuffs, with full- 
ness above the waist, and a princess skirt to slim 
fanny and stomach. The Talon slide fastener adds 
further slimness; maize or pink; 10 to 16; ab@yt $7 





Like a naughty cherub is Lucretia in this 
white dotted Swiss and organdie party frock 
with ruffles and flounces and frills. The wide 
skirt hides her fanny and tummy; the little 
jacket gives her width of shoulder, and grace- 
ful fullness over the bus 10 to 16; about $17 


LUCRETIA WAS CURVES 


1. Full face. To make her face thinner, her hair was 
parted low on the side, cut shorter, ends kept soft 


2. A developing bust. Clothes with fullness above the 
waist, with boleros or jackets, keep the child from 
looking too mature and topheavy; make her slim 


3. A tummy and a fanny. A pantie girdle with firm 
control in front and back, and dresses with slim 
princess lines and pleats, overcome protuberances 


FOLLOWING STORES IN APRIL AND MAY 


4. Ungainly stance. When skirts hang evenly, when hair 
ee The Stewart Dry Soo ae is tidy, clothes suitable, the child stands gracefully, 
ae es is no longer shy, and wears her dresses with an air 


Meier & Frank The Halle Bros. Co. 

Portland, Ore. Cleveland 5. Toes turned in. Take your child to have her shoes 
HS Spoeua Cor WOGdwarite Wothrop fitted by an expert. Buy soft, flexible shoes. Remind 
Cincinnati Washington her to keep her feet parallel, toes straight ahead 
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At the AWA swimming pool, Dottie 
wears a printed cotton suit, jersey lined; 
detachable skirt. White with aqua or rose 
or blue; 10 to 16; about $3.95. Lucretia, 
a shirred Controlastic maillot; white, 
yellow, royal blue; medium size for 7 to 
10, large for 12 to 16; about $2.95. Mil- 
dred’s knitted all-wool suit and jacket 
are white with navy and red stripes; 10 
to 16; suit about $4.95, jacket about $3.95. 
Gloria wears a two-piece suit of wool 
and Controlastic. Royal blue, aqua, yel- 
low, or wine; 10 to 16; about $3.95 


This spun rayon dress with brief bolero 
was becoming to all the little girls. Beige 
with red bolero; rose with orchid; char- 
treuse with orchid; 10 to 16; about $8 





The first girdle. Your little girl’s first 
girdle is a most important matter. If 
it’s a proper girdle, it lifts and sup- 
ports her tummy, strengthens her 
muscles, generally aids health and 
posture, while also giving her a 
smoother, prettier figure. A grown- 
up orders a girdle in a size to con- 
form with the waist measurement; a 
little girl’s first girdle should be a size 
larger than her waist measurement, 
to insure perfect comfort and free- 
dom. 

Far left you see a sketch of Dottie 
sans girdle. Her stomach sags, her hips 
are too wide. Notice how smooth her 
figure is in the upper sketch, how 
straight her back, how flat and hoisted 
her tummy. That’s what a good girdle 


is good, but she gains grace by being 
well dressed. 


Do’s and Don’t’s for shoes. The wrong 
shoes will ruin a girl’s feet and arches, 
and also contribute to bad posture. 
Here are some valuable do’s and 
don’t’s about shoes. Always have new 
shoes fitted at a dependable store; 
have both feet measured, and buy the 
size that fits the larger foot; buy com- 
fortable shoes of flexible leather; buy 
school shoes with low heels and 
enough space so that the foot can lie 
flat. Afternoon shoes and evening 
slippers may have a small heel. 
(Please ask your children never, 
never to wear socks with afternoon 
shoes. Socks belong with flat shoes 





can do for a developing figure. Next to 
her you see a sketch of Lucretia with 
sway back, too boisterous curves. The 
right pantie girdle helps straighten 
her back, subdues protuberances. 
But a girdle isn’t everything. A 
young girl has to help the girdle by 
learning how she should stand. We 
spoke quite sternly to our four young- 
sters about their posture. (The Awk- 
ward Age always seems to arrive 
complete with slumps, pigeon toes, 
hanging heads.) If Lucretia continues 
to stick her stomach out, she’ll have 
a bad posture, a sway back all her 
life. But she has promised to practice 
standing against the wall, back touch- 
ing all the way down, and then, with 
her rear tucked under, her stomach 
pulled in and up, to walk about the 
room, balancing a book on her head. 
If Dottie doesn’t stop slouching, 
she’ll develop a dowager’s hump and 
a thick back. Dottie is a swimmer and 
promises to stand as she does for a 
high dive: shoulders back, head high, 
tummy up and in. Gloria has to learn 
not to turn her toes in, to keep her 
shoulders straight. Mildred’s posture 


only!) Sports shoes should have 
sturdy but not too stiff construction. 
Never buy shoes unless the child is 
present for accurate measuring and 
expert fitting. Don’t allow her to 
wear small shoes even though they 
are still in good condition. Never al- 
low her to wear high heels to school 
or small shoes for appearance’ sake, 
or shoes too heavy for growing feet. — 


Choose the suit to suit the girl. We 
discovered that bathing suits for little 
girls are quite hard to select wisely. 
The best plan is to take your daughter 
to the store and let her try on various 
suits until you find one that is both 
comfortable and becoming. There are 
a few general rules that may help 
you: don’t buy her frilly, fancy, or 
extreme bathing suits; see that her 
suit is properly modest without being 
cumbersome. Some little girls can 
wear classic jersey or knitted swim 
suits; others look better in cotton 
dressmaker suits. But all little girls 
should wear simple suits that dry 
quickly, that take to the water without 
shrinking. (Continued on page 211) 


ust wait till you see what these ador- 
able jackets will do for you. They 
are the most versatile things in the 
world. You can wear them with doz- 
ens of things—to camouflage evening 
frocks and simple daytime dresses, 
as the better part of sports costumes. 
How they serve you depends on your 
needs and the fabric you choose. 
For evening there is the little 
waist-length hug-me-tight, Fig. 1, 
short-sleeved and collarless. It is 
darling in quilted moiré, taffeta, or 
what-you-will, with an evening frock 
or dinner slip having a dress top. 
Buttoned all the way up the front, 
with darts giving a snug fit through 
the diaphragm, as in Fig. 2, it is a per- 
feet afternoon-into-evening jacket 
or basque, in moiré, taffeta, or the 
fabric of your frock. Omit the collar, 
and wear your dress collar outside, 
or tuck a scarf about your throat. 
The loose sports jacket, Fig. 3, omits 
the darts and achieves straighter 
lines. Collarless with three-quarters 
push-up sleeves, it can be buttoned 
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Problems of Dress? We all have figure faults to overcome. Would 
Send for our free questionnaire and fill it out. 
57th Street at 8th Avenue, New York City, 





BY CAROLINE GRAY 


all the way, partway, or not at all, 
with or without your blouse collar 
showing. In cherry-colored jersey or 
flannel it goes with anything. 

The printed crepe jacket-blouse, 
Fig. 4, is smart as the top of a two- 
piece dress. Similar in cut to Fig. 2 
but with short sleeves, rounded 
fronts, and collarless neckline, it zips 
up the front under the frogs—or but- 
tons, as you like. The frogs or buttons 
pick up one of the colors of the print 
or introduce contrast. 





The slightly fitted plaid wool or 
linen jacket, Fig. 5, with self-fabric 
revers collar and buttons, makes a 
smart suit coat; or it’s nice to wear 
with odd skirts or tailored dresses. 

Believe it or not, one basic five-in- 
one pattern, adequately perforated 
for each version, makes all five jack- 
ets, and with ingenuity and imagina- 
tion you can work out as many more. 


For five-in-one pattern and directions to 
make many jackets, sizes 12 to 20, send 
15¢ in stamps. Address Good House- 
keeping Pattern Service, New York City 


you like suggestions on making the most of yourself? 
Return it with a snapshot and $1.00 to Good Housekeeping Fashion Dept., 
and our former Paris Fashion Editor, Elaine Neal, will analyze your special case 
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Pretty dresses at a price! 
Our summer portfolio of 
excellent buys for morn- 
ing, noon, and night! 
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Trim as a sail—for you frou-frou haters 
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CLOTHES FROM ALTMAN 


This forget-me-not dress is made for the young romantic. Flowers, eyelet embroidery, 





SEE- YOU CAN AFFORD 10 BE 





ere are four perfect dresses for four 
kinds of girls, and each dress is 
tenderly priced to make summer 
glamour easy to obtain. In the large 
photograph above you see a frivolous 
picture frock with a flirtatious skirt, 
a cozily fitted bodice. It’s made of an 
imported Swiss organdie with a per- 
manent finish, and has peek-a-boo 
organdie eyelet insertions, a corsage 
of forget-me-nots with generous vel- 
vet streamers—all frilly notes of 
great fashion importance this sum- 
mer. It is meant for dewy, romantic 
ladies with soft curves, white skin, 
long pretty curls, and a mere $22.95 
in the bank; comes in sizes 12 to 20. 


On the left is the evening dress for 
the gamin, for the girl who can out- 
tennis and outride almost every man 
she knows. Pretty, without being 
fussy, it’s slenderly cut of rose and 
white Marvlo cotton piqué, with lac- 
ings (new this season) on the bodice 
and brief bolero: $10.95; 12 to 20. 

Upper right is a gypsy costume— 
another bit of exciting fashion news 
—to delight the sophisticate, the 
woman who is three parts Duchess 
of Windsor, one part Bea Lillie. The 
blouse, of sheer rayon crepe, is round 
of neck, has bishop sleeves, an en- 
gaging simplicity of design; the black 
skirt of the same fabric is softly cir- 










Gay gypsy costume for the 
sleek and witty. The baby 
sweater, in yum shades, 
stays up late now to give the 
skirt a change of toppers 


LORD & TAYLOR 


Lots of skirt, very little bodice—for the very reckless 
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organdie, and feminine frills are Paris news 


BEWITCHING ! 


cular with a Talon fastener aft, and 
the blood-red gypsy sash is cut on the 
bias to hug the midriff. The blouse 
costs $6.50; skirt and sash; $14.95. 
Sizes 10 to 20. Wear the sweet French 
angora-blend baby sweater, above, 
with the skirt, too. For only $4.95. 
Lower right is the dress for the 
glamour girl. Made of Ladyship 
printed matelassé organdie, it has a 
daring laced bodice (lacings again/), 
a flaring skirt; $10.95, 12 to 20. The 
marabou bolero is a complementary 
bit of guile; $10.95. (Note especially 
the fabulously realistic, subtly tinted 
necklace and bracelet worn by the 
lady, right.) Jewelry by Leo Glass. 
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or summer you need washable 
f dresses made of sunfast, colorfast 

fabrics which will not shrink out of 
fit; portable dresses of simple design 
that curl up docilely in a suitcase; 
gay, cool, pretty dresses that are, 
nonetheless, so inexpensive that you 
can afford several and always have 
something crisp and fresh to wear. 

The dresses on these pages fill the 
bill! Above is a flower-tossed after- 
noon dress made of Crystal sheer 
rayon—perfect for weddings, garden 
parties, informal summer evenings. 
It is crease-resistant, cool as a breeze, 
pretty as can be; $6.50; comes in 16, 
18; 38 to 44. Bracelet by Leo Glass. 


n dress of a verdant print with a pleated skirt and puffed sleeves 





— 





On the opposite page are four 
dresses that you can live in all day 
long. They’ll go to the country club, 
to town, to the office, or stay happily 
in the country and putter about the 
house and garden. The little rayon 
print dress with the bolero and the 
button brigade up the front is kind to 
all kinds of figures, and comes in 
navy, copen, aqua, wine; $6.50; 12 to 
20. The print, top right, of Everfast 
spun rayon and flax, for mothers or 
their young daughters with equal 
felicity. It’s an ingratiatingly simple 
dress with a shirtwaist buttoned top, 
a childish collar, a pleated skirt with 
contrasting border. It comes in white 


AND ALL FOR A SONG ! 


Photos by Wynn Richards 


























sprinkled with green or blue or yel- 
low or fuchsia flowers—as you pre- 
fer; $3.98; 12 to 20. The scalloped 
spun rayon is a fine traveler, a neat 
dress to wear to the office; $7.95; 
12 to 20. Nat Levy-Urie Mandle 
bracelet. The polka dot of Dumari 
spun rayon is adaptable, too, and 
comes in lovely colors; $3.95; 12 to 40. 
The hats are all by Betmar. Look for 
these clothes in your shops. If you 
don’t find them, write to Helen Koues. 
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Above, classic shirt and 
skirt of Pacific Mills flax 
and spun rayon. Perfect for 
golf or spectating. Shirt, $5; 
skirt, $6.95; 12 to 20. Shoes, 
J. and J. Slater. Right, 
chartreuse Shag shirt of 
spun rayon, $5.50. Classic 
plum slacks with stitched- 
down pleats to hold down 
curves; $6.95; 12 to 20. One- 
piece Wilson cord playsuit 
with a detachable peasant 
skirt—a costume that’s 
kind to large ladies; pink 
and white; $9.75; 12 to 18 
58 


TIDY PLAY GLOTHES TRIMLY PRIGED 


otice the crisp tailoring in the two- 

piece sports dress, left: the firmly 

squared shoulders of the blouse, 
its full patch pocket; the neatly gored 
skirt, efficiently stitched, its double- 
stitched pocket. Note the self mate- 
rial belt and the cozy loops under 
which it nestles. It’s a dress that’s 
equally becoming to large and small 
figgers. Button the shirtwaist up to 
the chin if you’re tiny; leave it open 
in a becoming V line if you're not. 
Natural, white, copen, or chartreuse. 


ABERCROMBIE AND FITCH 


Those of you who like feminine 
sports clothes will covet the one- 
piece playsuit below, with its little- 
girl neckline, puffy sleeves, well-cut 
shorts, and detachable skirt. Those of 
you who like to wear the pants will 
delight in the slacks, below. They are 
subtly cut to slim your thighs, hide 
your tummy, flatten your derriére. 
The classic shirt worn with them is 
aptly casual. Altogether this is one 
of the most impeccably tailored 
sports costumes we've seen in ages. 


Photographs by Gray-O' Reilly 








SHALL I SERVE CHICKEN SOUP? 


Yes, do —if the family likes chicken. 
Because as sure as they like chicken 
they Il like Campbell’s Chicken Soup. 
It’s the old-fashioned kind—chicken 
taste all through. And there’s chicken 
meat in it, too—melting tender pieces. 
_ Yes, serve Campbell’s Chicken Soup, 
for a treat between the times when 
“chicken’s for dinner’. 


Boe ‘ : iii 
Combi, CHICKEN SOUP “* 




























THIS IS MY BUSY-DAY LUNCH | 


Busy day! Things to do pile up ahead . 


of you, till you wish the day had 
forty-eight hours. But!—do be wise 
about it, for all that. Take time out 
—only a few minutes, really—for a 
quick, sensible lunch, delicious and 
nutritious, too. It will relax you, and 
renew your energies. Such a lunch 
as this: good hot tomato soup, a cup 
of tea, and a bit of dessert. 


Camille. TOMATO SOUP 


I always say ! 





What soup shall Ox . S ae 
I serve today ? EG i 
Campbell's Soup— WmMyucHiA... OUPS © ABLE | 








IF HE COMES HOME 
EXTRA-HUNGRY — 


—and the meal you’ve planned seems 
"sparse to cope with a rampant appetite, 
here’s the problem solved in five easy 
minutes. Preface the main course with 
soup —a hefty, he-man soup, steaming 
hot. One such as Campbell’s Bean with 
Bacon, a thick bean purée brimfull of 
munchy whole beans and enlivened with 
the perky flavor of fine bacon. A soup 
right after his hunger! 4 


Camel. BEAN with BACON SOUP 


content aepileoniateees ncaa cra RES ta caeesesanS 


FOR YOUNGER HUNGERS ¥- 


Every time a youngster comes to the table 
he brings an appetite that’s very much 
alive. So Campbell’s have taken fifteen 
vegetables (yes, fifteen!), mingled them in 
a vigorous, wholesome beef-stock, then 
cooked them just right for good flavor and 
digestibility, and turned out what is many 
a youngster’s idea of the best way to eat 
vegetables. That and perhaps some fruit 
anda big glass of milk, that’s the answer to 
younger hunger, lunchtime or suppertime. 


| Come, VEGETABLE SOUP 
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LOOK FOR THE RED-AND-WHITE LABEL 
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[ DOCTOR’S ORDERS! x |] 






















“Tt was funny! Here was Mother... fussy as all 
get-out about using Ivory for my skin. Yet she 
never stopped to think how nice Ivory would be 
to her face . . . till our doctor said so!” 

Well, well, baby! Ladies do get bewildered— 
with so many soaps to choose from. But Ivory 
has won the confidence of doctors because it is 
mild and pure—without extras like strong per- 
fume or color, which doctors ‘do not approve of 
for a baby’s sensitive skin. 


And what does this mean to you? Dear lady, we 
honestly believe that your own complexion will en- 
joy being treated “‘just as gently as a baby’s.” Why 
not adopt the soap that so many doctors advise? 


>Recently a leading medical journal wrote 20,000 doctors _ 
asking which soaps they advised. For both babies’ and grown: 
up skins, more doctors replied “Ivory” than any other soap. 
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THE YOUNG MARRIED SET -\- -|- -- Rescued At Sea 
BEEN A GRAND oy ( oo 5 G Disues IT'S REALLY NONS OF IT's 
TRIP WASNT all TLL SOON HAVE MY) 7 dont vou aay ooene ee 







DEAR / 





AWFUL DISHPAN he, DISHES WITH IVORY SOAP? ITS 


sa rn Bs SO KIND To YOUR HANDS. | | ADVICE MADE HER 





IVORY’S 











STOP WASHING a ee 
EP VACATION 
DISHES WITH cee hor 
STRONG WASHDAY THE TIME. 


SOAP AND CHANGE 
TO PURE IVORY / 
SHE FOUND IVORY 
COST ONLY ABOUT 
1¢ A DAY. AND 
IN 2 WEEKS.... | 


; ’ IT FLOATS 
TRADEMARK REG. U, $. PAT. OFF. 





WONDERFUL! 
HATE TO THINK 
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AND HAPPINESS CLUB: 

At any age after six you can 
estimate fairly well what the 
adult height of your child will be. 

To do this you should measure 
him accurately and record his 
height at each birthday. The only 
way you can tell whether he has 
made an average growth is to 
know what is expected at each age. 
Choose a smooth wall or door and 
have the child stand against it. He 
should always be measured in the 
same way—with his shoes off, stand- 
ing straight, and with his head held 
naturally so that he looks directly 
ahead. Place a book, level, on the 
top of his head and make a mark 
on the wall on the under side of the 
book. Measure the child’s height at 
once and record the height with the 
date in a book which you keep for 
this purpose. Do not depend upon 
marks left on the wall, because they 
are so often rubbed off or painted 
over and lost. 

We suggest that you cut out or copy 
the table at the top of the page for 
your permanent record book, as the 
charts from which the figures are 
taken are a new and important con- 
tribution to the study of children’s 
growth. The figures given here are 
those for a boy whose expected adult 
height will be 5’ 7144”, which seems to 
be the present median height for 
adult males in the United States. The 
number of inches a child grows each 
year is important. The table indicates 
the number of inches you may expect 
your child to grow between the vari- 
ous years. Normally his growth should 
approximate the figures given, not 
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BOYS 


HDS ENE 


WILL MY CHILD BE ? 


By DR. JOSEPHINE H. KENYON 
Director of the Health and Happiness Club 


drop far below them. The heights for 
a girl who will grow to be 5’ 2.8” are 
also given. 

If your son is consistently 2” taller 
than the figures in the table, he will 
probably reach a height of 5’ 10”. The 
boys who are to to be 6’ tall or over 
are usually 55” at nine years of age, 
over 63” at thirteen; and between the 
fourteenth and fifteenth years they 
spurt in growth to over 69”. If your 
son, at each birthday, is 2” shorter 
than figures in the table, the chances 
are he will grow to be only 64.5” tall. 













Address requests _ 
Health and Happiness Club, _ 
Housekeeping, 57th Street — 


th venue, New York City 


Approximate heights for a boy 
whose adult height will be 5'7.5" 


Expected growth 


(Compiled from “The Construction of Two Height Charts” by May Ayres 
Burgess, Ph. D.— Journal of the American Statistical Association, June, 1937) 











Approximate heights for a girl 
whose adult height will be 5’ 2.8" 


Expected growth | — 
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Occasionally a boy will be 
shorter than average until thir- 
teen or fourteen years old, then 
make a spontaneous rapid growth 
and in a year or so catch up with 
or grow taller than companions 
of his age. We have no way of 
telling which short boy ina group 
will grow in this way. In general, 
tall boys become tall men, and 

short boys, short men. So do not build 
your hopes upon your son’s suddenly 
showing a 4”-a-year growth, though 
it occasionally happens. 

There are many factors which can 
make one boy shorter than his com- 
panions. He may come of a racial 
stock which is naturally short, or his 
parents may not be tall people. We 
do not know exactly how much race 
and heredity affect growth, but 
neither factor would explain why one 
boy in a family failed to reach an 
average height when his brothers, 
under the same general conditions, 
grew adequately. 

A child has a possibility of growing 
in height as long as his bones have 
not fused at the growing points. Bones 
grow in length at the areas called the 
epiphyses. If you will look at an X- 
ray picture of the long bones of a 
child, you will see at each end a space 
which looks as though there were a 
complete separation between the 
shaft and the joint end. This apparent 
space or line of the epiphysis disap- 
pears when the bone ends grow to- 
gether. As long as the epiphyses 
remain open at the knee and hip there 
is a possibility of growth. 

If your boy is below 49” at the age 
of nine years, if he fails to grow at ap- 
proximately (Continued on page 86) 
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FOR THE HOME 





Quick beauty treat- 
ment for floors! Tav- 
ern Non-Rub Floor 
Wax is spread with 
cloth or applicator. 
Dries brilliantly in 
20 minutes—gets 
brighter with use. 
Won’t water-spot. 


Spotless walls are easy 
- to have with this new 
- Tavern Paint Cleaner. 
It quickly removes 
smudges, grime and 
_ grease. Non-caustic, it 
_ canbe used regularly. 
Willnot dull the finish; 
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Crystal-clear windows 
are a matter of minutes 
with Tavern Window 
Cleaner. Apply it with 
cloth or atomizer— then 
afew gentle rubs, and the 
glass gleams. Pleasantly 
scented; leaves no film. 


Fmd by 
HOUSEREE: PING 
as Ahvertied thestine 


Ask at Your Local Store for Tavern Products 
Send for free, illustrated booklet describing 
Old World Taverns.Socony-Vacuum, Special- 
ties Dept., 26 Broadway, New York City. 
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Every Tavern Product carries 
a double guarantee; by the mak- 
er and by Good Housekeeping. 














THEY CARRY 
THE SIGN THE 
NATION KNOWS 


TAVERN PRODUCTS 





SOCONY-VACUUM 





Non-Rub Floor Wax - 
Tavern Candles - 
aC EP arts COM a Crm Cy mT 
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You Have Only One Pair of Eyes 


(Continued from page 33) 


the lashes. And because the eye is exposed 
to the air, tear glands provide a substance 
which washes across it, cleanses away dirt, 
and prevents it from drying. 

How are we going to care for such an 
elaborate mechanism as our eyes turn out 
to be? . 

Actually, there are two periods in life 
when serious trouble may arise: in infancy 
and early childhood, and after forty. In 
the interim we need only exercise com- 
mon sense. 

The first six years of life are particularly 
important because this is the time of eye 
growth and development. If you watch for 
defects of vision while your children are 
young, then chances for correction are 
greatest. 

The troubles of eyesight in childhood are 
chiefly refractive errors. One of these is 
hyperopia, or farsightedness. This is an 
anatomical condition. The farsighted eye- 
ball is shorter than normal from front to 
back. In moderate cases the child sees 
fairly well, but he has to use the ciliary 
muscles so much that he gets headaches. 
The ‘doctor gives him corrective glasses, 
and in a good many instances the child 
outgrows his farsightedness. The eye 
grows larger, to normal proportions. 

Sometimes, however, the converging 
muscles may become so overdeveloped 
that your child becomes cross-eyed. If only 
one eye turns in, the vision in that eye 
doesn’t develop. If first one eye and then 
the other turns in, the youngster may see 
with each one perfectly well, but they 
won't focus together; he doesn’t have good 
binocular vision. 


O MOTHER needs a doctor to tell her 

her child has squint or cross-eyes— 
cause of acute mental torture to any child. 
And cross eyes may be corrected, though 
many a person has gone miserably through 
life because he didn’t know it. Here’s what 
the doctor did for Betty Stimson: 

When Betty was about five, her mother 
took her to the oculist. He gave her glasses 
and told her to wear them for some time; 
but, as happens in some cases, they did 
not succeed in correcting her vision. In the 
past the doctor might have operated. To- 
day, however, he wov’d not use surgery 
save as a last resort. He gave Betty a 
course of exercises. 

Betty thought they were great fun. She 
had to look at pictures of puppies and cas- 
tles in Spain and Mickey. Mouse through 
what her mother recognized as an old- 
fashioned stereoscope. This is called op- 
thoptic training. The principle ‘is fusion, 
employed to make Betty’s eye focus, so 
she might learn to use both eyes together. 
After a time, Betty’s eyes became abso- 
lutely normal. Had they not, the oculist 
would have operated—a simple and usu- 
ally highly successful procedure. 

These exercises for muscle imbalances 
and for divergent squints are the only ones 
which reliable ophthalmologists recognize 
as useful. We hear a lot of talk about the 
virtue of exercise to cure every sort of 
eye trouble. It won’t. It’s about as sensible 
as throwing away a crutch and walking 
on a paralyzed leg. Many eye disorders are 
the result of disease, and exercise won’t 
cure cataract or glaucoma any more than 
it will cure pneumonia or the mumps. It 
certainly will fot cure farsightedness or 
nearsightedness, for there the trouble lies 
in the structure of the eye. 

The myoptic or nearsighted eye is the 
reverse of the farsighted eye. It is too long 
instead of too short. While the farsighted 
child may have normal vision when he is 
adult because the eye may grow as well 
as the limbs, the nearsighted youngster 


2 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


simply must have glasses. His eyes are 
overgrown to begin with. He doesn’t see 
well at a distance. If he lacks reasonable 
vision, he falls behind in his studies, and 
his teachers and parents think he is stupid. 
There’s a third common refractive error 
which appears in childhood: astigmatism. 
This may be simple farsighted or simple 
nearsighted astigmatism, or it may be far- 
sighted and nearsighted mixed! Or pos- 
sibly it is a condition caused by a cornea 
which is irregular and doesn’t focus sharp- 
ly. You’ve seen watch crystals of badly 
ground glass, and you know how odd the 
figures on the dial look. Astigmatism is 
like that. Glasses correct it. 

It is extremely important to be sure that 
your child is seeing with both eyes. It’s 
appalling how many children with a defect 
in one eye use only the other. The sooner 
you find out that your youngster is using 
only one of his eyes, the easier it is to teach 
him to see with both. He wasn’t born with 
developed vision. Eye habits, like many 
others, may be acquired in infaney and 
carried through life. 


Prive. YEAR-OLD Richard, for instance, 
had been using his right eye exclusively 
when looking at objects at close range. To 
encourage his left eye, the doctor put a 
patch over the good eye for several short 
periods each day, thus ealling into service 
the weak one. As it turned out, Richard’s 
eyes still didn’t work in team. So the oculist 
got out his stereoscope again and showed 
his small patient specially devised pic- 
tures. Through this instrument Richard 
learned to use his two eyes to correlate 
the photographs. By daily repetition of 
this he finally came to use both eyes simul- 
taneously. If his parents or his kinder- 
garten teacher had noticed his defect 
earlier, his visual bad habit would not 
have been so strongly fixed. 

How can you tell whether your child 
has eye defects when he’s so young he 
can’t even read? The method is simple. 
Watch him at play. Notice whether a 
youngster who likes to roll or throw balls 
makes an effort to catch them when you 
toss them to him from a distance. If he 
does not, it may mean his eyes are faulty. 
Observe him when he is playing with his 
toys. Does he peer at them intently? Does 
he thrust his face almost into them or 
bring them close to his eyes? Perhaps he 
is seeing double. Does he bump into 
things more frequently than other chil- 
dren his age do? Does he appear confused 
when you direct him to a toy or to some 
object of interest across the room? If he 
does this often, especially in conjunction 
with some other manifestation, take him 
to the oculist. 

Watch your child playing by himself 
with the wheels of a toy wagon. If he stops 
and makes a gesture as if brushing a fly 
away—when you're sure there are no flies 
around—it’s a good guess he’s trying to 
brush away a blur in his vision. ~ 

Notice your child while he is hanging 
over the fence watching a train or auto- 
mobiles go by. Is his body tense? Does he 
lean with his head thrust forward, face 
puckered, in his effort to see clearly? Does 
he tilt his head to one side while looking 
at pictures? Or tire quickly? Or become 
irritable over his toys? He may be having 
a hard time getting a clear image. Some- 
times he may persistently close one eye 
when looking intently at his playthings. 
Any one of these symptoms may lead you 
to suspect trouble with his eyesight. 

If he sees perfectly well in the daytime, 
but has trouble in a darkened movie or 
in a dark street, take him instantly to the 
doctor. This is a sign of night blindness, 


/ TOLD YOU THAT MARRIAGE 
WOULD HIT THE ROCKS... 








SUSAN: Mercy me, this telegram says our newlyweds are in trouble again! Mollie SUSAN: But I’m scared to death of these flying machines. Why 


wants to pack her bags and come here. 


can’t we send Mollie a telegram instead? 


MATILDA: I told you that marriage would hit the rocks if she didn’t get wise to MATILDA: Don’t be a ninny! I've told her a million times Jack 


herself. Come on—we haven’t a minute to lose! 


SUSAN: H-m-m-m! I’m not frightened a bit any more. We ought 
to do more flying, Matilda. 


MATILDA: The next flying we'll do is on our feet—straight to 
Mollie’s house and then to her grocet’s. Once she stops using 
those weak-kneed soaps that leave dirt behind—and changes to 
Fels-Naptha Soap—she'll be rid of tattle-tale gray in a jiffy! 


wouldn't nag so much if she’d only keep tattle-tale gray out of 
his shirts and things. Now I’m going to show her how to do it. 


FEW WEEKS LATER 





MOLLIE: Hey, forget those dancers a minute and look at Jack’s shirt. It’s just mar- 
velous how white my washes look since Fels-Naptha’s richer go/den soap and gentle 
naptha went to work for me. Not a trace of tattle-tale gray now! 


JACK: That isn’t 4// the good news, darling. Did you tell these two cupids we're 
taking another honeymoon cruise? 


COPR. 1939, FELS & CO, 


BANISH - TATTLE -TALE GRAY” TUNE IN! HOBBY LOBBY every Wednesday 
WITH FELS -NAPTHA SOAP ! night. See local paper for time and station. 
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..e THAT THE LIBERTY BELL 
CRACKED WHEN RINGING 


INDEPENDENCE JULY 4,176? 


mw LF 


.. THAT SCAN’ MEANS TO SKIM 
OR GLANCE AT HURRIEDLY ? 


Quite-the contrary. Webster defines “scan” as to go over point 


The break actually occurred on July 8, 1835 **. . . while tolling fi : , 
by point, to look closely at or into, to examine with care. 


during the funeral solemnities of John Marshall, Chicf Justice of 
the United Srates,"" who died two days earlier, in Philadelphia. 

























... THAT HUMMING BIRDS 


«eT HAT THERE 
FEED ONLY ON NECTAR ? 


ACTUALLY IS A 
BRUSH WHICH 
WILL REACH 

AND CLEAN THE 
BACK TEETH ? 


Q 
® YES! The tuft 


reaches and cleans the 
molars and enables this 
brush to clean every tooth 
in the mouth equally well. 


x se 
When hovering near leaves or flowers, they are seeking insects, 
not honey, say trained observers. This probably explains why, 
in captivity, fed on syrup, humming birds die of starvation. 





OME tooth brushes may treat your 
S molars (back teeth) with scant at- 
tention. But the Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth 
Brush helps you give them extra care 
and cleansing. 


ee 


The famous tuft enables you to reach 
and clean the molars just as readily as 
all the other teeth in the mouth. Be- 
sides, Pro-phy-lac-tic bristle is all gen- 
uine ...not synthetic or imitation... 
but Nature’s own, genuine bristle, which 


is gentler to sensitive mouth tissues. 


meine 


If you like a brush of medium size, 
ask for the ADULT Regular. For a 
smaller brush, ask for the ADULT SmalI- 
Type. Either is 50¢, and guaranteed to 
satisfy or your money back. 


Look for 
the rep and 
YELLOW box 


PRO-PHY-LAC-TIC BRUSH CoO., Florence, Mass. 
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indicative of a lack of vitamin A in the 
content of the retina. Naturally the doctor 
adds vitamin A to the diet. 

These, then, are the common troubles of 
eyesight which appear in children. Glioma, 
which has had a great deal of publicity 
lately, fortunately is very rare. But in- 
juries aren’t; and children are particularly 
subject to accidents. Watch out! 

Infectious diseases are rather common, 
too. There’s conjunctivitis, or “pink eye,” 
which may accompany a common head 
cold, or be acquired in a swimming pool, 
or be contracted from another child. If you 
take care of it, it clears up quickly; if it 
doesn’t, the youngster may develop granu- 
lated eyelids. There are also more severe 
forms of conjunctivitis which can pene- 
trate the cornea and cause blindness. So 
—any time your child comes home with a 
red eye, don’t delay taking him to the 
doctor. 

Once a person passes his early years 
safely, all he has to do is to take reasonable 
care of his eyes. We'll find out what that 
should consist of presently. 

It’s true that the refractive errors may 
last all your life, but ordinarily they won’t 
get much worse. You don’t have to worry 
until your forties. 


PAktz middle life is the period when 
you should begin to visit your oculist 
at least once every year or two. That’s the 
time, alas, when our eyes begin to get old. 
Presbyopia is the fancy name the oculist 
uses. 

How do we know it? Well, we find we 
have to hold the paper at arm’s length. 
First thing you know we complain that 
our eyes are all right, but our arms are 
too short. What happens is this: 

The ciliary muscle is wearing out. It 
becomes less able to contract speedily or 
sufficiently. Then, too, the lens becomes 
less elastic. Thus we have a diminution 
of focusing power, or a “loss of accom- 
modation.” We suffer this loss gradually 
from the early forties until about age sixty 
—when the power to accommodation is 
all gone! But take heart. This loss isn’t 
serious. You'll need reading glasses. You 
must be prepared to have them changed 
every two years until you’re sixty. Then, 
if you don’t break them, they'll probably 
last the rest of your life. 

More important to watch for, in the 
years after forty, are the degenerative 
diseases which may set in: high blood 
pressure, arteriosclerosis, and so on. Dia- 
betes also affects the blood vessels of the. 
eyes. Diseases of the central nervous sys- 
tem afflict the optic nerve. And two ex- 
tremely serious eye affections may arise: 
glaucoma and cataract. 

Most people are fearful that they will 
contract these diseases. That’s not neces- 
sary if only you will visit your oculist 
regularly. For every good doctor is on the 
alert for them. Let’s see what they are, 
and what can be done for them: : 

Let’s find out first about cataracts. The 
lens, “you recall, is a clear transparent 
structure. Any opacity which occurs in 
this transparent lens is called a cataract. 
Clear light cannot pass directly through 
these opacities, and vision dims. 

There are various types of cataracts. In- 
deed, children may suffer from congenital 
cataract due to faulty development of the 
lens. At any agé we may suffer from cata- 
ract as the result of an injury to the lens. 
Or we may have one after some inflam- 
mation within the eye. Such illnesses as 
diabetes or parathyroid disease may lead 
to the formation of a cataract. Various 
drugs will cause it. The best-known of- 
fender is dinitrophenol, a weight-reducing 
drug. However, the great majority are 
“senile cataracts” which arise in aging 
men and women. This is just the result of 
getting old. The lens loses a good deal 


FOLLOW TODAY’S EXTRA SKIN CARE 









Titled U. S. Visitor —The Lady Ursula Stewart, sister Daughter of the Earl and Countess of Mayo. Deeply interested 

of the Earl of Shrewsbury, has seen much of the United in acting, The Lady Betty Bourke has studied 4 terms at the 

States. “I always use Pond’s to cleanse and soften my skin.” Royal Academy of Dramatic Art. She believes in the new skin 
care with “skin-vitamin”’ in Pond’s. 


Sided Ladies 
CREAM 


EXTRA “SKIN-VITAMIN” 


INTO THEIR SKIN* 














Often Sings at charity affairs—The Lady Alexandra Haig, 
daughter of the late Earl Haig, Britain’s famous military figure. 
“Now that ‘skin-vitamin’ is in Pond’s Cold Cream, I’m even 
more enthusiastic about using it.” 


SOCIETY 
ey Ven TS) 
USE 





"ONDSs 


PED> 
“Way 
Ya Lv Pow 


In Britain, as in America, smart 
society women are quick to grasp 
the meaning of the new skin care. 
Vitamin A, the ‘skin-vitamin” 
so necessary to skin health, is now 
in every jar of Pond’s Cold Cream. 
Skin that lacks this vitamin be- 
comes rough and dry. But when 
“skin-vitamin”’ is restored, it helps 
Royalty Attended Her Wedding—The In Smart Society Journals, photographs of | make skin soft and smooth again. 





Lady Grenfell, snapped at Ascot. When the charming Lady Morris often appear. Use Pond’s night and morning 
skin lacks Vitamin A, it gets rough and “Pond’s is famous for smoothing skin—adds and before make-up. Same jars, 
dry. “I use Pond’s to help supply this sparkle and glamour to my make-up!”’ same labels, same prices. 
‘skin-vitamin.’”’ 
* Statements concerning the effects of the “skin-vitamin” applied to the skin are based upon medical literature and tests 
on the skin of animals following an accepted laboratory method. Copyright, 1939, Pond’s Extract Company 
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The Diary 
of an 










“Dr. Wood says my diet must include 

proper foods. I’ve never indulged in 
such a variety of vegetables and fruits— 
or so much milk.” 


(xp €cltant 
Mother 





“The doctor complimented me today 

for living up to his instructions. Says 
that’s why I’ve nothing to worry about. I 
feel fit and confident... Any day now—” 










1 “Tom and I went to see Dr. Wood 

today. We are going to have an ‘ad- — 
dition’ to our family. Dr. Wood said that tl3 
an early examination helps avoid any 
later complications. The doctor outlined 
a program that will protect our health— 
the baby’s and mine.” 


“Tt’s a darling little boy, three days 

old and as hungry as a bear. It’s fun 
to nurse him. Dr. Wood says he is making 
a fine start in life. Me? ’m enjoying my 
five meals a day.” = 






“Dr. Wood told metotakea daily walk 

during the sunny hours, but warned me 
against getting overtired. I’m allowed to 
do everything but the heavy housework.” 


“Learning to take care of baby keeps 

me busy. The Visiting Nurse is sucha 

ee us help. Dr. Wood told me to wait six weeks 

“In addition to my regular eight. before doing a really hard day’s work.” 

hours’ sleep, I plan my day to include ge 

an hour’s nap every afternoon. I take a %3\<? Plan to visit The Metropolitan’s Exhibits at 
few snatches of rest in the morning, too.” 7 THE NEW YORK WORLD’S FAIR 

and THE GOLDEN GATE INTERNATIONAL 
EXPOSITION IN SAN FRANCISCO 


METROPOLITAN LIFE 
INSURANCE COMPANY 


FREDERICK H. ECKER 
Chairman of the Board 
LEROY A. LINCOLN, President 
| ONE MADISON: AVE., NEW YORK, N. Y. 







\ The Metropolitan 

\ booklet ‘‘Informa- -- a 
\ tionfor Expectant 1 METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE CO. 

“’ Mothers’’contains : 1 Madison Ave., New York, N. Y. Dept. 539-G. 

4 _ fc ie Please send me, free, a copy of your booklet 

Z : é a wealth of facts : “Information for Expectant Mothers.” 

which willhelptoinsurethe well-being 1 

1 

! 

! 

I 

1 














of the baby and its mother-to-be. Send Name. 
a post card or mail the coupon now. 1 4@4ress 

City - State 
Copyright, 1939, by Metropolitan Life Insurance Co. 
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of its water content and opacities form. 
These opacities cannot be dissolved by any 
means known to medicine. Don’t let any- 
one tell you they can. 

In some individuals cataracts may be 
slight, and never become worse. In others, 
they progress slowly. In yet others of us 
they may grow rapidly to the point where 
we stumble against the furniture and can’t 
see the red lights of traffic signals. Then 
an operation is imperative. This is serious 
—hbut it’s safe. By the most conservative 
estimates, 95 percent of such operations 
are successful. Then, if the remainder of 
the eye is healthy, we can see perfect- 
ly well with properly fitted correcting 
glasses. 

Glaucoma is far more serious. It is our 
most dangerous eye disease. It is an ab- 
normally increased hardening of the eye- 
ball brought about when the fluid normally 
circulating in the eyeball becomes blocked, 
creating pressure on the optic nerves and 
causing the fibers to be killed. Glaucoma 
usually attacks both eyes. 

The worst of it is that you don’t notice 
it when it begins..Our family doctor, who 
certainly should have known better, suf- 
fered from it. 


(ples HEATH was a busy family physi- 
cian of the old school. He treated us 
for everything from earaches to heart- 
aches. I remember when he used to stop 
in on his way to see how Pete Stein- 
hausen’s measles were, and ask for an 
aspirin. “I’m a fine doc,” he’d grin. “I 
haven’t an aspirin left in my bag! And I’m 
having one of my headaches.” 

One time when he saw our lamps burn- 
ing late, after Mrs. Dornbusch had been 
having a long, hard time with her fourth, 
he rang our bell and asked if the coffeepot 
was still on the stove. “Guess I’m getting 
pretty tired nowadays,” he confessed. “All 
the lights have halos and rainbows around 
?em. Maybe I’m headed straight for heaven. 
Anyhow, they do make a pretty pat- 
tern.” 

When he finally got around to the ocu- 
list, he complained: “Son, I feel as though 
I were wearing blinkers. Can a bright 
young fellow like you do anything for 
that?”’ 

Well, clever as the new eye doctor was, 
he couldn’t help his colleague. Dr. Heath’s 
symptoms were those characteristic of 
glaucoma. Because he put off seeing the - 
oculist until he felt as though he wore 
blinkers, he was too late. Had he gone 
to consult the oculist regularly, the spe- 
cialist would have treated his glaucoma 
early, and possibly successfully, with med- 
icine. A little later, surgery would have 
helped. But no doctor, however skillful, 
re restore eyesight which is already 

ost. 

One of the marvels of modern ophthal- 
mology is the corneal transplant. More 
than half the blindness in the world comes 
from opaque corneas. The greatest cause 
of opaque cornea is still gonorrheal in- 
fection of eyes during childhood. It is also 
caused by blows, by dangerous fluids spat- 
tering it, or by such diseases as tubercu- 
losis, trachoma, smallpox, or venereal dis- 
ease; or by such a simple and common- 
place disaster as some foreign body blown 
into the eye, causing an abrasion. In order 
to get good vision the cornea, the window- 
pane of the eye, must be clear, For this 
reason surgeons attempt to restore eye- 
sight by transplanting a piece of good 
cornea to replace the defective one. The 
difficulty with this operation is finding the 
material for the transplant. 

Accidents and disease can affect the eyes 
at any time of life. Science can do marvels, 
but you must give it a chance. Don’t jump 
to the conclusion that your eyes are all 
right if they don’t bother you. So much 


' can happen to them! Those old enemies, 





SY SX Accessories by Carlin Comforts 


ne Lovable Beauty blooms while you sleep 


+ if your skin stays wide awake! 


To encourage new beauty, leave Woodbury Cold Cream. Leave on a It engulfs every particle of grime, smooths 
delicate coating of this skin-arousing skin to creamy velvet, tones and enlivens. 


on a film of this stimulating cream hil en Woadters; : 
: cream while you sleep. Woodbury 1Sa- Basin tonight with Woodbury Cold Cream. 
when you go to bed. It will help basic beauty cream of germ-free purity. ee nenleded < iieits 


: i é Let it bring to your complexion a lovable 
keep your skin active, vital. ie P 7 


touchable softness! $1.00, 50¢, 25¢, 10¢. 


YOURS ..SMART NEW MAKE-UP KIT 


John H. Woodbury, Inc., 6404 Alfred St., Cincinnati, Ohio 
(In Canada, John H. Woodbury, Ltd., Perth, Ont.) 

Please send me new Woodbury Make-up Kit, containing 
tube of Woodbury Cold Cream; attractive metal compacts 
of Woodbury Facial Powder, Rouge and Lipstick. I enclose 
10f to cover packing and postage. 


CHECK MAKE-UP DESIRED 


CHAMPAGNE WINDSOR ROSE C] 
(For golden skin) (For pink skin) 


pe thrives, when your skin stays wide 
awake. But when the skin drowses with 
inactivity, it soon grows sluggish, lifeless. 


One duty, then, of your beauty cream is 
to keep the skin’s vitality unimpaired. Scien- 
tists and doctors say a certain skin-stimulat- 
ing Vitamin aids the skin’s activity. This 
Vitamin, now in Woodbury Cold Cream, 


helps build the skin’s vital energy. 
Name a ee 2 A 
To bring your beauty to full flower, cleanse Y \ t t i} iB Ul RY 


your skin every night at bedtime with Address Sz 2 es 
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NEW SUPER SOAP 


GIVES 
UP TO 


TWICE 


THE SUDS 





New Concentrated Super Suds in the 


Blue Box Gives 

















Up to twice as much suds, cup for 
cup, as you get from less modern 
package soaps tested ... richer suds, 
even in hardest water! 







Concentrated Super Suds bursts into rich 
suds in 5 seconds! Soaks dirt free in as 
little as 10 minutes! No need to scrub! 


Gentle to colors, fabrics, hands! 
Clothes will last 2 to 3 times longer 
when washed without scrubbing— 
the new Concentrated Super Suds way! 





DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK! 


We are so sure Concentrated Super Suds in 
the blue box is the finest laundry soap you 
have ever used, that we make this offer: Get 


Great Advantages! 


Join the 1,200,000 happy women who 
have changed tothe amazing new 
Concentrated Super Suds in the blue box— 
the soap that surpasses other less modern 
package soaps tested, in 5 IMPORTANT 
WAYS! This new soap is made with 
PYRAY, amazing new soap element that 
helps give extra-sudsing power. No back- 
breaking scrubbing necessary—these rich 
suds do the hard work! Clothes come out 
brilliantly white, colored things brighter! 
















Gets clothes up to 
25% whiter, cup for 
cup, than old-fash- 
ioned soaps tested £ 
—by Electric Eye B® 
photometer tests! 








fe pt 


Not only banishes dirt and grime, but 
kills or removes most germs . . . washes 
clothes super clean ... Hospital-Clean. 


GET THE 





a package; test it against any other soap. 
If you don’t agree Concentrated Super Suds 
gives better results, mail empty carton to 
Concentrated Super Suds, Jersey City, N. J. 
We'll send DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK! 
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Es 
focal diseases, are just as likely to attack 
the eyes as any other part of the body. 
Infected teeth, tonsils, sinuses, the cervix 
of the uterus, prostate gland, gall bladder, 
and so on may cause trouble with your 
eyesight. 

Therefore, even though childhood and 
the years after forty are the most signifi- 
cant in point of changes in the eyes, you 
must never fail to give them reasonable 
care and attention at all times. See that 
any refractive errors are properly cor- 
rected. Make sure your eyes are working 
coordinately. Fusion exercises, prisms in 
glasses, and occasionally surgery may be 
required to insure coordination. Give spe- 
cial thought to your eyes during your 
childbearing period. Disturbances in me- 
tabolism may cause poor coordination. 

If you get something in your eye, don’t 
rub it. You may be rubbing a bit of hard 
substance over the cornea, causing abra- 
sion and infection, which will leave a scar. 
You can’t see through a scar. No. Look 
into your eye, or have someone else look 
for you. If the foreign body is on the eye- 
ball or the under side of the eyelid, just 
wrap a bit of antiseptic cotton around a 
match or a toothpick and fleck it off. But 
if it is in the cornea, that means it is in the 
danger zone, and thé only safe procedure 
is to go to the oculist. 


OX TAKE this business of a black eye. 
The discoloration is due to bleeding 
under the lid, and it will usually clear up - 
after about a week. While most people may 
safely laugh off this badge of humiliation, 
a certain number of cases show either a 
fracture of the skull or a hemorrhage into 
the eyeball, or a detached retina, such as 
Professor Rhodes suffered. Any of these 
things, untended, may cause blindness. It 
is best to go to the doctor. : 

There is a black eye in a family only 
once in a blue moon, but some portion of 
the family usually reads or works every 
evening under artificial light. Fortunately 
today we have excellent lamps for read- 
ing or other close work. You will have no 
difficulty in getting one because an iden- 
tifying tag designating the lamp as an 
IES lamp will assure you that it is prop- 
erly designed for good illumination, ac- 
cording to specifications drawn up by the 
illuminating Engineering Society. 

For reading or for other close work be 
sure your eyes are getting enough light. 
This means use lamp bulbs of adequate 
size (75 watts, at least—preferably 100 
watts), but be sure the lamp bulb is prop- 
erly shaded. The second principle is to 
avoid sharp contrasts in light. Do not have 
all the light on the book or on the work, 
and the rest of the room in darkness. Next, 
avoid glare. This means that lamp bulbs 
should be shaded so that the bulb cannot 
be seen through, and the shade should be 


so designed that you cannot see the bulb _ 


even out of the corner of your eye. ; 

For the general comfort and good of the 
family have a good reading lamp for every 
chair that is used for reading, sewing, or 
other close work. In other words, have 
enough good lamps. 

You probably ask yourself, “How can I 
tell whether my present lighting and lamps 
are adequate?” There is no need to guess 
about this any more, because the amount 
of light you are getting can be measured 
exactly. Most lighting companies now 
have a free advisory service and will send 
someone to your home to take lighting 
measurements, and to suggest how you 
can improve your lighting conditions if 
improvement is needed. If you have a 
long stretch of reading or sewing, or any 
job requiring close visual attention, break 
it up. Read for half an hour and then pause 
a few minutes to sniff a breath of fresh 
air or walk around the room. You'll be 
surprised to find how much longer you 


4 


ean work with maximum efficiency. 

In spite of this, at the end of the day, 
the eyes may be very tired, and show it. 
Well, try hot applications on your eyes 
and follow them with cold ones. Some 
people recommend witchhazel. That’s very 
pleasant, but doctors assure us that water 
is just as good. This treatment will relax 
your muscles; your eyes will look fresh; 
and you will feel better generally. 


ip Bey °T be so vain you won’t wear your 
glasses according to your doctor’s in- 
structions. Take your oculist’s word in 
selecting the optician who makes your 


spectacles. Don’t think the cheaper opti- | 


cian is just as good; he isn’t. A $9.98 copy 
of a Fifth Avenue dress model may look 
identical in the show window, but you 
know it isn’t the same. It’s that way with 
glasses. Only—the $9.98 dress won’t handi- 
cap you, but cheap glasses will not give 
_you the best results. 

And glasses these days are marvelous. 
There are several interesting develop- 
ments, such as the new “contact glasses.” 
These are thin lenses which fit over the 
eyeball, under the lid. The space between 
the glasses and the cornea is filled with 
normal saline solution, comparable to the 
composition of tears. The lens does not 
touch the clear part of the eye, but rests 
on a narrow collar of glass on the 
sclera. 

These glasses are a blessing to actresses 
who cannot wear spectacles on the stage. 
They were designed, however, for use in 
treatment of abnormal curvatures of the 
cornea. They are somewhat difficult to use; 
the solution must be refreshed every few 
hours, and they are fragile and very, very 
expensive—sometimes up to a hundred 
dollars a glass. 

Telescopic glasses are another wonder 
of the optician’s ingenuity. These are care- 
fully worked out, short-length, simple 
telescopes set onto spectacles frames, to 
aid extremely defective eyesight. They en- 
large the image as a telescope does, though 
they reduce the field of vision. 

There are spectacles for the bedridden: 
a special arrangement for the sufferer who 
is obliged to lie supine. Devised in Eng- 
land, they utilize prismatic shields and 
mirrors so that the patient, holding a book 
on his chest, looks directly up into the 
reflected image. 

The motorist or the person out in bright 
glaring light doesn’t have to struggle with 
smoked glasses worn over his ordinary 
ones if he doesn’t want to. He may 
have his own prescription ground into 
light-filtering spectacles. It is even pos- 
sible to obtain glasses tinted around the 
rims and clear in the center, thus soften- 
ing the glare but not darkening the 
view. 

It’s the optician who makes glasses. It’s 
the oculist who prescribes them. Never 
confuse the two. You need them both. But 
go first to the oculist. He has no substitute. 
He will help you take care of your eyes. 

Care for them you must. Remember, 
you’ve only one pair of them. Be good to 
your eyes. They are very, very good to 
you. 


pie report change of address direct 
to Goop HovusEKEEPING, allowing 5 
weeks before change is to take effect. Send 
your old address together with your new 
one. Copies that have been mailed to an 
old address will not be forwarded to a dif- 
ferent city by the Post Office unless postage 
is sent to the Post Office by the subscriber. 
Avoid such expense and make sure of get- 
ting your copies promptly by notifying 
Goop HovusEKEEPING in advance of any 
change you wish made in your address 








This Lovely Bride, Mrs. Charles Wallen, says... 


“No charm is more appealing 
than a Lovely Skin!” 


T can’t say enough in praise of Camay. 
Tts gentle cleansing seems to freshen my 
complexion ...and no charm is more ap- 
pealing than a fresh and lovely skin. 
(Signed) RUTH ANN WALLEN 


Philadelphia, Pa. (Mrs. Charles S. Wallen) 


February 1, 1939 
UCH MAGIC in the words, “I love you!” 
Such magic, too, in soft, smooth skin. 
“Use Camay!” brides like charming Mrs. 
Wallen tell you, “It helps keep your com- 
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who say, “We use Camay for lovely skin 





e Mrs. D. L. Daves, lovely California bride, is 
one of thousands of happy women everywhere 


plexion so wonderfully soft and smooth!” 

Happy girls who use Camay say no 
other soap seems to have quite the same 
rich, fragrant lather. You'll find that 
Camay cleanses thoroughly, and yet is 
wonderfully mild. 

Today, thousands of girls use Camay 
for complexions, and for a refreshing bath 
of beauty. Camay’s gentle cleansing ‘is a 
wonderful aid to all-over loveliness, to ex- 
quisite daintiness, to fresh, smooth 
skin. You'll like this inexpensive 
care! Get three cakes today! 
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BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 
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said CANARY C-MAN 


CHARLIE CHIRP 













"It was another 
case of a Canary 
who didn’t sing. It 
had me stumped 
for a while, but 
when I looked 


into his cage...” 


“THE SOLUTION 
WAS EASY. 
HIS DIET 
LACKED THB 


LIFT in 


FRENCHS 
BIRD , 
BISCUIT 


Remember, your canary’s diet, like 
your own, should include a suffi- 
ciency of vitamins and minerals— 
also the protective elements in 
yeast. Theyare providedinFrench’s 
Bird Biscuit (in itself worth 
10c). You'll find one in 

BR 
every package of French’s ‘%\.. 
Bird Seed—the clean, 
balanced diet for canaries! 


French’s Bird Gravel \\ 


Aids Digestion 
BIRD SEED aud BISCUIT 


Free Canary Book 


to users of French’s. New edition; 76 pages; 
beautifully illustrated; 12 pages in colors. 
Expert advice on care and treatment of 
canaries. Helpful. Authoritative. Mail box 
top from French’s Bird Seed or French’s 
Bird Gravel, with Coupon below. 
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The R. T. French Co., 2309 Mustard Street, 
Rochester, N. Y. 


Enclosed is box top from French’s. Send me New 
Canary Book postpaid. 


Name 


Address... oi ee eee he Sk ; apatieceos 





Encounter With a Ghost 


(Continued from page 25) 


She had called him single-hearted, an 
idealist, when they were married fifteen 
years before. But values change as one 
grows older. The words she used today 
were “gullible—impractical.” It angered 
her to see shrewder, more calculating men 
get on at his expense. And she knew now 
that Stan would never change. 

Well, she was tired of it. She was done. 

Once more she rubbed thin fog from 
the windowpane and stared out, unseeing. 
Surely it was not her duty to spend her 
whole life assisting at the failure he had 
made of his? There were other things to 
consider. The boys, she thought. Young 
Stan and Johnny, at home in school. She 
missed them horribly. Missed them, she 
knew, more than they did her. They were 
content with their school, and each other, 
and their excellent summer camps. They 
enjoyed their parents’ occasional appear- 
ances from far-off, romantic places in the 
world. It. was she who wanted more: 
Christmas trees at home, Thanksgiving 
turkeys, candles on birthday cakes. She 
sent-her sons stamps and coins, carved 
walrus tusks, strange savage weapons, 
temple bells. But she would rather have 
bought their tennis shoes, their winter 
underwear. 

For Stan’s sake she had given them up 
when John was nine years old. He was 
thirteen now, young Stan fourteen. And 
she was thirty-six. Still time enough to 
go back home and make a new life for 
them and for herself; to bind them more 
closely to her, while they yet were young. 
A house in Cambridge, say, where there 
were good day schools. She had her own 
money; not riches, but enough, A big white 
house somewhere, well out of town. 

And Stan? He had tried an office job in 
the States when the children were very 
young. And when that failed, not once 
but after three separate efforts, he had 
gone back to the field again without her. 
But he had been lost, lonely, a ship with- 
out .a rudder. 


Rvees beat impatient fingers on the 
glass. Perhaps she had loved him more, 
five years ago; perhaps she had still had 
faith in him. She couldn’t remember what 
had sent her off again to this life that was 
made up of endless moving on. Ships, 
trains, hotel rooms— 

But this time she was through. Stan 
could do what he pleased. Chase his will- 
o’-the-wisps alone, or come home and 
make the best of it. Grow dahlias, collect 
Stamps =... 

“Hello, hello,” he said from the doorway. 
oe you'd lost me? Sorry to be so 
ong.” 


The forced heartiness of his voice’ 


warned her that something was wrong 
again. “Well?” she murmured. 

“Evelyn, ’m sorry, but we seem to be 
really stuck this time. Washouts ahead. 
We can’t go on tonight.” 

“Stay here all night? Oh, dear. Well, we 
have the compartment, luckily.” 

“Yes. But you see, the train’s not stay- 
ing. They’re sending it back up the line. 
It’s not so bad as it might be, though. 
We’re just outside a place called Mung-ze, 
or Men-si—” 

“Never heard of it.” 

“T know, but I’ve been making inquiries. 
It used to be a sort of summer resort— 
French, you know—for people from the 
plains, when it was hard to get higher into 
the mountains; and they say there’s still 
a foreign hotel.” 

“It’s sure to be ghastly.” But Evelyn’s 
voice was kinder than her words. A French 
hotel ought not to be too bad. Besides, he 
had said a summer resort, and it was 
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August now. Evelyn felt mildly cheered. 

Standing up, she held out her arms for 
Stan to slip on the jacket of her travel- 
ing suit—dark, uncrushable linen, with a 
stitched linen hat. Considering how long 
she had been separated from her trunks, 
she was still remarkably well turned out. 
That came of careful planning; she wasn’t 
going to spend her life in breeches and 
polo shirts, as did some of the women she 


met. 

Stan’s hands closed tightly on her shoul- 
ders. There was contrition in the gesture, 
and appeal, but Evelyn would not respond 
to them. If he wanted to think she was 
tired and cross, all right. It would be the 
simple truth. After a moment he released 
her, crossed to the open corridor window, 
and called for coolies. 

Men too swarthy and agile for true 
Chinese swarmed into the carriage and 
seized their bags. Following them off the 


-train and down a cindery path toward the 


distant station, Evelyn felt again some- 
thing uncanny and frightening about this 
country. She was glad to find rickshas 
waiting. There was a.sort of comfort even 
in the commonplace business of price- 
talking and giving directions which no one 
seemed quite to understand. 

“Are we the only foreigners?” she 
asked. 

“Looks like it,” Stan answered cheer- 
fully. 

“It can’t be such a very big resort.” 

“T said it used to be—before the trains 
went clear through to Yunnanfu. Here 
you are, honey. Hop in.” 


13 HAD stopped. raining, and Evelyn 
could leave the hood of the ricksha 
down, which was a blessing. Stan rode 
ahead of her, his blond head and wide 
shoulders faintly discernible in the twi- 
light. They jogged on endlessly, it seemed 
to her, passing other rickshas from the sta- 
tion as well as groups of humbler passen- 
gers going on foot to find their night’s 
lodging. Here was the city wall and an 
open gate with sentries on either side; but 
even as the words “Thank goodness!” were 
taking shape in her mind, Stan’s man, then 
hers, and all their luggage bearers, swerved 
to the right, not entering the gate. Down © 
one long side of the wall they went, and 
around a corner, They were west of the 
city now, for she could glimpse red sunset 
through the breaking clouds. ~ 

She remembered that only two days ago 
they had been fugitives. Was it possible 
that word had come ahead and danger 
waited? But that was nonsense—who 
could have known the train would be held 
up just here? And there was nothing 
against Stan, once he had torn his contract 
up and left that town. Nevertheless, Eve- | 
lyn was curiously relieved when they came 
to another gate and saw inside it the shad- 
owy bulk of a big hotel. 

It was larger than she had expected, and 
indubitably foreign; three sides of a quad- 
rangle, two stories high, with veranda run- 
ning all along the front. Ricksha shafts 
clattered down, and the coolies jabbered 
excitedly in shrill, sharp voices. Stan was 
fumbling for money while the last of the 
sunset faded from the sky, and Evelyn 
heard behind her a noise half thud, half 
clang. The city gates were closing for the 
night. She shivered uncontrollably. 

Stan’s voice said: “Here we are. Doesn’t 
look very lovely, I admit. But there are 
lights—a few. And someone is coming 
now.” 

A door had opened, and a fat Chinese 
trotted toward them, carrying an oil lamp. 
Nearer approach showed him gray-haired, 
his round face puckered with wrinkles. 
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THIS "GARDEN PATCH SALAD” 
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GARDEN PATCH SALAD 


Hellmann’s or Best Foods Real Mayonnaise 
Hellmann’s or Best Foods French Dressing 
1 medium-sized head cabbage (21% Ibs.) 
34 cup cooked diced carrots 
1 cup cooked peas 34 cup cooked diced beets 
4 cup diced celery 3 tbsps. chopped onion 
Hollow out a firm head of cabbage, leaving a shell. 
Slice some of the removed cabbage very thin and 
put back in shell. Marinate carrots, peas, celery 
and onion in French Dressing and place in re- 
frigerator for an hour. Just before serving, toss to- 
gether marinated vegetables and beets. Fill cab- 
bage shell. Serve with Real Mayonnaise. Serves 6. 
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Thrillingly luxurious comfort! The most enjoyable moment 
of the day comes when you first crawl into bed and settle down 
on your NEw, deeper Beautyrest mattress! What a blissful sen- 
sation it is, just to lie there, letting your tired body surrender 
to the wonderful “feel” of this great mattress—a mattress that’s 
even more comfortable than any one we ever made before! So 
softly does this NEw Beautyrest yield to your body that you 


Here’s proof the new Beautyrest lasts longer! We guarantee the 
new, deeper Beautyrest for 10 years... but we believe it will 
last far longer under normal use. At the United States ‘Testing 
Co. laboratories at Hoboken, N. J., a Beautyrest was rolled, 
crushed, pounded 489,000 times before it showed any signs 
of wear. No other mattress tested stood up one-third as long! 
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forget you have shoulders, elbows, hips, knees. Its gentle sup- 
port relaxes you. You quickly drop off to sleep...to awake next 
morning, rested and refreshed! . 

Your most important investment in comfort can be your 
mattress. So compare this NEW Beautyrest with any other mat- 
tress. Remember, Beautyrest has many imitators. But no other 
mattress has ALL its advantages. 


a ane es 
Far less turning! You don’t have to turn your Beautyrest nearly 
as often... because its independent spring action keeps it from 
getting out of shape, and because it stays clean inside. Turn it 
according to your usual custom the first several months until 
the felt padding has “leveled.” After that, turn it only four 
or five times a year. Think of the labor that saves! 


ean Cv -and it’s guaranteed for twice as long! 
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Why the new, deeper Beautyrest is more comfortable. The en- hips, your body, your arms. So Beautyrest gives exactly the 


tire new Beautyrest is deeper. Each spring inside its soft cloth PROPER support to every part of your body. Most mattresses 
pocket is deeper! Each spring is separated from all others, and have springs that are all TIED TOGETHER by wire, that do not 
yields independently to the different weights of your feet, your yield independently. . . forming slopes and hollows. 





Extra comfort for a postage stamp a week! With the new 
10-year guarantee, the difference in price between the 
new Beautyrest and an ordinary mattress... is no more 
than the cost of mailing a letter a week ... just a trifle 
considering the years of comfort Beautyrest gives you. 


New Reepoee 
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Consider these points, too, when you buy a mattress! 


You can’t break down the edges! Sit on them all you want, you won’t break 
down Beautyrest’s patented sag-proof edges! They keep the side walls erect 
and neat...bringing ‘‘mid-mattress” comfort to the very edges of the bed! 


Beautyrest stays clean inside! Eight real ventilators in your New, deeper 
Beautyrest expel stale air from inside the mattress—and inhale clean, fresh 
air. So the Beautyrest stays dry and sanitary inside! 


Where comfort counts, it’s Beautyrest! Beautyrest is the symbol of comfort at 
leading hotels. The Biltmore in Los Angeles has Beautyrests. 


Get the new, deeper Beautyrest! See it, today, at any leading furniture or de- 
partment store. ‘Test it... compare it with other mattresses. Notice the rich 
covering fabrics ...see how beautifully Beautyrest “makes up.” 

This supremely comfortable, new, deeper Beautyrest costs only $39.50... 
and easy-payment terms may be arranged. 


Don’t be surprised when you are shown other mattresses supposed to be 
“just as good.” Just remember... there is only ONE Beautyrest! Look for 
this label when you buy your Beautyrest. Why buy 
something cheaper...when long years of luxurious com- 
fort on a Beautyrest will cost you only a fraction of a cent 
more a night! See the Simmons Beautyrest Box Spring— 
designed for use with your Beautyrest mattress. Price 
$39.50. Or get the Simmons Ace Coil Spring at $19.75. 
Simmons Company, world’s largest makers of quality mattresses, springs, 
studio couches—Merchandise Mart, Chicago, Illinois. New York—San Fran- 
cisco—Atlanta. 
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“LUXURY COMFORT FOR A PENNY A NIGHT!“ 
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/LET UP_ LIGHT UP A CAMEL 


\ 
...@ grand way to rest the nerves 


__says famous American designer 


“1 find Camels are So Soothing» 





Elizabeth Hawes—tiny, young, energetic J She cuts into muslin. A few snips 3 Sketching the design. “A de- 
—heads her own couturier salon in the with the shears, and another All- signing job is hard work,” 


social East Sixties of New York. An intense American design is on its way. “Designing she says. “I'd feel like a wreck at 
worker, she designs, sketches; confers with new styles is fun,” she says, “but hard the end of the day—and probably 
drapers, fitters, models... plans the Openings on the nerves sometimes. So when I feel look like one!— if I didn’t ease 
at which her new gowns and wraps are myself getting tense or irritable, that’s up now and then and enjoy a 
shown for the first time. Above, she selects the moment I say to myself: “Elizabeth Camel. It’s,a grand way to rest 
fabrics—her first step in a new design. Hawes, have a Camel!’” the nerves!” 











A “CYPRESS” —the finished design. Cypress-green faille, 

superbly cut, with gleaming coq feathers falling out 
of a show-your-shoulders neckline. Miss Hawes’ clothes 
are internationally known—styled to be wearable for years. 
Miss Hawes, wearing her workmanlike blouse of blue silk, 
looks pleased and at ease as she smokes another Camel. 
““Let up—light up a Camel’ makes sense to me,” she says. 
“Camels are positively soothing to the nerves.” 


Smoke 6 packs 
of Camels and 
find out why 
they are the 
LARGEST- 
SELLING 
CIGARETTE 
IN AMERICA 


Camels are a matchless blend of finer, 
MORE EXPENSIVE TOBACCOS 
—Turkish and Domestic 


Copyright, 1939, R. J. Reynolds 
Tobacco Co., Winston-Salem, N, C, 


RELAXED. The wire fox terrier is noted for its brisk, playful spirit. Apparently, 
always on the go...actually, frequently at ease. When he tires, he instinctively 
rests. His nervous system is so highly strung! Ours is too. Our instincts like- 
wise warn us: Nerves need rest. But will-power and determination may prod 
you to struggle on...till you become tense and irritable. You want to 
be pleasant...you want to enjoy smooth nerves. Why not pause frequently? 
Ease the strain. Let up and light up a Camel. Camels are mild, rich-tasting. 
And smokers find that Camel’s costlier tobaccos are soothing to the nerves. 





He’ was palpably anxious to please them, 
answering all Stan’s questions with eager 
affirmatives. “Want room? Yes, yes, can 
do. Want dinner? Can do. Come this 
way, please. So solly elect’ic light not 
working.” 

They entered a big lounge, passed 
through it toward the stairway. Every- 
thing. outside the pool of light made by 
the lamp was shadowy and formless, filled 
with mystery. Evelyn caught a glimpse of 
chandeliers overhead, and thought that 
with lights the place would doubtless look 
ordinary enough. Perhaps the storm had 
put their power plant out of whack. There 
was a grass mat in the upstairs corridor, 
a musty smell. She lost count of the rooms 
they passed before their guide chose a 
door to open. 

“This one can do? Ve’y nice, I think. 
Good bed, mosquito net.” 
With something like a 
flourish, their guide set 
his lamp down on the 
marble-topped table. 

Evelyn looked about 
her. A large room, almost 
crowded with heavy, 
old-fashioned furniture. 
Pictures in dim gilt 
frames, a washstand with 
flowered bowl and 
pitcher. No plumbing, of 
course. No hope of a 
hot tub. The man was 
already pulling heavy 
net curtains around the 


ed. 

“Oh, Stan, let’s take 
two rooms.’ 

“So solly. No other.” 

No other room in that 
big, quiet place? Where 
were the people, then? 
Out walking after the 
rain? Sitting around in 
the dark, dressing for 
dinner behind drawn 
curtains? At least it was 
nice to know that there 
were other guests. 

“I get bags now,” the 
Chinese said. 

“And how about a little 
hot water, what’s-your- 
name,” Stan cried. 

The fat man turned in 
the doorway, beaming 
memory of an old joke. 
“Englishman name me 
Ping-pong. Look like 
ball, he say, ha-ha. Call 
me Ping-Pong, can do. 
You want hot water, can 
do. Change clothes be- 
fore dinner, maybe?” 

Then one did: dress! 
Evelyn felt vaguely com- 
forted. The place was funny—but all right, 
if people dressed for dinner. She be- 
gan to imagine French officers and their 
wives: colonial secretaries, consuls, diplo- 
mats. Thank goodness she spoke fair 
French, and her clothes would be ade- 
quate, at least. When her bags came, she 
lifted out a dress of dark red net and 
spread it carefully on the bed. It was 
hardly mussed at all. 

Evelyn found even a basin bath and 
powdering restful. She combed out her 
long bob, then left the looking-glass to 
Stan and dressed while he was shaving. 
By the time he finished she was at the 
table with her big compact open, carefully 
making up her face. The light of the lamp 
there shone on her dress and on her white 
shoulders rising above its strapless bodice. 

“My dear, how nice you look! But I’m 
afraid it will be wasted here.” 

She opened wide eyes, looking up at 
him. Eyes of such dark brown were almost 
startling with her fair hair and skin; they 


changed mere prettiness to something dif- 
ferent and more significant. Without put- 
ting down her silver tube of lip rouge, she 
murmured some indistinct words about 
well-dressed Frenchwomen. 

“Honey, the French you'll see here will 
be shopkeepers with fat wives, provincial 
clerks, and the like. Nobody the least bit 
smart. This place is passé now.” 

“He said dress for dinner.” 

“He meant dinner wasn’t ready.” 

“Well, I can’t change now. I don’t sup- 
pose it matters.” Evelyn was thinking that 
if there were even one person who might 
notice, she didn’t want to look a frump. 
It was different for men; Stan was all right 
in a clean shirt and shorts. Her skirts made 
a soft froufrou about her as she went to- 
ward the door. “Ready?” she asked across 
her shoulder. Then her voice changed, 
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PIONEER MOTHERS 


WIND-SWEPT and sun-baked and dark with bitter rain, 

The prairies lay before them as they crossed the unmapped loam— 
Beautiful and desolate, a silent fateful plain, 
3 Holding somewhere in its heart the precious thing called home. 


AND the gentle loving women who had left their gentle hills 
Looked out from slatted bonnets, high courage in their eyes, 
Drawn forward by the promise of their own doors’ new-laid sills, 
Of windows facing toward the sun, of walls that were to rise. 


THEIR faces white with strange fatigue, their babies at their breast, 
Their men beside them as they rocked across the unknown land, 

They dreamed of happy days ahead, of toil and peace and rest, 

With a never-failing God to hear, and help, and understand. 


THIS is the land they left us now, O women of today! 

How can our hands be idle now? How can our courage die? 
This is the heritage they left the time they went away 
Upon a long trek through the pathless meadows of the sky. 


HOW can we fail these mothers who blazed a shining trail? 
How can we tear their altars down and raise none of our own? 

O sheltered women of today! We must not, dare not, fail 

The bravest, strongest mothers that the world has ever known. 


By Grace Noll Crowell 


growing sharp and frightened. “Stan! It’s 


black as pitch out here. Bring the lamp.” 


“Tll get my flashlight. Too bad about 
the lights.” 

The door swung wider open as she 
waited, and a patch of yellow lamplight 
fell on the opposite wall. She saw a broken 
switch, a tangle of dusty, rusted wires. 
So solly electic light not working—Ping- 
pong had said it as if they’d gone out of 
commission today or yesterday. But they 
must have been like that for months, for 
years! Those wires would never carry 
electric power again. 

“I think this place is scary,” she mur- 
mured when Stan came. “Spooky, sort of.” 

“It’s old, that’s all. And out of repair. 
But we’re mighty lucky to find it.” 

“But why are the rooms all full?” 

He flashed his light against closed doors. 
“Oh, they aren’t. Ping-pong just didn’t 
want to bother opening up another.” 

“Well, I don’t like it.” 

Lamplight came palely up the stairs to 
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meet them, and in the lower hall Ping- 
pong was waiting. “Eat dinner now? Can 
do. This way.” 

A table for two had been set in the big 
dining room; there were candles in silver 
holders, a linen cloth, wine glasses. 

“Come now,” Stan cried heartily, “this 
is something like.” 

But Evelyn looked away from that bright 
oasis to the surrounding shadows. “I don’t 
see your shopkeepers and their wives.” 

Stan laughed. “I guess they all ate 
early.” 

Suddenly Evelyn was shaking with 
anger, weariness, and fright. She gripped 
the table, leaning across it toward him. 
Candlelight fell on her yellow hair, her 
bare white shoulders and dark, angry eyes; 
on the dress the color of red carnations. 
“Stanton Baird, you know perfectly well 
there’s nobody in this 
place but us. And it’s too 
big, too quiet. It isn’t 
natural. It’s—it’s ghost- 
like. And I’m scared.” 

“Of the ghosts?” he in- 
quired. “Now see here, 
Evelyn! You didn’t turn 
a hair two days ago when 
you really had some 
cause to.” 

“But this is weird. 
Haunted, sort of. And 
we're all alone in it.” 

“Of course we aren’t. 
There’s Ping-pong here, 
for one. I suppose you 
aren’t afraid of him? And 
there are others; i’ve 
seen some lights here 
and there. But the fact 
is, we're the only first- 
class passengers, as you 
might say. The only ones 
who rate all this elegance 
and can be expected to 
pay for it.” 

“Tf they think we’re so 
rich, they’ll probably 
murder us in our sleep.” 

“Sh-h! Here’s Ping- 
pong.” 

Fish appeared before 
them; white wine was 
poured into glasses. 
“Solly no soup,” the fat 
man said, and vanished, 
panting. 

“T believe he’s the 
whole works,” Stan an- 
nounced. “‘Landlord, 
bellhop, room boy, cook, 
and waiter. This fish is 
all right, anyway. Try 
some.” 

“Tm not hungry.” In- 
stead Evelyn lifted her 
wine glass and took a 
small, disdainful sip. “Why, it’s good! It’s 
really good.” 

“Is it?” His voice was skeptical, but a 
moment later he set his glass down with 
an incredulous smile. “Perhaps this place 
is haunted after all!” 

Evelyn had begun to eat her fish. In her 
opinion, good wine was like dressing for 
dinner—a sign of respectability. Ping- 
pong came and went, light-footed for all 
his weight. He took away the fish plates, 
brought chicken cooked with rice and 
mushrooms, changed the wine, and mur- 
mured that he was solly, no solod. Evelyn 
was suddenly cheerful, almost gay. It was 
going to be all right, a night’s adventure, 
a story to tell the boys when she was home 
again. The haunted inn, the waiter who 
called himself Ping-pong—they would 
laugh at that. 

They were drinking coffee—surprisingly 
bad, considering the excellence of every- 
thing else—when the man came again. 
“One visitor to see Master.” 
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“Who on earth!” Stan exclaimed. “Well, 
fetch him along.” 

“Come this way, please,” Ping-pong said 
across his shoulder, and a tall Chinese 
stepped out of the shadows behind him. 
He wore a gown of silver-gray silk, and 
gold teeth flashed when he smiled. 

“Mr. Baird, you do not remember me, 
I guess.” 

“I remember you very well.” Stan 
boasted of never forgetting names and 
faces; if only, thought Evelyn, he were as 
keen in other ways! “Evelyn, this is Mr. 
Tam, an old friend of mine. This lady is 
my wife.” 

Mr. Tam’s narrowed eyes surveyed 
Evelyn. 

“Sit down, Tam,” Stan urged. “Have 
some coffee?” 

By raising his hand, palm outward, Mr. 
Tam refused. The uncertain light flickered 
across his silver gown, across his face, 
showing shadows beneath the eyes. Dark 
lines ran downward from his nostrils, 
framing his mouth with its fixed smile and 
its incongruous gilded teeth. Evelyn stared 
at him, twisting her hands together. 

“Mr. Baird, I have been told that you 
were on the train today, and so I hunt you 
up with a small matter of business.” 


TH next few moments moved, for Eve- 
lyn, with the precision and finality of a 
nightmare. She was not surprised to hear 
Stan saying that yes, he knew the tribal 
country a little ... Mmm-hmn,, he, too, 
had often wondered about their silver 
mines ... Why, yes, he could go with Mr. 
Tam, to meet his friends and consider a 
proposition— 

At last he remembered her. “You won’t 
mind, dear? I shan’t be long. Maybe there 
are some books or something here.” 

“You know very well there aren’t.” 

As Mr. Tam moved discreetly toward 
the door, leaving them alone, she went on 
through half-closed lips, 

“How did he know you were here, any- 
way?” 

“From someone on the train, of course. 
I talked with half a dozen different chaps.” 

“You must be mad to go off with him 
at this time of night.” 

“It’s only a quarter to nine.” 

“Why not wait till tomorrow?” 

“The train may leave any time after 
daybreak.” 

“But this place is so queer! And you 

remember what happened barely two days 
ago.” 
“Yes,” Stan nodded grimly, “and I know 
it was my fault. I don’t need telling. But 
this is different. I’ve known Tam for years; 
he’s a wealthy man, with lots of mining 
interests. Anything he puts me onto will 
be all right. And—Evelyn, ve wondered 
for donkeys’ years where the tribespeople 
in these mountains get their silver. There’s 
a good thing waiting for somebody, all 
right.” 

He was off again. Another rainbow, an- 
other pot of gold. Evelyn felt a moment’s 
sympathy, a quick uprush of tenderness 
that was half-maternal: Oh, Stan, my dear, 
be careful. But she put the impulse by. 
Hereafter she was going to think about 
herself. Lifting her chin, she said, “You 
don’t mind leaving me in this ghastly place 
alone?” 

“I’m sorry, of course, because it will be 
dull for you. But you're perfectly safe. 
You can go upstairs if you like and bar 
the door, and my gun is there—not that 
you'll need it. Or shall I take you up 
before I go?” 

She shook her head impatiently. “Go, 
if you must, and get it over with.” 

“Good girl.” He bent above her chair, 
and his lips just brushed her forehead. 
“This may be the chance I’ve waited for, 
Evvie.” 

A moment later she was alone. Then, 
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taking the branched candlestick in one 
hand and lifting her long skirts with the 
other hand, she started up the stairs. It 
was silly to be afraid, but the feeling of 
strangeness engendered by the whole 
scene—the empty rooms below, the thick, 
almost tangible darkness of the night, the 
clinging aura of decay—caught at her 
throat, and she paused involuntarily. Per- 
fectly safe, Stan had said; perfectly safe, 
her footsteps echoed, on up the stairway 
and along the endless corridor, until with 
a gasp of terror she realized that she must 
have passed her room. One closed door 
was like another, and no glimmer of light 
showed anywhere. She might go back 
downstairs again, find Ping-pong—if she 
could. Or knock on these closed doors, 
one after one? She lifted white knuckles, 
let them fall. There was a rustling near 
her—whispering . . . No, there wasn’t. As 
she held the candlestick higher, its light 
fell on a familiar bunch of torn wire ends. 
Then her room was just across. With al- 
most a sob of thankfulness she turned the 
knob, and the whispering came alive and 
swooped at her. 

Evelyn screamed, and threw.the candle- 
stick. The flames went out. She fled shriek- 
ing along the corridor. “Ping-pong! Help! 
Help! Come quick!” * 

Ping-pong was cross. He had worked 
many hours to please the foreigners, and 
he had still his washing up to do, and all 
his fine, seldom-used best dishes to count 
and lock away again. He had, moreover, 
to make out a bill that would be large 
enough to pay him well for his trouble, 
and not too large to collect. It would take 
time. And now he had this foolish person 
on his hands, afraid of a few bats. 

“You open door to place not used,” he 
reproached. “No windowpanes in there. 
Many bats, therefore.” 

“They scared me!” Evelyn gasped. 

“They follow light. Put out light, bime- 
by all gone.” 

“But I can’t sit in the dark with bats 
around. There are hundreds of them up» 
there.” 

“Not so many. Maybe forty-fifty.” 


a ‘UNIMPORTANT difference, to her 
mind. And if there were no window- 
panes, and all those bats, what else couldn’t 
there be? Mice, centipedes, snakes, evon. 
“I can’t go back upstairs.” 

He clucked impatiently. “If candles here, 
they come down. Maybe so you go store, 
wait for Master?” 

“Is there a store here? Is it open now?” 

“Got nice store, always open.” 

“Well—” Even as she hesitated, dark 
wings brushed overhead. “Oh, all right! 
Pll go anywhere out of this.” 

Ping-pong led her outside down the 
long veranda, holding his lamp to show 
where the boards were broken, till they 
came at length to a lighted window and 
a door with narrow glass panels. Ping- 
pong pushed it open. “Elder Lord,” he said 
in Chinese, “here is a lady. She will buy | 
something perhaps.” 

“Ah, madame!” 

Evelyn saw at once that the man Ping- 
pong addressed as Elder Lord was French, 
that he was very, very old. When she came 
in, he had risen from his chair beside a 
table with solitaire cards laid out, and now 
stood looking with some astonishment at 
the lady in her fine dress. It was long since 
he had had a customer like this. 

“I go,” Ping-pong announced, remem- 
bering his unfinished work. 

“You wish to make some purchases, 
madame?” Evelyn’s French was compe- 
tent, but she had to listen sharply to catch 
the faintly spoken words. “We have not 
very much to sell in these days.” 

“Tll just look round a bit, if you don’t 
mind.” 

“By all means. I will show you.” 
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They made a solemn tour of half-stocked 
shelves. There were canned delicacies of 
various sorts, with faded labels; riding 
whips, a saddle or two, a pearl-handled 
gun. The old man bent down, pulling at 
a drawer. “And here are ladies’ things, 
but all outmoded now, I fear.” 

While he held the lamp, Evelyn looked 
at black lace stockings, side combs set with 
brilliants, a corset pinched in at the waist, 
beribboned camisoles. Shades of 1900— 
1910? She shook her head, unable to date 
these things, wondering which of them to 
buy to pay him for his trouble. 

“To tell you the truth,” she said ab- 
ruptly, “I came here because I was lonely 
and a little frightened. My husband had 
to go out, and the hotel is dreary.” 

“But of course, madame. It is most un- 
derstandable. Will you not be seated, and 
wait here for monsieur?” 

She saw then that his hands were trem- 
bling, and knew that he would be glad 
to go back to his chair. 

His skin looked paper-white and thin 
as paper; his hair and beard were almost 
transparent, so fine, so white, like fila- 
ments of spun glass. She would not take 
his armchair, but pulled up a stool on the 
other side of the table and rested her chin 
on her hands. . 

“It’s odd,” she ventured, “to find a place 
like this, such a big empty place, ’way 
off here.” 

E did not answer for a moment, and she 
thought that he had dropped into an 

old man’s easy sleep. Then his eyes opened 
again, a blue, childlike gaze. “What you 
see here, it is a failed ambition, a lost hope. 
This was all made by my son-in-law, 
Georges Martin, and by my daughter 
Laure, although she never quite believed 
with her whole heart. Georges planned for 
splendid things, you understand, a great 
establishment; he was a visionary always. 
Laure was the practical one. She counseled 
him sometimes, and even warned at first; 
but afterward, when things went wrong— 
then she said nothing, though she stood 
by to the end.” His eyes met Evelyn’s with 
a smile, half-mischievous, half-sweet. 
“Good wives are made so, eh, madame?” 

Evelyn’s answering smile was mechani- 
cal; she dropped her lashes. Good wives 
don’t have to be fools, she told herself. 
Her thoughts wandered for a moment, 
thinking of Stan. Behind his light words 
these last two days, his carefully inexpres- 
sive face, there had been a desperate, half- 
panicky appeal for reassurance, but she 
had not responded. She was finished. 

“So it is finished,” the old man said, 
echoing her unspoken thought. “Now there 
remains but me and the good lad Ping- 
pong, who cares for me and for the hotel 
when there is business. That is not often; 
everything tumbles down about our heads. 
But it will last my time, perhaps. I am 
ninety-one years old, madame.” 

“A very great age,” said Evelyn cour-— 
teously. “You have had much interesting 
experience, no doubt.” 

It was like a dream to sit there listening, 
while he rambled on with the loquacity 
of the old, telling of the hotel in its brief 
heyday, the little year or two when the 
fashionable world of Indo-China had been 
aware of it. “Many came then, like you, 
madame—fine ladies, men of quality. We 
were gay, you understand, with tennis, a 
riding club, dancing at night. In the best 
days we had our orchestra, and afterward 
it was Laure who played the piano, if there 
were even two or three couples to dance.” 

Evelyn thought of the musty corridor 
with its closed secretive doors, of the room 
where bats lived now, and of herself, put- 
ting on her pretty dinner dress. She had 
not been quite wrong after all; she had 
only been thirty years or so too late. She 
shivered a little, imagining almost too viv- 
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\idly the life that had been: voices and 
laughter, men with dark mustaches and 
fancy waistcoats, women in tight-waisted 
ball gowns, swish of trains and rustle of 
taffeta petticoats, the tinkle of old dance 
music—waltzes, two-steps—Laure Martin 
at the piano. 

Suddenly there was born in her a pas- 
sionate, illogical desire to see this un- 
known woman and talk with her. To 
defend herself for—for what? She looked 
beyond her companion, deep into the 
shadowy, long room, They were alone 
here; surely. they were all alone? He was 
murmuring now about the railroad, trains 
that no longer ran, the difference the war 
had made. Yes, people had ceased to come 
to the hotel. 

“But still Georges would not give up. 
He would not leave. My daughter could 
have persuaded him, perhaps, for hers was 
the stronger spirit, and she was able. She 
was the practical one. She had been of- 
fered a hotel managership in Saigon—a 
good thing, that. But Georges was a man 
no longer young, you understand, and this 
had been his dream. Laure said, if you rob 
a man of his dreams, then what is left?” 

(He could grow dahlias, or collect 
stamps ...) Evelyn spoke quickly. “She 
is not here now, vour-daughter?” 

“They are both gone, madame. She first, 
then Georges, a very little later. Some 
fifteen years ago, I think, although it may 
be longer. Time passes, one forgets. I can- 
not tell you when it was she died.” 

The lamp flickered: the shadows seemed 
to creep a little closer. 

“Truly a brave spirit,” Evelyn mur- 
mured. 

“This is her picture, here. Taken a little 
while before she left us.” He lifted it from 
its place beside him and put the heavy 
silver frame into her hands. 


AN old-fashioned photograph, carefully 
posed, showing bare neck and shoul- 
ders above a gauzy scarf, dark; smooth hair 
in a pompadour. She was young, Evelyn 
thought; then changed the word to age- 
less. Nothing of disappointment or defeat 
showed in the oval face with its steadfast, 
confident eyes. But surely her life had 
been all failure, all discouragement. 
Wasted, Evelyn wanted to cry. Thrown 
away— There was no one to hear. She said 
abruptly, 

“Your daughter looks happy.” 

“Yes, she was happy, madame. She 
loved him very much, you see.” 

c There was a little silence. Evelyn still 

re y held the picture, bending her fair head 

ee over it, almost seeming to listen for some 

answer to her unspoken challenge. “You 

were thrown away—a failure.” How would 
the other wife reply? 

Steps pounded along the veranda, and 
the door was flung violently open. “Evelyn! 
Evelyn! Oh, my darling! You weren’t in 
the room, I didn’t know what had hap- 
pened to you, I didn’t know where you 
were.” 

“Why, Stan!” 

He mopped sweat from his forehead, 
tried to laugh away emotion. “Sorry. 
*Scuse the fuss. I’ve been nervous all eve- 
( ning, leaving you alone. I knew you were 

, | timid about the place, and I came back 
early, and you weren’t there ... Oh, Ev- 
vie!” 

Her voice was gentle. “I’ve been all 
right. I’ve been finding out where the pre- 
war coffee comes from.” And she had 
learned something more than that, some 
wordless Ct ae almost achieved a 

m= moment before he came. 
1O¢—3tor25¢ “If anything had happened to you!” 

Like a lost child without her, a rudder- 
less ship. She made a motion to put down 
the photograph, and her eyes met those 
calm, pictured eyes that told of triumph, 
not failure. Laure Martin, who had long 
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been dead—and was not dead at all. In 
that instant the message came through, 
the words as clear as if they had been 
spoken aloud: 

“Love suffereth long, and is kind... 
Love never faileth.” 

Very gently Evelyn set the picture back 
on the table. “Monsieur, I thank you.” 

But while the strangers spoke together, 
the old man had dozed off, waiting for 
Ping-pong to come, for the long, long day 
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to end. He barely opened his eyes to mum- 


ble good-evening when Stan and Evelyn 


left, and her second, whispered thank-you 
was not meant for him. 

Along the veranda again, with the same 
careful stepping over the broken places, 
across the shadowy lobby, up the stairs. 
Her arm was so tight against Stan’s side 
that she could count his heartbeats. 

She would always miss the boys; the 
birthday cakes and Thanksgiving turkeys 
and Christmas trees. But she knew her 
sons were not dependent on her now, for 
she had given them the precious gift of 
self-reliance. It was Stan who needed her. 
Words from the evening’s encounter still 
seemed to ring in her mind like little bells: 
“Hers was the stronger spirit .. .” But 
without love, her strength was nothing. 
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The big house she had planned would have 
been a shell, more empty, more hollow 
even than this echoing ruin. 

How many times Laure Martin must 
have walked down this corridor, her head 
held high, her spirit gallant and unde- 
feated. Evelyn’s eyes searched the shadows 
that fell away from Stan’s flashlight only 
to gather again behind them. “For now we 
see through a glass, darkly; but then face 
to face.” 

Tomorrow she must talk to Stan about 
this scheme of Mr. Tam’s, they must de- 
cide whether to take it up or look for 
something else together. That was to- 
morrow. But tonight—her hand slipped 
down, feeling for his, and he grasped it 
convulsively. 

“If anything had happened to you, 
Evvie!” 

“Well, something did, my goodness! 
About five hundred bats!” 

But the rest of it was safe in her heart 
forever. 
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Too bad the town 
Doesn’t need a crier! 
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Her ashes are falling, 
She knows not where— 
But so long as they fall 
She doesn’t care. 
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yesterday. In strolled Daisy—with her whole shoul- downtown on Monday. I’'dbeen shop- explained more fully. And with that she marched 
der aquiver with orchids. Naturally, the girls were _ ping all afternoon, and I wasn’t up over to a counter and came back in a flash with 
dying to find out who'd sent them. But Daisy just to par anyway. “Daisy,” I moaned, a package. “I just got you a box of Modess,” 
smiled mysteriously and said, “Wouldn't you like “I’m so chafed and uncomfortable I she said, “and Ill deliver 7 and you right to 


to know?” Ha-ha, I thought, wouldn’t Daisy like can’t go another step. Let’s stop in your door. Come on—my car’s outside .. 
to know! here and have a soda.” 





“Now for some scissors,” were her first words “You bet Modess is softer,” Daisy con- | So—the truth is that Daisy’s orchids came from me/ 


when we got home. I handed them to her— tinued. “And what’s more, it’s safer’ | Modess gave me such wonderful relief—both from 
and she cut a Modess pad in two and showed There’s a moisture-resistant backing in- chafing and worry—that I thought a corsage of 
me the soft, fluffy filler. I was amazed at the side every Modess pad!’’ Whereupon __ orchids was none too great a reward. And to make the 


difference between the “‘fluff-type” filler in she took out the backing...and dropped __ thrill greater, I left out my card—so Daisy would 
Modess and the layer-type pads I'd been some water on it. Safer is right!—_Not a _ think they came from an admiring beau. 
in the habit of buying! drop went through! 


Get in the habit of saying “Modess”| 


(IF YOU PREFER A NARROWER, SLIGHTLY SMALLER PAD, ASK FOR MODESS JUNIOR) 
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WALT BEE 
" GOOFY ani WKBUR 


WO fishermen a-fishing go, 
Upon a summer’s day. 
But all they catch is one wee fish 
Which Goofy throws away. 








“Come, Wilbur, there are bigger fish, 
As everybody knows.” 

Poor Wilbur gulps, and hangs his head, 
And twists his little toes. 


Then, breathing deep, he gives a hop, 
Because he has a hunch. 

The fishes all come swimming ’round. 
“Qh, boy!” they said. ‘‘Here’s lunch!” 





But Wilbur fiddles with his feet; 
His plot he now reveals. 

He leaps into the waiting net; 
The fishes at his heels. . 


How Goofy works to pile them in! 
“You did it all,” says he. 

Says Wilbur, puffing out his chest, 
“Say, are you telling me?” 


Out-Accelerates...Out-Climbs 
and QUTSELLS the Field! 


More nimble in traffic . . . more powerful on the 







hills .. . and the fastest-selling car in America! 


If you want to ‘‘go stepping” in a big way this spring and 
summer—and for many a month to come—here’s your 
‘‘car-key’”’ to the city and the entire country! 

You’ll lead the way in a Chevrolet—the biggest-selling 
car in America during seven out of the last eight years— 
and the liveliest of all low-priced cars! 






No other car 





combines all these famous features: | It’s faster on the getaway, it’s better on the hills, 

and more economical all the time, than other cars in 

EXCLUSIVE VACUUM GEARSHIFT its price range . . . because it alone is powered with 

NEW AERO-STREAM STYLING, NEW Chevrolet’s famous Valve-in-Head Engine, the master 
BODIES BY FISHER motor of the low-price field! 

NEW LONGER RIDING-BASE . It’s the best performer in the entire field of economy 


/ cars, and the only low-priced car combining all the beauty, 
eS 55 MORSEEO MER VALVE-INCHEAD) SIX . comfort and safety advantages listed on this page. 


PERFECTED HYDRAULIC BRAKES : But riding beats reading, so please visit your Chevrolet 
NEW “OBSERVATION CAR” VISIBILITY . dealer and sell yourself a new Chevrolet today! 
' PERFECTED KNEE-ACTION RIDING SYSTEM | CHEVROLET MOTOR DIVISION, General Motors Sales Corporation, 


DETROIT, MICHIGAN. General Motors Instalment Plan —conven- 
ient, economical monthly payments. A General Motors Value. 


with Improved Shockproof Steering 
(Available on Master De Luxe models only) 


* TIPTOE-MATIC CLUTCH 





CHEVROLET 


The only low-priced car combining "ALL THAT’S BEST AT LOWEST COST!” 
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UIBB Dental Geam 


The Priceless Ingredient of Every Product is the Honor and Integrity of Its Maker 
86 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





How Tall Will My Child Be? 


(Continued from page 61) 
the rate given in the table, if he is shorter 
year by year than children of his own age 
living under the same surroundings, he 
should be taken to the doctor for exami- 
nation—we advise an X-ray in doubtful 
cases—and treatment. 

Whether a short child should be treated 
by hypodermics of a hormone from the 
pituitary, by thyroid, or by other glandu- 
lar medication is a question for the doctor 
to decide after he has made a careful study 
of the child and his previous rate of 
growth, seen X-rays of his knees and 
wrists, given a basal-metabolism test, and 
made any other test indicated. Glandu- 
lar growth stimulation must be done under 
careful medical supervision. [Dr. Kenyon 
will be glad to write to any physician who 
may wish to know more about this growth 
problem as it affects individual cases. She 
cannot give any medical advice to par- 
ents.— ED. ] 

Since 1929 I have been interested in the 
stimulation of growth in short children 
and at present have a group of eighty who 
are under extensive treatment. Of these, 
one-third show marked acceleration in 
growth. The change in this group is re- 
markable. Another one-third have defi- 
nitely speeded up their rate of growth, but 
do not show so great a change as the first 
group. The entire eighty show great im- 
provement in general health. There have 
been no undesirable results. 


ARENTS whose children are below 
height for their age but are relatively 
average in other respects may increase 
such children’s chances for growth by im- 
proving their living, dietetic, and environ- 
mental conditions. Studies show that chil- 
dren born into privileged homes where 
good food, long hours for outdoor play, a 
regular bedtime hour, and summer vaca- 
tions are taken as a matter of course are 
taller on the whole than children deprived 
of adequate nutrition and sunshine. 

Every day a growing child should have 
simple wholesome food, such as milk, eggs, 
fruit, green vegetables, cereals, and bread. 
He should have additional mineral salts 
and vitamins if the doctor advises them. 
His school routine should allow for some 
time each day out-of-doors and in the 
sunshine. He should not be pushed in his 
studies, work, or play beyond his capacity 
to recuperate quickly. Summer vacations 
should mean a time of leisure and, if pos- 
sible, a change in climate. Camp life will 
be especially valuable to your child be- 
tween the ninth and eleventh year. At all 
times his hours for sleep should be long, 
so that he will awaken refreshed. 

Do not overlook chronic infections such 
as might come from tooth and gum dis- 
turbances, infected tonsils, discharging . 
ears, swollen glands, sinus trouble, recur- 
ring boils, as these may retard growth. 
You will find that it pays to take your 
child to a doctor for a health examination 
every six months. This is especially 
important if your child belongs to the 
shorter-than-average group. 


BABY'S FIRST YEAR 


Is his most important. Dr. Kenyon's second 
series of eight letters will help you and 
him through this period. For fifty cents in 
stamps Series || will be sent complete, in- 
cluding a pattern for a cap to keep flaring 


ears flat while the cartilage is soff. Or 
send ten cents in stamps for the earcap 
pattern only. PRINT your name and ad- 
dress plainly, enclose stamps; address 
Health and Happiness Club, Good House- 
keeping, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 





Right of Way 


(Continued from page 45) 
to have the girl the oldest. She had been 
the oldest of four children herself—three 
brothers younger than she was. 

A strange day. At first she had been 
frightened. Terribly frightened. Her hand, 
clinging to Bill’s, had been icy. Ahead of 
her, as they drove to the hospital, she saw 
the valley of the shadow. 

“T think,” Laura said, and gripped Bill’s 
hand hard, “I think I’ve got stage fright.” 

“Stage fright?” he said, and looked down 
at her with his eyes very bright in his hag- 
gard young face. “I never heard of such a 
thing. Why should you have stage fright?” 

Laura squirmed in her seat and met 
pain head-on. “Well—I’m new at this busi- 
ness,” she said. “I don’t want to make a 
fool of myself.” 

“You won't,” Bill said. “You’ve been 
wanting a baby ever since I first met you. 
Say, remember the night I asked you to 
marry me? Did you say yes or no? Re- 
member what you said, Laurie?” 

The memory flooded back to her and 
was unbearably sweet. So long she had 
been hoping that he would ask her. They 
didn’t have much money. But Laura was 
wise and careful. Her demands would not 

_be stupid or exorbitant. A woman’s busi- 
ness was to make a home, to use money 
well, to understand how to make the most 
of it. If only, she had thought, he loves me 
and wants to live with me always. That’s 
all I want. 

So he had asked her, shyly, gently, 
brusquely. “If you think we could make 
a go of it,” he’d said. “’m making thirty 
dollars a week. That’s not much. But Ill 
try—and I need you so, Laurie.” 

She hadn’t said yes or no. Remembering, 
she realized Bill was quite right. She had 
said: ‘Darling, we’d have to have babies. 
I want a baby. I’ve always wanted one. 
Tll marry you—but it has to be on the 
understanding that we have a baby.” 
Oe THE way to the hospital she’d thought 

only that she must carry herself well. 
Make herself behave. I should loathe be- 
ing one of those women who squeal and 
yell and are yellow at the finish, she 
thought. Actually ’m welcoming someone 
I’ve known for a long time. At last we are 
to meet face to face. It’s going to be so 
wonderful. I’m so anxious, so curious, 
so thrilled to know—at long last. But I 
mustn’t disturb anybody. 

“T never had a better patient,” the doc- 
tor had said. : 

Then she had the boy on her arm. Such 
a funny baby. Not pretty. Oh, not at all 
pretty. Rather like Bill. And—such a per- 
sonality. His hair stood right up on end. 
Laura chuckled with delight every time 
she saw him. 

They were really awful in hospitals. 
You hardly ever saw your baby. You 
never had time to make friends with him. 
They were so efficient and sanitary and 
careful. A baby’s own mother didn’t have 
any rights at all. 

But today she was going home. She 
would bathe him herself and take care of 
him and have time to talk the whole thing 
over with him. They’d have long hours 
together—she and her son. 

Watching the nurse pack the pretty 
suitcase, Laura surrendered to ecstasy. 
The little room in their home on the north 
end of Manhattan was waiting for him. 
Not much room, of course. But still it was 
his. All the things she had planned for him 
would come true now. The long view 
stretched before her. A child. At last she 
had a child of her own. 

There had been some measure of sacri- 
fice. They didn’t have much money. They 
would have to give up a great many things 
for this young man. But she saw the future 


You'll never know 


CAN SPARKLE 


until you use this thrilling new Halo Shampoo that removes dull 
film — and thus reveals the natural brilliance of your hair! 


IM THROUGH WITH OLD-STYLE” 


SHAMPOOS THAT SO OFTEN LEAVE DULL 
FILM TO MAKE MY HAIR ORAB AND 
MESSY LIKE THIS ! 


NOW I USE 
HALO SHAMPOO 
BECAUSE IT REMOVES 
DULL FILM, SO MY 
HAIR GLISTENS AND 
SETS BEAVTIFULLY 

700 ! 


Thousands hail amazing new HALO 
Shampoo! Not oil, not soap! Leaves 
your hair sparkling with natural 
lustre, manageable and soft as silk! 


O WONDER women cheer the thrill- 
ing new HALO SHAMPOO that con- 
tains no soap! For here is one liquid sham- 





poo that beautifies a/] types of hair! 

Yes! After a Halo shampoo, normal, oily 
or dry-looking hair of any color reveals 
breath-taking, natural highlights that men 
admire! Most astonishing—unruly,‘‘wild”’ 
hairisamazingly manageableafter washing! 

You will rejoice, too, once you see Halo’s 
startling results! No matter what kind of 
hair you have—Halo will free it of dulling 
film, to uncover a glamorous, natural 
sparkle you never knew it possessed! 


Does Not Irritate Scalp 


So don’t suffer any longer with shampoos 
that irritate the scalp. Don’t suffer, either, 
with unrinsable film so often left by many 
kinds of ‘‘old-style’’ shampoos... gummy 
film that holds the dirt and covers up the 
natural brilliance of your hair. 

Try this remarkable Halo Shampoo, to- 
day. Discover how radiant and clean your 
hair really can be! Actual retouched photos 
show what marvelous improvement this 
new shampoo may make. See how your 








AT ALL DRUG, DEPARTMENT AND 10c STORES 
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hair can gleam after a Halo shampoo! 
Results are exciting because Halo is ut- 
terly different in three ways. 


Different in Three Ways 


First: Halo contains NO soap! Thus it can- 
not leave sticky film on hair to hide its 
natural lustre, as many types of ‘‘old-fash- 
ioned’’ shampoos often do. Yet Halo makes 
more lather than soap, in hardest water. 
One sudsing washes away dirt and loose 
dandruff. Removes cloudy film often left 
by other shampoos. So lemon or vinegar 
rinses are not needed. You save time and 
trouble. Yet your hair is free of film .. . al- 
luringly fragrant, cleaner, more brilliant! 


SeEcoNnD: Halo is NOT an oil! Leaves hair 
silky-soft, ready to set beautifully in place. 
But never sticky or greasy. j 
THIRD: Halo contains NO harmful, harsh 
chemicals! Does not irritate scalp. Colgate- 
Palmolive-Peet guarantees it is safe for nor- 
mal, oily or dry hair. Halo has also been 
approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. 
Thousands have thrilled to the natural 
beauty Halo reveals in the hair. And a 
single Halo shampoo will prove a revela- 
tion to you! Get this amazing new HALO 
SHAMPOO at toilet goods counters. 10c 
50c and $1.00 bottles. Economical large 
sizes save money. Try Halo today. You 
too, can have lustrous hair this new way! 





HALO SHAMPOO 
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4 miles in 5 
are STOP-and-GO 


Stop-and-Go driving uses up 
more gasoline than any other 
kind of driving you do. But 
just as careful buying of foods 
saves money, so you save by 
buying the right gasoline. 

Super-Shell is refined espe- 
cially for Stop-and-Go. Use 
Super-Shell regularly and your 
savings will count up. 


SUPER-SHELL 


The Gasoline 
Guaranteed by 
Good Housekeeping 


AS ADVERTISED THEREIN 
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stretching ahead. So magnificent. This was 
one child who should have everything. 
Not money. That didn’t matter. But he 
should have such happiness, such under- 
standing, such knowledge. I shall never 
let him see me without a smile on my face, 
Laura thought. Never. When he looks at 
me, I shall always smile at him. 

Secretly she looked at herself in the 
mirror. Not beautiful. But Bill loves me. 
Then his son will love me, too. In a year 
he will be speaking—making sounds. 
Then he will be a sturdy little boy going 
to school, and then he will be lanky and 
funny and awkward; but we shall under- 
stand him and love him. Then he will be 
grown up, a real person—a man. 

Bill came in then. He looked unusually 
tall and lanky and impressed. It seemed to 
him quite remarkable that Laura was pre- 
pared to take all this great responsibility. 
The hospital had done it all up to now. 
Now Laura was to do it all by herself. He 
felt shy and awkward at the mere thought 
of it. Everything was going to be so dif- 
ferent now. Their lives would be changed. 
The baby was coming home. Bill was very 
pleased because they said the baby looked 
like him. He had never admitted to Laura 
how excited he was about the baby. As 
long as she wanted it so much it was just 
as well to let her think it was all her idea. 
But Bill had wanted a baby, too. 

Funny, to think of their having a baby. 
A son. Why, there had been only the two 
of them—and now, from nowhere, from 
nothing, here was another one. God must 
have something to do with it all. Pll try to 
be a good father, Bill thought. I'll try to 
Be the kind of a guy the boy will respect. 

I want to be friends with the little guy. 
T’ll bet he’ll be all excited about an electric 
train. I never had one myself. ’'li get him 
one. We’ll have such a lot of fun together. 

But he said only, “Well, come on, let’s 
get going, honey.” 

It would be so wonderful to be at home 
—together. They who had been two, and 
through some great miracle now were 
three. You couldn’t comprehend it. But 
it was the miracle of all miracles. The 
little guy. The funny little guy. Bill’s 
heart swelled and almost burst with the 
glory of it. 

“You got him?” Bill said. 

Laura sat beside her husband in the car. 
The little guy was wrapped in one of those 
baby-bunting affairs, woolly and pale pink. 
La..a held him proudly. 

“Sure, he’s okay,” she said. 

“We have quite a responsibility,” 
said. 

He drove carefully. Suppose something 
should happen to the baby! Two weeks 
ago there hadn’t been any such thing. Now 
—there he lay. The eyelashes made a faint 
little shadow on his small, red face. Bill 
was guardian—for all time—guardian of 
this new life intrusted to him. 


Bill 


He JONATHAN regarded the traf- 
fic lanes on the bridge with a com- 
manding eye. Behind the wheel of his car 
he became the conqueror; his was the 
right of way. Within him were kindliness 


and courtesy and generosity; but now he 
was going places. 

He put his head out of the window and 
spoke harshly to an old lady. These ama- 
teurs, he thought. Really, they were too 
difficult. Why in the world couldn’t they 
get out of his way? It was necessary for 
him to hurry. He couldn’t wait to tell Mr. 
Holland that everything was set for Satur- 
day night. And here he was; being held up 
by all these silly little people in silly old 
cars. 

He would cut into the third traffic lane, 
ahead of the young fellow who was driv- 
ing his old bus as if it were loaded with 
eggs. And he stepped on the gas... 


HERE was a moment of hideous sound, 

a crash of glass and metal, of horrible 
cessation of movement. The color of the 
day changed to a violent red, the red of 
flowing blood. A truck quivered to a halt. 
People were yelling, “Get the girl out of 
there quick.” 

It was too late. 

Laura held the baby tight against her. 
Her eyes were blind and dreadful. The 
baby didn’t move. He was still—too still. 
Only two weeks ago they had driven 
across the bridge and she had not known 
him. Now he was hers—but he was so still. 
All of the future was dead in her arms, and 
the blood flowed from her tortured body 
and her cut face. 

“My baby!” she said, and her voice was 
like a very small prayer. “My baby.” 

Bill took the baby from Laura. I'll kill 
that man, he thought. Our baby. I'll kill 
him. With my own hands .. . 

Harry Jonathan answered the cop’s 
questions automatically, and produced the 
proper papers. 

All the time he was thinking of the day 
he had brought June and Butch home 
from the hospital. 

June would have to know about this. He 
wondered how he could tell her ... June 
—June—I didn’t mean to hurt anyone— 
I was in a hurry—I must have cut in too 
close—I don’t know just how it happéned 
—but I didn’t have any business over there 
—and a baby was killed—a little fellow— 
June, I’d rather be dead myself than hurt 
the little guy—he was only two weeks old 
—they were taking him home from the 
hospital—June, will you ever forgive me? 
—Will I ever sleep again?—his mother 
looked just the way you'd look if anything 
happened to Butch—June, forgive me— 
June... 

A cop was helping Laura into an am- 
bulance. Bill followed her. Another cop 
carried the baby. Laura held out her arms © 
as the cop eased her onto the stretcher. He 
placed the baby in them. 

“We were taking you home,” she whis- 
pered. “I was going to bathe you and dress - 
you, all by myself . 

leaned over her. “Don’t cry so, 
hone he begged, but he was crying him- 
self ; 
Harry Jonathan stared after the am- 
bulance. How terrible—and how unneces- 
sary—it had been! All his fault. And some- 
how he must tell June. 


MOUNTAIN TWILIGHT 


(GOING-TO-THE-SUN HIGHWAY) 
By Lexie Dean Robertson 


THE northern sun falls thin and pale 
Across an ice-blue lake. 

Along the winding, lifting road 

The white-garbed aspens shake 

Their midget cymbals. Columbine 
And ivy twine the way 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


In lush abandon. Stately firs 

Look heavenward. I pray 

That all who travel mountain paths, 
When dusk blends into night, 

Will reach the shining, silvered peaks 
To greet the morning light! 





“Gee! Your new car’s ‘most too pretty to ride in!” 
Hudson’s new Salon Interiors offer new and 
pleasing two-tone effects, along with skillful 
blending of rich fabrics and gleaming chrome. 
And, in many models, the amazing softness of 

Airfoam Seat Cushions brings a new 
high in luxurious travel. 
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ONLY THE SAAAS7 CAR 
IS SAF ENOUGH! 


When boys and girls go riding, as they dearly love to do, can 
anything be more important than their safety? What can be more 
important, then, in choosing your family’s new car than the 
number and importance of the safeguards it provides? Hudson 
today gives you in addition to all generally accepted safety 
standards the extra protection of its exclusive safety features. 


And no other popular car is more pleasing in design, or more 
beautiful throughout. We invite you to see for yourself. 





These Good Things Can Be Said Only About Hudson 





WORLD’S SAFEST STOPPING with patented 


Double-Safe Hydraulics—No need to reach for a hand 


brake in emergencies. A mechanical emergency brake is 
under your foot, working automatically from the regular 
brake pedal. 


EXTRA PROTECTION with Auto-Poise Control 
(patent applied for)—helps keep wheels straight even 
if a tire blows out. No other car has anything like it. 


ADDED SAFETY with new Dash-Locking Safety Hood 
—wind can’t blow it open; and when your car is locked 
nobody can raise the hood. 


MORE ROOM all around, for both passengers and 
luggage, than other popular priced cars. 


IN EVERY POPULAR PRICE CLASS, EVEN THE LOWEST, HUDSON GIVES YOU: 


AMAZING ECONOMY of gasoline and oil. Owners 
report greater economy than any other car they ever 
owned. Top horsepower per pound of car weight, too 
—and smoothest power. 


UNMATCHED COMFORT with seat cashions of 
Airfoam—a new material of wonderful softness. Stand- 
ard in many models; available in all. 


EASIER SHIFTING with new mechanical Handy 
Shift at the steering wheel; front floor clear of gear and 
brake levers. Standard in all passenger models. 


Weather-Master Fresh Air and Heat Control Available 
in all Models at Slight Extra Cost. 


All statements appearing in this advertisement were checked and 
verified by Good Housekeeping before being accepted for publication. 


ox Se* HUDSON 





Car shown is New Hudson Six Touring Sedan, $854* 


OF TWO NEW MODELS 
AT NEW LOW PRICES 
SSarling Ahnong_ 
AMERICAS LOWEST 


O°) 


*delivered in Detroit, equipped to drive; 
including Federal taxes, not including state 
and local taxes, if any. Low time payment 
terms, with new Hudson-C. IL. T. Plan. 
Prices subject to change without notice. 
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Janet came in on the streamlined flyer. When | asked her how she manages to stay so at- 
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1 had the local Avon Representative come over 





She always does the smart things, travels tractive and amazingly young-looking, she said: with her charts and demonstration kit, including 


to nice places, and leads a delightful life. “It’s these wonderful Avon cosmetics, darling! three exquisite face powders. For the first time, I 
I hadn’t seen her for years, so we rushed People actually guess my age five years less than found a really becoming powder. 1 picked out other 
to the house for a good long talk... it is. Just try these marvelous toiletries!”... delightful cosmetics—leisurely, in my own home. 
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My new complexion certainly made a hit with Tom. The other Here are just a few of Avon’s exceptional values: Avon velvet-textured Face 
evening he became really eloquent: “Honey,” he said, “your | Powder, in 3 types and 8 flattering shades—78¢ a box. Avon Lipstick, in 4 lus- 


skin looks so sweet and fresh. You know, it’s smooth as satin... cious shades—52¢. Avon Rouge, in 4 shades to harmonize with the Lipstick— 
fascinating as a peach blossom.” And that’s almost poetry, com- 52¢. Avon Perfumes, in 14 enchanting fragrances—52¢ to $2.60. Avon Bath 
ing from Tom! Salts—63¢. Choose perfect graduation presents from the 26 different Avon Gift 


Sets (packed in smart boxes)—52¢ to $3.57 complete. 


Welcome the AVON Representative when she calls! 


A trained Representative brings Avon cosmetics and toiletries 
right to your home. In the comfort and privacy of your own 
living room, she courteously and quickly helps you make your 
selection. She offers you expert advice on 
beauty problems. 

Avon cosmetics are never sold in stores. 
They come to you direct, and they are 





~VR VW - . n Aen == i : 
EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see pag 


delivered fresh. 52 years of skilled experience goes into their 
making ...they equal the most expensive cosmetics that are 
sold anywhere ... yet our prices are amazingly reasonable. Avon 
beauty aids are tested and approved by Good Housekeeping, 
and they also carry our famous unconditional money-back 
guarantee of complete satisfaction. 

Let the Representative show you the Avon Way to Loveliness! 


If you are not receiving regular Avon service, mail a postcard to Avon Products, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, 
New York City. Our Representative in your community will call—without obligation on your part. 


A Personalized Service that Comes to Your Home 
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Is your waistline slender and well defined? Set it down as an important beauty 
asset. But if you notice the slightest thickening, start trimming down right now. 
Here is a double exposure of the windmill movement which Maurine Glasgow, 
exercise director with the school of Models Preferred, teaches aspiring fashion 
models who want to pull in their belts. Stand with feet apart, arms out at sides 
at shoulder level. Bend, twisting body at waistline, and touch left foot with 


right hand. The left arm flings back and up. Alternate left and right 20 times 








WOME 


ISITORS to our shores often 

say that we are the best 

groomed women in the world. 

We like to hear them say it 

and hope they are not merely 

being polite, for as individ- 
uals we find it isn’t easy to live up to 
our national reputation. 

We are pretty good about such 
fundamentals as soap and water. It is 
the little things that count against us. 
Take that woman we all know who 
always looks vaguely unfinished. 
Study her habits, and nine times out 
of ten you will find that she lives in 
a jumble. Her dressing table and 
bathroom shelf are so cluttered that 
she can never lay hands on her eye- 
brow brush when she wants it—or 
her nail white, or tweezers, or the 
special lipstick that goes with the odd 
red dress. Her suede shoes will be 
dusty for days because she has mis- 
laid the little brush that should keep 
them presentable. 

Few of us are born orderly. We 
have to train ourselves in shipshape 


habits. And when we learn to have 


a place for everything and every- 
thing in its place, we still must dis- 
cipline ourselves never to put off till 
tomorrow the dress that should go to 
the cleaner today—or the slip that 
needs shortening, the hair that needs 
washing, the shoes that need new 
heels. But good grooming is the sum 
of dozens of details—and, unfortu- 
nately for the lazy, not one can be 
left out. 

Some otherwise very neat people 
have blind spots. There is the op- 
timistic creature who says—amaz- 
ingly—“TI never perspire.” She means 
that her underarms are never notice- 
ably moist, but she still has, like you 
and me, a perspiration problem. She 
has forgotten to consider her aroma. 
The fact is that the body loses about 
a quart of moisture a day through the 
pores, and when this moisture stales, 
it develops a sharp, unpleasant odor. 
A dress once tainted with this odor 
should not be worn again until it is 
washed or cleaned. So it is stupid not 
to take advantage of the creams and 
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liquids that deodorize or check per- 
spiration locally. These preparations 
are as important charm insurance as 
a daily bath. 

Then there is the woman who 
thinks that what she doesn’t see won’t 
hurt her. She seldom bothers to find 
out how she looks from the rear. Her 
hair may look untidy, her hat have an 
unbecoming line, her belt be twisted, 
her stocking seams be awry, but she 
is unaware. Sometimes her bathing 
suit reveals a back that would benefit 
by sound skin treatment. Her charm 
score would rise surprisingly if only 
she would get that useful habit of 
checking up on the back view. 

It is possible to be clean and neat 
and still not seem well groomed. Ap- 


STRICTLY 


Small things annoy men out of all 
proportion. They hate a hair out of 
place—on a dress, in the washbowl, 
left sticking to a comb or brush. 


They can’t understand why an other- 
wise fastidious woman will carry a 
cluttered, messy purse. An easy way to 
please is to empty your purse every 
day or so, dust it, discard unnecessary 
items, put everything in its right place. 
A little slide-fastened envelope spe- 
cially reserved for cosmetics is a help. 


Masculine eyes wince at fingernails dis- 
figured by a paint job that is chipped 
and outworn. “Why doesn’t she take 
it off entirely or keep her polish per- 
fect?”’ they say—and you can’t blame 
them. 


In spite of the vast development of 
ready-to-wear clothing, a man’s ideal 
of femininity still has a bit of sewing 
in her hand. So it is bound to shock 
him a bit when you put in a pin in- 
stead of taking a stitch. 


BY RUTH MURRIN 


THE WORLD 


propriateness is a big factor. Consider 
the girl who wafts a heavy perfume 
on a stuffy day. Or the lass who is 
made up to the last eyelash for a 
country walk. 

Fashion plays a part, too. You look 
better groomed if your skirt length is 
just right—neither too long nor too 
short—and if the general lines of your 
costume are up-to-date. A few years 
ago very well-groomed women wore 
a bold make-up. Today the best 
make-up has a pastel delicacy, and 
bold effects look not quite clean. 

Truly it isn’t easy to be a well- 
groomed woman. The effect of fresh 
daintiness has many aspects, and our 
standards are continually rising. But 
nothing pays bigger charm dividends. 


PERSONAL 


The pet hate of a surprising number 
of men is the girl who gnaws her nails. 
They say bitten nails are. ugly—and 
even worse—the sign of a jittery dis- 
position. 


A simple dark dress relieved with im- 
maculate white always wins the male 
vote. But don’t take a chance unless 
you know you can keep the white 
touches really white. 


Men say our faces and our necks don’t 
match. They say too many girls have 
dirty necks. They don’t know that it’s 
constant repowdering that creates such 
a bad impression. The way out is to 
clean up and redecorate completely at 
least three times a day. 


A poll of the gentlemen shows them 
one hundred percent in favor of lip- 
stick. But they turn thumbs down when 
the color smears the teeth or runs over 
the natural line of the lips. They are 
critical of color clashes, too. 


Photograph by Paul D’ome 


She has borrowed her color scheme from hyacinths 


—all subtle pinks, blues, and lavenders. Her make- 
up—delicately pink powder, soft pastel lipstick, 
and misty blue eye shadow — blends with the sweet 
spring flowers. In her choice of color as in every 


other detail, she is the acme of exquisite freshness. 


, 
Hat by Lilly Dache 





What every young girl should know—the steps to 
letler-perfect grooming, listed in the May Powder 
Puff. Grade yourself and your daughter by this 
common denominator of charm. To receive it. 


send a three-cent stamp to- Ruth Murrin, Good 
Housekeeping, 57th Street at 8th Avenue, N. Y. ¢ 




























1. “How shall I do my hair in back?” 
is the Number One question today. To 
have it look smart you don’t need to 
pull it straight up from the nape. In- 
stead you can brush it up and back 
from the face in smooth rolls which 
meet halfway down your head. This 
avoids the square effect of the old long 
bob, looks new, but is not extreme 


2. If you have a round face and a 
good hairline, you owe it to yourself 
to try the high-on-the-head fashion. 
It is the most patrician of them all, 
and there are dozens of pretty varia- 
tions. Once you get the hang of it, 
it is easy to arrange, and it gives you 
an air of dignity which the more 
casual coiffures never quite achieve 


3. If you like short locks and your 
hairdresser wields a masterly shears, 
have your hair cut to about three 
inches all over and brushed up in 
pretty curls. The result should look 
small, sleek, and feminine. This coif- 
fure is charming, but naturally de- 
mands more frequent cuts and per- 
manents than you have been getting 


4. Here is another way to wear your 
hair low and yet avoid the blocky row 
of curls at the nape. Fasten your hair 
with a barrette or tie a bow of ribbon 
on it. This arrangement is practical 
for sports, and it is especially becom- 
ing to young faces. Do it in a waved 
pompadour, as pictured, or any way 
you like in front, and look charming 
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The Right Combination does it... 8 


THE SECRET of Chesterfield’s 
milder better taste...the reason 
why they give you more smok- 
ing pleasure... is the right 
combination of the world’s best 
cigarette tobaccos rolled in pure 
cigarette paper... the blend 
that can’t be copied. 


Copyright 1939, LicceTr & Myers ToBAcco Co. 
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OR years, General Electric has led the 
Rex to basic betterments in food 
preservation. And now, in the beautiful 
new 1939 G-E Refrigerator, G-E presents 
perfected Selective Air Conditions! These 
different combinations of temperature and 
humidity keep foods at their fullest, finest 
flavor and provide the most practical 
method known for convenient and eco- 
nomical food preservation in the home. 


SEE for yourself the multiple advan- 
tages of the 1939 G-E Triple- 


Thrift Refrigerator. Remember, G-E 
brings you Selective Air Conditions, plus 
every proved G-E contribution to better 
refrigeration, at the lowest prices General 
Electric has ever quoted. 
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G-E’s NewSliding Shelves, 
New Pottery Dishes, New 
Tel-A-Frost and other 
features that make this 
G-E “the buy of yourlife.” 


1939 Good Housekeeping 


‘nl ioe 


¢ 
Er. 
FT a i Ss ZL 


GET THE INSIDE STORY 






















of food longer . . . than does this new 
1939 General Electric Refrigerator with 
its perfected Selective Air Conditions. 


No other refrigerator in the world keeps 
foods looking better and tasting better 
... none protects health-giving vitamins 

























Here’s Why G-E Is the 
Buy of a Lifetime! 
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Perfected Selective Air Conditions! 
Stainless-steel super freezer. 
Fastfreezing, easy releasing Quick-Trays. 
Easily adjustable storage space, 

All-steel cabinet. 

Simple, quiet, sealed-in-steel Thrift Unit. 
Forced - feed lubrication and oil cooling. 
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ONOURWN 


Thrifty in price, in current, in upkeep. 


Research Keeps G-E Years Ahead! 


iby the G-E Refrig- = 
erator you get the | 

only sealed refriger- 
ating device that has 
been improved and 
perfected through 13 
years of manufacture. 
For General Electric : 

originated the sea/ed- Famous G-E Thrift Unit 
in-steel cold-making mechanism and has 
built more of this type than any other 
company. In the G-E Thrift Unit you 
get forced-feed lubrication, of/ cooling 
and other advancements that have made 
this G-E world-famous for quiet opera- 
tion, low current cost and long life. 





You can own a new G-E Triple-Thrift 
Refrigerator on*an easy payment plan. 
See your dealer nowand enjoy newsavings 
this year. General Electric Co., Specialty 
Appliance Div., Nela Park, Cleveland, O. 


Do You Mind? 


(Continued from page 41) 


“My family. Uncle Thaddeus turned to 
stone, and I had to collect maggots or fag- 
gots or whatever they’re called.” 

For a minute he didn’t reply, studying 
her—her hair, her eyes, her mouth. Then 
he sank down in a low wicker chair. “I 
don’t believe it! I absolutely don’t be- 
lieve it!” 

“All this sounds smart,” Agatha put in, 
“but it doesn’t make sense. Come on, Alice. 
Ill help you unpack.” 

Two hours later they were spread on 
the hot float at the end of the pier, she 
and Greg, and he was finishing. Then he 
turned on his back and put his arms across 
his eyes against the sun, and waited. 
“Well?” 

“Well what?” 

“Yes or no?” 

“Yes or no what?” 

“Yes or no will you marry me?” 

She flicked an imaginary pebble from 
the float. “Oh,” she said, “is that what 
you’ve been trying to say?” 

He turned toward her and raised up on 
one elbow. “In a kind of patois. Yes or no?” 

“No. No, of course not.” 

“What do you mean, ‘of course not?’ 
They always marry me.” 

“They always marry me, too,” she 
pointed out. “For all you know, I may 
have six children.” 

“Have you?” 

Now 

“Well, then?” 

She said, “I don’t sweep off my feet 
easily.” 

“Nonsense.” 

“Besides, what would Mother say?” 

“Can she talk?” 

“Only in smoke signals. You should see 
our blankets.” 

He said, “I think I could get over that 
hurdle.” 

“Then there’s Father.” 

“What’s he like?” 

5 “Conventional type. Only he breathes 
re.” 

“Tll wear my asbestos slacks.” 

“And my seven brothers.” 

“I eat brothers.” 

“And then—” she pulled a tight cap 
over her hair and stood up—“there’s 
always the little item that I don’t want 
to get married.” The water was icy, but 
not so icy that she didn’t say, “Or do I?” 
to herself before she came up. “Come on 
in!” 

“Tm pouting.” 

“Race you!” 

He kicked off leather sandals and arched 
into the water. And they were breathless 
and laughing when they reached the buoy. 


[ GOES quickly, this part. It gathers mo- 

mentum. Three weeks later in town, she 
was sitting beside him at a drugstore lunch 
counter. 

“I know it’s a nice salad,” he said, “but 
I can’t eat it.” 

“Gres—” 

“I get sick when I eat. I do, Alice. ’m— 
I'm allergic to food.” 

“Nonsense.” 

“Ever since a woman came into my life,” 
he said. 

“So? ” 

“A typist. An insignificant little typist 
with the imagination of an asterisk and 
the soul of a shift key.” 

“Go on.” 

“Smallish number. Not a pinhead, ex- 
actly, but not much meat on her.” 

“Greg!” 

“In certain lights her hair is red—I can’t 
eat this salad, honest I can’t, Alice—and in 
other lights it’s brown, and her eyes are 
a funny off-shade of sapphire.” 


“Gaudy type. May I have the sugar?” 

“But about her eyes,” he said, “it doesn’t 
matter. They run together when she looks 
at me.” 

“Maybe she’s being cautious. May I have 
the sugar?” 

“Cautious?” He shook his head. “No, 
stubborn.” : 

“Because she won’t marry you?” 

“Precisely.” 

“Look, do you mind—may I have the 
sugar?” 

He handed her the big metal-topped 
shaker and then swung around on his stool 
and took one of her hands in his. “Look, 
do you mind,” he said. “May I have this 
marriage?” 

After a minute she said, “That’s the four 
hundredth time. I don’t suppose I can hold 
out much longer.” 


< ERE all glad,” Gary Denton told her 
a week or so later, “that you’re going 
to marry Greg.” 

“We?” 

“The world in general.” He pushed his 
cigarette out in a glass dish and looked 
at her through its dying fingers of smoke. 
“He owns it, you know.” 

“Why did people give it to him?” 

“Why did you?” 

She said: “I—I got sucked along like 
the rest. I couldn’t help it.” 

“You know what it’s like to be married 
to a dynamo? If you ever need—” 

Her hand touched his arm. “Don’t say 
Thi 

“You’ve thought of that?” 

She said: “I’ve thought of ‘everything 
up until next Friday night at the head of 
that aisle. From then on it’s—it’s dealer’s 
choice.” 

“God be with you,” said Gary Denton. 

Greg was twenty-one minutes late to 
the wedding. In the card with her bouquet 
he had said, “You'll know me at the chan- 
cel. I'll be the one with bells on.” 

“Do you suppose—” Alice began to 
Agatha in the cold vestry; but Agatha 
said, almost sharply, “I don’t suppose any- 
thing!” and then, seeing how pale Alice 
had become: “Don’t worry, angel. All men 
are rats. He’ll turn up looking like some- 
thing off Olympus.” 

He did turn up, of course—like some- 
thing off Olympus. “I’m sorry, Alice. I’m 
terribly sorry. Joe Ray—” 

“Watch the minister!” 

“You: see—” : 

“Watch the minister, Greg! I, Alice—” 

“But” 

“Take thee, Gregory . 
Greg!” 

Then she knew. Then—with a great 
silence around her, and the firm sure touch 
of his arm at her shoulder, and the peace 
that had come upon her—then she knew 
it had been worth it. The months had been 
worth it, and the weeks, and the days, and 
even the last twenty-one minutes. The 
last twenty-one minutes that were never 
explained. For in the rush to the car, the 
crush at the reception, the hilarious get- 
away, they were put aside. And in the 
magic of the night they were forgotten. 

Eleven days after the wedding Alice 
caught flu. They had danced until dawn 
at a beach club and driven to Santa Bar- 
bara for breakfast. (“But I’m tired, Greg. 
Look, I’m collapsed!” They were standing 
in the graveled drive by the car, and he 
smiled at her in this gray dawn light and 
said pettishly: “Nonsense, honey, you’ve 
got over fifty years yet to go. You can’t 
collapse now.” So she said: “O.K., ham 
and eggs in Santa Barbara. And tomor- 
row we die!”). 


. . shut up, 


Three hours later, with the ham and | 





try this 
Stunt... 
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But. .- don’t neglect your jaw muscles 
just because you are not a stunt flier. 
Weak jaw muscles are usually bad for 
the teeth, the gums and the digestion. 
Besides, they often make you look old. 
Tostrengthen your jaw muscles, exercise 
them this enjoyable way. 

Chew a “‘chewy”? gum and use a large 
enough piece to massage the gums at 
the same time. 


Many dentists suggest FLEERS because it is 
three times as large, amd many times as chewy 
as ordinary gum. Get the extra benefit and extra 
pleasure of chewing FLEERS. Re- 
freshing flavor all the way through 
—young or old, you’ll like it! 


* 












TEST YOUR 
CHEWING STRENGTH! 


Decide whether your own jaw 
muscles need exercise. 


1. Bite off a piece of FLEERS 
(size to suit you). 

2. Chew for 15 minutes. 

3. Check results. 

If very tired —muscles very weak. 

If slightly tired—muscles weak. £ 

If no effort—muscles strong. 

(Chew FLEERS regularly and 


notice the difference. Strong 
muscles don’t tire quickly.) re 
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FLEERS 


1 . “Dubble Bubble 
| CHEWING GUM 


IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO MAKE 
THIS TEST AT OUR EXPENSE! 


. - . take this coupon to any store that sells 
FLEERS DUBBLE BUBBLEGUM, and get 
one piece FREE of charge. Offer expires 
August 31, 1939, 


DEALERS: All distributors will redeem 
this coupon. 


DISTRIBUTORS: Coupon redemption 
guaranteed by 


FRANK H. FLEER CORP., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


It’s FUN #o exercise for oral health 


May 1939 Good Housekeeping 
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WHEN 
A-TRAVELING 


you MUSTS4 


LO JV Tes 









The end of the journey must find 
you as fresh and crisp as a lettuce 
from its refrigerator car. The 
charm? ... A dash of Yardley's 
English Lavender on your handker- 
chief . . . a traveling bottle to 
freshen your skin... a few drops of 
the same lovable fragrance on your 
pillow to hasten cool, sweet slum- 
ber. Every fine store in America 
can supply you with Yardley's dis- 
tinctive golden-topped Lavender 
bottles at 1.10, 1.50, 1.90 and 3.30. 


& ENGLISH LAVENDER 


LI.'e F R A G RAs cN® Cate 


® Visitors to the New York World's Fair are cordially welcomed 
at the Yardley Shop, Rockefeller Center, 620 Fifth Avenue. 





EVERY product 


guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


eggs cold and uneaten on the plates which 
they left hurriedly behind in a Santa Bar- 
bara restaurant, she was desperately ill, 
curled, chilled and aching, against his 
arm in silence as they streaked back to 
Los Angeles. 

That night as he stood beside her bed, 
covering one of her cold damp hands with 
his, she said: 

“I’m sorry, Greg. I’m terribly sorry.” 

Through a misty blur of tears and fever 
his face was now distinct, now vague. And 
his words, too. “Forget it, Angel. i 

“But our honeymoon . 

“Honeymoons keep. Look, darling, I 
think T’ll . 

al know, Greg.” Talking was too diffi- 
cult. “But ours was different. It—it had 
éclat.” 

He said: “I liked it. Now, Alice, if 
you’ re—” 

She closed her eyes. “It was a nice 
honeymoon, Greg.” 

“It was a fine honeymoon, Alice. Now—” 
he glanced at the nurse—“I'm going to slip 
out and have a little supper.” 

The nurse nodded, and he pressed Alice’s 
hand and stole down the stairs, finding his 
hat in the dark hall closet without turning 
up the lights. Street lamps swung in a 
cold wind. The house across the street was 
alive with lights. When he roared the car 
down the drive, it was almost eight o’clock, 
and a Detroit dance band blared from the 
radio as he took the first corner in second 
at forty-five. 


(AUIS was recovering, the third week, 
when Greg had to fly to Omaha on 
business, and the day he got back Tony de 
Layne (who had roomed with him in col- 
lege) breezed in on a boat from Valparaiso. 
That meant five nights out in a row, but 
not for her. In no time at all the track 
season took Saturdays, and tennis and golf 
took Sundays, and the boys played poker 
regularly on Tuesday nights, and there 
was this fellow from New Jersey and that 
fellow from Detroit, and the fights—but 
they were all explained, credited, and ac- 
counted for, until this night, this Wednes- 
day night seven weeks after the incident 
at the end of the aisle, when he called her 
and just said he wouldn’t be home. No 
“Wrestles, Alice,” or “Jimmy Whistler’s 
stag dinner—you remember, darling,” 
“But Ive got to see this guy, Alice. Busi- 
ness.” None of the customary explana- 
tions. Only: “Staying in town tonight, 
Alice. You don’t mind?” And then, “You 
don’t mind?” again. So that she mur- 
mured: “No, of course not. Of course not, 
Greg. : 

Night had completely swallowed the 
garden when she left the kitchen and wan- 
dered into the living room, the two dogs 
trailing behind her, quiet now and cowed 
in the empty shadows. “Alice Harrison— 
and her wandering boy!” 

When he came in about four, she main- 
tained an amazing silence, pretending 
sleep. But it wasn’t sleep, and long after 
the moment when he leaned over her, 
studying her face, touching her forehead 
with his lips—long after his breathing was 
smooth and steady beside her—she lay 
awake, dawn shadows mottling the walls 
and ceilings, the curtains fluttering in the 
early morning wind. 

But more than dawn shadows mottled 
the walls and ceilings then because, in 
those hours from midnight to morning, a 
suspicion had crept in—stifled at first and 
then growing—until now his open closet 
door had a temptation which was irresis- 
tible. A blonde hair—of course—on the 
dark coat shoulder. A smudge of face pow- 
der on the lapel. A compact in the pocket. 

“Find anything?” 

She turned quickly, guiltily, not know- 
ing how long he might have been watch- 
ing her, his head motionless but his eyes 


: 


open, the tiniest hint of a smile at his lips. 

There had been no smudge of powder, 
no compact; and, caught then, she couldn’t 
hold her eyes upon his. “Only a hair,” she 
said, “a long black hair. What were you 
doing on a horse?” 

He said: “I wasn’t on a horse. I just took 
one along, blind date. Rather awkward in 
taxis, but otherwise—” 

“Oh, Greg!” Her head was on his shoul- 
der now, and one of his arms stole out 
and went around her. “I’m sorry.” 

He said. “O.K., honey. Suspicion be- 
comes you. Only you're getting my neck 
wet.” 

She sat up, searching the pockets of 
her robe for a handkerchief. “I should 
have known, Greg. I should have—” 

He grinned a little again. “Yes, darling, 
you should have known. I’m so faithful, 
men point at me on sidewalks and—” but 
what men did when they pointed to him 
on sidewalks was drowned out in the 
alarm, vibrant and startling, sounding at 
their elbows. And Greg sat up with a rush. 

“Good Lord, six o’clock already! Stan 
Evans and I have a starting time at—” 

“Starting time?” 

“You know—golf. Old Scotch game. 
Sunday was certainly somebody’s inspira- 
tion!” 

She said, drily, the tears gone now: “So 
were wives. Old Indian legend.” 

He was down on his knees searching for 
a slipper which had skidded under the 
bed, and he looked up at her—surprised 
and quizzical. “Mind?” 

“No,” she said, “of course I don’t mind. 
I—I can always check up on my lobster 
pots.” 

“Alice!” 

“Tm sorry, Greg. That makes it twice 
this morning I’ve been sorry.” 

“It ought to cinch it,” he pointed out. 
“Tl call you when I get in, about one— 
probably—and you can—” 

She thought: “No, you won’t call me 
about one. You'll call me about four. May- 
be five. Maybe six. Your voice will be a 
little husky, because there are usually 
bottles in the lockers, and someone will 
be at your elbow whispering, and you'll 
be all Greg-Harrison-one-swell-gent and 
say: ‘Think Ill stay over for a little sup- 
per with the boys, Alice. You don’t 
mind?’ ” She thought that, but she didn’t 
say it. She said: “Fine, darling. Don’t take 
me seriously. You know I want you to play 
golf. You call, and I'll meet you wherever 
you say. Maybe we can take in a show.” 

They didn’t take in a show because he 
played thirty-six holes, which took what 
might be called the heart out of Sunday, 
and dusk—mellow and weleome—brought 
with it the hearty ring of the call home, 
the glass, the chip. At about half-past six 
Alice fed the dogs and ate two cold cutlets 
in the kitchen. 


VW BEN it got beyond her, she took it 
‘to Agatha. 

“But he’s so beautiful, Alice. That makes 
is for it. Look at Steve—children turn 
pale.” 

“Tl appreciate Greg’s looks a little more 
when they put television in.” 

“And there’s no other woman?” 

“I don’t think so.” 

Agatha sighed. “That’s too bad. When 
there’s another woman, you know what 
you’ve got. You may not like it, but it’s 
tangible. How about having a baby? It’s 
been used before, of course, but in some 
obscure cases it’s worked.” 

“I can’t have a baby every time Greg 
meets an old college chum. ‘We named 
you Denver because that’s where Daddy 
met Wilkie Sutton. And we named you 
Tuesday because that was the day Dad- 


“Well, there’s always the sauce-for-the- 
goose approach.” 
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amous Art Model 


~ reveals radiant beauty in her 
hair this thrilling new way 
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Hiss Harriet De Busman 


famed in Europe and America for her 
exotic beauty—says: 


“Pve really been thrilled at photogra- 
phers’ compliments on my hair since I 
started using Drene Shampoo! They 
tellmemy hair is simply sparkling with 
natural highlights now—so it’s easy to 
get the glamorous effect wanted. And 
Drene leaves my hair soft and man- 
ageable so it can be quickly set in any 
style desired right after shampooing!” 


N° MATTER how dingy, dull and drab- 
looking your hair may be—the thrilling 
experience of this famous art model may be 
yours! 


For dull-looking hair is most often due to 
the greyish, sticky film (bathtub ring) all soap 
leaves on hair. But now, with amazing new 
Drene Shampoo, see that ugly film swept away 
at a single washing! Your hair’s true beauty, 
glamorous natural sparkle and brilliance 
revealed! 


Drene works its beauty wonders because it 
contains an amazing, new, cleansing ingredient 
never before used ina shampoo! Nota soap— 
not an oil, Drene leaves no dulling film itself 
on hair. Nor greasy dust-catching film! Cleans 
away dirt, grease—even loose dandruff flakes! 
Leaves hair sparkling clean. Lemon, vinegar 
or other after-rinses are unnecessary. 

There are now 2 kinds of Drene. Use 
Regular Drene if your hair is oily. Otherwise, 
use new Special Drene for Dry Hair (leaves 
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even fine hair silken-soft and manageable for 
flattering new hair styles). Refuse substitutes! 
No soap shampoo can give Drene’s reyolu- 
tionary results! Drene is the only shampoo 
licensed to use its safe, patented, cleansing 
ingredient. Approved by Good Housekeeping. 
Guaranteed by Procter & Gamble. At drug, 
department, 10¢ stores; at your favorite beauty 
shop—znsist on Drene. Thrill to its glorifying 
results! See why it’s America’s largest selling 
shampoo today! Trade-Mark Reg. U. S. Pat. Of. 








7 New SPECIAL DRENE FOR DRY HAIR 


(Leaves Even Fine Hair Soft 
and Manageable) 


REGULAR DRENE—for Oily Hair 


NOW 2 KINDS OF 
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IN THE GAME OF LOVE 


A GIRL CAN'T WIN IF SHE LETS HERSELF GET 
DRY, LIFELESS “MIDDLE-AGE” SKIN ! 









MAYBE YOU'RE USING THE 
WRONG SOAP! WHY DON'T YOU TRY 
PALMOLIVE ? THAT'S WHAT | USE 





YES! BUT HOW CAN 
YOU REALLY GUARD 
AGAINST IT? | GIVE 
MY SKIN A LOT OF 
CARE, AND IT JUST 
SEEMS TO GET MORE 
DRY AND 
LIFELESS! 











TAKE IT FROM 
ME—NO MAN 
WANTS A GIRL 
WITH "MIDOLE- 
AGE’ SKIN! 









DO YOU MEAN TO TELL 
ME YOU OWE THAT LOVELY 
"SCHOOLGIRL COMPLEXION’ 
JUST TO PALMOLIVE 7? WHAT 

MAKES IT SO DIFFERENT 
FROM OTHER SOAPS ? 



























AND BECAUSE PALMOLIVE IS 
MADE ONLY WITH OLIVE AND PALM 
OILS, ITS LATHER IS REALLY DIFFERENT! 

IT CLEANSES SO GENTLY, YET 
REMOVES DIRT AND COSMETICS SO 
THOROUGHLY. LEAVES COMPLEXIONS 
















WELL, PALMOLIVE IS MADE 
WITH OLIVE OIL, A MATCHLESS 
BEAUTY AID PROVIDED BY 
NATURE HERSELF TO KEEP 
SKIN SOFT, SMOOTH, YOUNG. 

THATS WHY PALMOLIVE IS 
wis’), SO GOOD FOR DRY, 
LIFELESS SKIN! 












WELL, I'M GOING 
TO GIVE LOVE 
A CHANCE, AND 

START USING 

PALMOLIVE TODAY! 















MADE WITH 
OLIVE OIL! 
THAT'S WHY PALMOLIVE fi 
' 1S SO GOOD FOR 
KEEPING SKIN SOFT, 
SMOOTH, YOUNG ! 
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“T don’t follow.” 

“Give him a little of his own treatment.” 

“You mean—” 

“You know what I mean. There’s no use 
making a wren out of yourself just because 
Cupid laid an egg.” ; 

Dialing the number, waiting for the ring 
signal, she twice almost put the receiver 
down in terror, but Agatha, at her elbow, 
said, “Don’t be a dolt, Alice!” and finally 
the crisp voice of his telephone girl came 
through (“Who? Mrs. Harrison? Oh, just 
a minute!”) and then Greg, himself, say- 
ing: “Alice? What in the world?” 

“T wanted to tell you, Greg—” beseech- 
ing, her eyes sought Agatha’s, but Agatha 
nodded decisively, and she went on—‘I 
won’t—I won’t be home for dinner. I—” 

“Won’t be home for dinner?” 

“That’s right. ’m—I’m playing bridge, 
and we're going to have a little supper.” 

“But what about the dogs?” 

What about the dogs! Not—what about 
me? Or, what about the two of us? Or, 
what about the little red-and-white kitch- 
en you planned, and the dining-room set 
we bought that day (you remember that 
day, Alice? You wore tailored blue and 
looked very neato, and afterward we had 
lunch at Perino’s and counted out the 
days—only five, weren’t there?—until our 
wedding) and the way the garden looks 
at dusk through those windows. No, not 
those things. What about the dogs! 

“You can feed the dogs, Greg.” 

“I? You don’t expect that I—” 

“I don’t expect anything,” she said 
quickly. “All I know is that I won’t be 
home for dinner. You don’t mind?” 

He didn’t reply, and she said, 

“You don’t mind?” again. Asking him. 
And telling him, too. 

Finally, his voice flat, he said: “No, 
Alice, of—of course not. Of course not, 
dear.” 

And she said quickly, “I haven’t the 
faintest notion when I’ll be home, Greg,” 
and hung up. Alice Harrison, the emanci- 
pated woman! 


IS hat hung, a silent symbol to a lonely 

evening, on the newel post, and his 
coat was flung across a hall chair. In the 
kitchen the milk-stained glass, cracker 
crumbs on the white metal table, a banana 
peel in the sink, were mute evidences of 
his supper. Upstairs, finally, after clean- 
ing up these telltale traces, she tiptoed 
through the bedroom, pulling the dress- 
ing-room door shut behind her before she 
switched up the light. 

“Alice?” 

“Ves?” 

“Just wondering if that was you.” 

“Who’d you think it was?” 

He let that go. “Have a good time?” 

“Super!” That took strength, but she 
said it. 

“T had a little supper downstairs, and—” 

She said, “I know.” 

“Bread and milk.” 
She didn’t answer, and he said, “Bread 
and milk,” again, and she still didn’t an- 
swer, so he said, “Just a little bread and 
milk, Alice,” quite gently, and then was 

quiet. 

The following morning was dark and 
squally. Shutters banged in their iron 
clamps. The dogs below whined miser- 
ably, cold and disconsolate, in the back 
porch. : 

When Alice awoke, Greg was still 
asleep—which was surprising, because 
usually there was the whoop, the sudden 
bound, the rain of pajama tops and slip- 
pers, the shower serenade—and she pulled 
the windows down against their damp 
sills, and stole quietly downstairs in her 
slippers and robe. Outside the garden was 
soaked and sullen, mud splattering the 
| walks, the cypress hedge gaunt and dis- 
(mal. 


But the sunburst of jonquils on the 
breakfast table, the light patter she car- 
ried on with Tim and Ricky, the bubbling 
coffee and the spluttering bacon, warmed 
the kitchen and kept her occupied, and 
Greg—red-eyed and wholly miserable— 
stood at last in the doorway for almost a 
minute before she saw him. 

“Good-morning!” 

“Don’t.” 

“Don’t what?” 

“It isn’t a good morning, it’s a horrible 

' morning.” 

“What’s eating you?” 

He sat down at the table, shoving the 
breakfast silver aside with his elbows, 
resting his forehead in his hands. “I have 
a sore throat. A very sore throat. I had it 
last night. It started after supper, right 
after supper. I should have painted it.” 

She said: “I’m sorry, Greg. I didn’t 
know you were sick.” 

“Well—I was.” 

“Well—I’m sorry. Eat this.” The eggs 
looked up at him, wide-eyed and bland. 

or can’t.” 

“Go on, Greg.” 

“I can’t, I tell you! I’m not a machine. 
I can’t eat just because—” 

She said, “O.K.,” and scraped his plate 
into the dogs’ bowl, pushing it out for 
them. “Go to it, boys!” 

“Hey, wait!” 

“Well?” 

He stood up and looked at her and then 
he wrapped his robe very tightly around 
him and said, “Oh, nuts!” and banged 
out into the hall. 


i288 have to handle it carefully, because 
‘you don’t quite know where you’re go- 
ing. You know where you’ve come from— 
this is a gay parade, and you know where 
it started and where the camels came in 
and where the elephants acted up. But 
the parade isn’t over, and you’re not so 
sure of what’s ahead. The course must be 
plotted cannily. Because—though it can’t 
continue this way, restless and uncertain 
and insecure, you and Greg—the charm 
mustn’t be broken, the laughter destroyed, 
these moments forgotten. 

It has to be handled carefully, you 
can’t botch it, so the following Saturday 
when he called (“Alice, 'm—I’m at the 
Coliseum. Dan Statler had some tickets 
to the game, and I didn’t think you’d mind, 
so...’), she said: 

“Of course not, Greg. I think it’s swell! 
Have a good time, but don’t come home for 
supper. I’m going out.” 

“Out? Where?” 

‘Tm going to play a little squash, and 
then take in the wrestling matches, and 
after that I might join the boys at the club 
for some poker. Don’t wait up.” 

“What?” 

She laughed. “Don’t worry about me, 
Greg. Now hang up!” 

You have to do it that way. 

They will tell you that Southern Cal 
looked terrific. But Greg won’t. They will 
say that the passing attack was very 
smooth, that it was a darn good game, 
that the day was perfect. But not Greg. 
Oh, he was there, but he scarcely saw 
the game. He gripped the program, he 
stood up at the crucial moments, he 
grinned at the touchdown, ate hot dogs 
between the halves, booed a penalty, 
smoked Dan’s cigarettes, used field 
glasses belonging to a man next to him 
whom he had never seen before and 
would never see again. 

But it wasn’t Greg, really. Not the man. 
Only the shell. Because the arrow had 
nicked the apple, the seed had sprouted. 

Well, he’d had enough of it. Who’d she 
think he was, her husband? Or just 
another guy? This had to stop. These 
gay “stay-in-town-Greg-I’m-going-outs,” 
these blithe answers, this nonchalance, 
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this indifference. He’d tell her. He’d show 
her a thing or two... 

He was home for four hours alone be- 
fore she came in, but this time no arm 
covered his tousled head, no muttered 
sleepy remarks came from his pillow. 
Feet apart, hands on his hips (for all the 
world as he had stood before her, sure 
and possessive, that first afternoon—so 
long gone—at the beach cottage), he con- 
fronted her in the hall when she opened 
the door. 

“Greg...” 

“Where’ve you been, Alice?” 

She hesitated. “I—” 

“You heard me! Where’ve you been?” 

The dogs, wide-eyed and silent, looked 
eh at them from the shadows of a gate- 
eg. 

“Yes, I heard you,” she said, “but you 
don’t need to use that tone on me, Greg 
Harrison. Who do you think I am?” 

“Who do you think I am? Well, no- 
body. Only your husband, that’s who. 
I know it sounds archaic, but we were 
married, Alice.” 

She took off her hat, running her hands 


POND'S VANISHING CREAM 


through her hair, and walked past him 
GETS BID Ona into the living room. “I remember. You 
ROUGHNESSES AT ONCE. were the one who was late.” 
(LIKE IT BETTER THAN “Alice—” ¢ 
EVER NOW IT HAS “Well, you were late, Greg. You 
* SKIN-VITAMIN® IN IT were twenty-one minutes late, and those 


twenty-one minutes took something out 
of me that’s never come back. Not that 
it’s been given much of a chance.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I mean I’m not the only one who was 
out tonight. ’m not the only one who was 
out last Friday. ’m not the one who 
wanted to play poker last Tuesday. I 
didn’t call you Sunday afternoon from 
the club, half-tight, and—” 

“I wasn’t half-tight!” 
| “When I hung up,” she said, “the phone 
passed out. I’m not the one—” 

His hands closed tightly on her arms. 
“Wait a minute!” 


UT she pulled away from him, sudden 
tears filling her eyes and her voiee, 

too. “Don’t ‘wait-a-minute’ me, Greg Har- 
rison! ’m not your slave around here.” 

Timmy, with a last querulous look, 
slunk slowly out of the room, skirted the 
hall wall, and nosed his way silently 
through the swinging door into the 
kitchen; and with what might have been a 
reprimanding growl, only it was softer 
and almost pleading, Ricky followed. 

“What’s sauce for the goose, Greg, is 
sauce for the gander.” . 

He snorted. “Old saw! Say—” 

“What?” 

“That sounds like Agatha. Alice?” 


The Lady Patricia Qrench “Was this Agatha’s idea?” 


“Don’t be silly!” 








daughter of the Earl of Ypres, is keen about sports. Her home is in “Was it?” 
Surrey, where she spends much time playing tennis, riding, swimming. “Of course not!” 
“Was it?” 
“No, Greg, I—” 
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“I was a girl at a house party, and you 
were the fellow on the float. The one with 
the line.” She turned, and now that it had 
been broken a little, that anger between 
them—drained of its tension—she tried 
to smile, tear-stained and gentle, and her 
voice was soft when she continued. “It 
was a good idea, Greg. But look—it’s gone 
haywire. You’re you, and I’m me. You’re 
ice cubes and swing bands and sun, and 
I’m recipes and antiques and shadows. 
Vouwre— 

“Say that again!” 

“I said, ‘You’re you, and I’m—’” the 
words caught in her throat, and her eyes 
dropped from his. 

“No, not that!” 

“You're ice cubes and swing bands—” 

“Not that!” 

“Well, what?” 


ORE of his hands raised her face up to 
him, and his voice was gentle now, too, 
soft and compelling. “This part, Alice. ‘It 
was a good idea, Greg.’ Say that part over. 
Just that one part. The rest was balder- 
dash.” 

“The rest was true.” 

“That’s a matter of opinion. You're you, 
and Im me. And that’s why we’re—us. 
Don’t you see, Alice? That’s why we’re 
standing here, thinking that everything’s 
all right and Agatha’s all wrong, and 
we've been a little foolish, but we’ll know 
better next time.” 

“Next time?” 

“It’s silly to say there’ll never be a 
next time. Alice?” 

“What?” 

“Alice—another part I liked goes, ‘I was 
a girl at a house party, and you were the 
fellow on the float.’ ” 

For a minute she didn’t reply, because 
he had stopped her. He had stopped her 
that day at the beach, and he had stopped 
her that day in the drugstore, and he had 
stopped her that night at the end of the 
aisle. He had always stopped her, and 
he would always be able to stop her. Now 
her handkerchief was a damp ball in her 
hand, her mouth dry, her eyes aching. 

“It sounds like a corny lyric, Greg,” 
she said. “But—but that’s the part I like, 
too. 
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IT’S NOT WHAT 
YOU’VE GOT— 


It’s what you can get away 
with. Especially if you want 
another woman’s man, as 


Candy Sudlow did. The one 
thing she forgot was that 


MOST MEN ARE PURITANS 


And her forgetting makes 
a swell story— 


By 
MARGARET CULKIN BANNING 
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How TO GET MORE FUN 


OUT OF 


Rain rain! Your mother was in a dither 
rainy days. “All these diapers to wash, 
they'll never get dry!” You’re lucky. So’s 
your baby. With Chux in the house you’ve 
always got plenty of clean, dry diapers. 


DIAPERS 
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Going bye-bye: Calling, motoring, tray- 
elling, visits to the doctor—whenever 
you take baby out, take along cHUX 
Diapers, too. Avoid the nuisance of 
carrying home soiled, smelly didies. 
Chux are used once—thrown away! 





Vacation fun: This week-end when 
Dad’s home—on your holiday— 
any time you want to be free from 
diaper washing, change to Chux. 
Soft, smooth, absorbent complete 
diapers, not inserts. 

For Free Sample Write Dept. G-3 


( NEW BRUNSWICK fof JERSEY 


A FRESH NEW DIAPER AT EVERY CHANGE 
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“For the love of Pete, darling — 
WHAT’S GOING ON HERE?” 


| 

a ; 2. ““Here’s old smoky!” she said 3, The heat was terrific! “The budg- 
[. Good gosh! I’d never seen Doris look when we reached the kitchen. “It’s a et won’t stand a new stove!” I choked. 
so wretched before! “What’s the matter?” stove, but you’d never guess it. Now “Buy one or I won’t stand you!” she 
I asked. She just glared at me and turned __you’re going to stay and broil with said, and she meant it. “OK,” I grum- 


199 


away. “Come along, and you’ll see plenty! me, or promise to buy a new one!” bled, “the old stove is out!” 





4. WAS I SURPRISED! We visited 
our Magic Chef dealer and bought a 

each of a range ... well within our 
Trarcigee) Doris looks fresh again and 
her meals are marvelous! 


The streamlined Magic Chef makes 
cooking easier for everyone...makes 
foods taste better. Its exclusive Swing- 
Out Broiler banishes stooping. Its 
High-Speed oven with Red Wheel 
automatic control takes guesswork 
out of baking! Lifetime burners light 
without matches! Greater oven 1n- 
sulation means cooking comfort! 


Don’t put up with an “old smoky”! 
Even if you live beyond the gas mains, 
Magic Chef and Pyrofax Gas Service 
are available East of the Rockies. See 
the Magic Chef 1939 “Parade of 
Values” at your gas company or 
dealer’s today! American Stove Com- 

’ pany, Dept. L, 35 Chouteau Ave., 
St. Louis, Missouri. 


ea Se SESS 


Miss Colleen Fowler, 
Home Service Director of 
the Kansas City Gas Com- 
pany, Kansas City, Mo., 
says: “If you want tops in 
cooking look for the CP 
(Certified Performance) 
Seal which signifies a gas 
range has met 
22 rigid re- 

quirements for convenience and 

economy. Gas is your quick, 

economical servant.” 


See the Taiking Range, New York 
and San Francisco World’s Fairs. 





SAVE WITH A 


4 1 
THE GAS RANGE WITH THE 


LIFETIME BURNER GUARANTEE Set Red Wheel to any oven Broiler swings out on door Burners light automatically. 
heat. Preheats fast. Assures away from flame. Seewhatyou No matches. Super-heat or 
exact temperatures for fast or broil! No stooping. An exclu- simmer at your finger-tips 
slow baking. No guesswork. sive Magic Chef feature. with Magic Chef Hi-Lo Valve. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





To a Brown-Eyed Girl | 


(Continued from page 21) 


as far as men were concerned. He had 
given her a copy of a poem written for 
someone else, and his feeling of guilt was 
like a stab of pain. He glanced at Betty, 
but she was talking to Miss Lowrie, and 
he gathered up his books unhappily and 
left the room. 

Betty was saying to Miss Lowrie, “I'd 
like very much to have a copy of David’s 
poem.” 

Miss Lowrie picked up the typed page, 
but the words were only a blur. “I knew 
a boy once.” She seemed to be speaking 
more to herself than to Betty. “He had 
eyes something like David's, the kind of 
eyes which see things that most of us 
miss. He was shy, as David is, and sensi- 
tive. Most of us didn’t understand him, 
- but one girl did. She’s with him now, and 
she’s very happy.” 

David passed Red Lathrop in the cor- 
ridor, and Red called, “Hi, Shakespeare!” 
David stopped before the bulletin board 
and read a poster which someone had 
tacked up; an announcement of a Na- 
tional Youth Poetry Contest. There were 
five prizes with a first award of a hun- 
dred dollars, for the best poems sub- 
mitted. He was about to turn away when 
he saw Betty come out of the English 
room. He glued his eyes to the poster but 
was acutely aware of her as she stopped 
beside him. She said, after a minute: 

“Your poem was lovely, David. I think 
you ought to enter it in the contest.” 

He shook his head, wishing that his 
heart would stop its pounding. “I wouldn’t 
have a chance against real poets.” 

“Oh, but you would,” she protested. 
“You’re a real poet, David.” 

He wasn’t real, he thought. There was 
something artificial and wrong about a 
man who would give one girl a poem he 
had written for another. He wanted to 
say-to Betty, “If it were as beautiful as 
you, for whom it was written, there 
wouldn’t be any doubt about its winning a 
prize.” But he didn’t. He didn’t say 
anything. He looked into her eyes, and 
he thought, hopelessly, because he could 
never tell her now all that she meant to 
him: 


“Whenever the sun is shining, 
I shall remember you.” 


AVID copied his poem and mailed it 

to the magazine which was sponsoring 
the National Contest. He changed the title, 
calling it “To a Brown-Eyed Girl” so 
that, if by any wild chance it should win 
a prize, Betty would know he had writ- 
ten it for her and not for Doris. 

He permitted himself the luxury of 
dreaming. If he should win a prize—there 
was no chance, of course, but if he should 
win it—he would no longer be a nonentity 
in the class and in the school. In a certain 
sense, he would be a big shot like Red 
Lathrop. The principal would make a 
speech in assembly, telling him that he 
had brought honor and glory to the school. 
Miss Lowrie would beam upon him, and 
Betty would remember their minute to- 
gether at the bulletin board. 

Later, when school was dismissed, he 
_ would wait for Betty on the broad front 
porch; and he wouldn’t act like a big 
shot at all but would simply tell her he 
had written the poem on the night of the 
Woodridge football game, after he had 
first seen her—not knowing who she was, 
knowing only that he could never forget. 

He would tell her, too, that he had not 
meant to give the carbon copy to Doris. 
But until he could tell her that he would 
just have to go along as he had always 
gone, seeing little of her except in school, 


watching her come down the street with 
Doris and Red, watching her go home with 
them. 

She was more friendly, he thought, 
although again he told himself it was only 
his imagining. Sometimes, in class, she re- 
garded him gravely, and a smile trembled 
on her lips. He pretended, then, that he 
did not see her. The feeling grew upon 
him that, for some reason or other, Betty 
was sorry for him. Perhaps it was because 
he lived in a little house on Pine Street 
and did not wear sports coats and check- 
ered trousers as Red Lathrop did. Or per- 
haps, and this seemed more likely, she was 
sorry because he was not an athlete like 


ed. 

He would like to do something in ath- 
letics, he thought. After baseball season | 
began, he sat in the stands and cheered 
for the team, his eyes following the gyra- 
tions of Doris Rendall in her role of head 
cheerleader. Doris, too, had changed. She 
called him Shakespeare all the time, and 
she asked him now and then if he had 
written any more poetry. Once, meeting 
him in the corridor, she demanded, “Can’t 
those dreamy eyes of yours see anything, 
Shakespeare?” 


ETTY and Doris were walking home 
from a meeting of the Blue Triangle 
Club. They passed David on Barrett Street, 
in front of Brower’s Candy Store, and 
Doris called, “Greetings, Shakespeare!” 
His smile included both of them, but he 
looked at Betty. 
“I'm going to ask him to the Club dance 
next week,” Doris announced. 
Betty’s eyes widened. She had been 
wondering if David would go with her. 
“Why don’t you let him alone, Doris?” 





she asked abruptly. 

“Let him alone? Why, I like the guy.” 
Doris spoke almost wistfully. “Maybe you 
haven’t noticed his eyes. And he’s so sort 
of hopeless-like. He wrote a poem, you 
know, and gave it to me.” 

“Yes, I know,” Betty said. 

David went to the Blue Triangle Dance 
with Anna Haines. On the same morning 
that Anna asked him, Doris left a note 
in his desk: “How about the dance next 
week, Shakespeare? I’d like to have you 
go with me.” 

He told Doris that Anna had already 
invited him, and she laughed lightly, as 
if it didn’t matter at all, and said, flip- 
pantly, “Curses!” 

Anna was going to be valedictorian of 
the class. She looked like a valedictorian, 
and David danced with her endlessly; but 
his eyes followed Betty, who was with 
Tim Fenton, the baseball player. People 
cut in on her and Doris all the time, but 
no one relieved him of Anna. Toward the 
end of the evening, however, Doris came 
over to where they were sitting. 

“Why monopolize the poet?” she de- 
manded of Anna. “You won’t mind if we 
have a teeny-weeny dance, will you?” 

Doris was like a feather in his arms. 
Her curly head rested on his shoulder. 
She was dancing with him, being nice to 
him, he thought, because she believed he 
had written a poem about her. She was 
quiet, which was unusual for Doris, and 
he was trying to think of something to 
say when Tim Fenton cut in. He saw Betty 
dancing in one corner with Red Lathrop, 
and he wanted to go over to her; but Anna 
was a wallflower ina row of vacant seats, 
and he went back to Anna. 

The next morning Mr. Blackwell, both 
track coach and Latin teacher, announced 
the County Track Meet to be held at 
Cranford. He urged every available man 
to report for the team; and later Red 
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Lathrop accosted David on the way to 
lunch. 

“Why don’t you do something for your 
country, Shakespeare? You’ve got long 
legs, and you’re healthy enough. How 
about coming out for the team tomor- 

w?” 

“I'd like to try,” David answered. 

He might be good in track. Probably 
he would be terrible, but he might be 
good. For five years, until he became too 
old, he had delivered papers in Woodridge, 
sometimes running for long stretches in 
order to finish his route in time for 
breakfast. If he did happen to win a race 
in the County Meet, he would get his 
varsity letter. He would be a big shot like 
Red Lathrop. 

He found an old pair of shorts and some 
tennis sneakers and reported to the 
coach, who greeted him indifferently and 
ordered him to take a turn around the 
track. But when the lap was completed, the 
coach’s indifference had disappeared. 

The word spread around school that 
David Pearce was a candidate for the 
track team. A week later he ran the half 
mile in two minutes and five seconds, 
which was fast enough to win the County 
Meet. He could do even better than that 
under pressure, the coach said. They 
found a pair of spiked shces which fitted 
him, and he carried them home reverently. 
He was a varsity man now; he was almost 
a big shot. 


Xe days before the Meet David re- 
ceived a letter from the sponsor of the 
Poetry Contest saying that his was one of 
fifty poems surviving the eliminations. 
Final announcement would be made al- 
most immediately, the notice said. 

He carried the letter to school on Friday, 
touching it occasionally to make sure it 
was real. He was sitting on top of the 
world, he reflected happily, and permitted 
himself the luxury of dreaming. 

Saturday—tomorrow—could very easily 
be the Day of Days. In the morning— “Oh, 
please, God,” he prayed, “may it happen” 
—a letter could come from the Contest 
telling him that he had won a prize, first 
prize, perhaps. And in the afternoon, he 
could win the half mile in the County 
Meet, and with it his varsity award. 

And if that happened— “Oh, please, God, 
may it’—he would telephone to Betty in 
the evening and ask if he could go down 
to see her. Perhaps they could take a 
walk somewhere, under the kindly stars, 
and at the proper time he would show her | 
the letter from the contest and quote a 
line or two from the poem. 

At supper that evening David told his 
mother casually that he was running for 
Oakland in the County Meet. She nodded ~ 
absently and said, “That’s fine, David.” 
She didn’t know how much it meant to 
him; she didn’t know about Betty and 
Red and Doris. In the short time she had» 
been in Oakland she had taught poor peo- 
ple to love her, and she was so busy 
that she could give David only a little of 
her time. 

She was preoccupied while they were 
washing the dishes together. The O’Keefe 
boy, Sandow, had been operated on for 
appendicitis, she said. He wasn’t very 
well, and there was danger of infection. 

“You know the O’Keefes, don’t you?” 

He nodded.. Mrs. O’Keefe did work. 
around town, washing clothes, cleaning 
house and things like that. There wasn’t 
any Mr. O’Keefe, he had just drifted away; 
but there was Sandow, who was crazy 
about baseball but couldn’t play because 
he was lame. 

The telephone rang, and it was the hos- 
pital calling his mother. He listened 
vaguely to a long conversation about San- 
dow O’Keefe, and he heard her say, “Yes, 
I think I can get someone.” 


She seated hercelf at the center table, | 
her thin body drooping with weariness; 
and he saw in her eyes some of the suf- 
fering of all the Mrs. O’Keefes in Oakland, 
some of the hopeless yearnings of poor 
people who live in leaky houses, some of 
the tragedies, touching upon such essen- 
tials as living and dying, of which he 
himself was only vaguely aware. 

His mother said: “Sandow will probably 
have to have a blood transfusion tomor- 
row morning. His mother can’t afford to 
pay for it. I promised to find someone.” 

David knew, without her asking, what 
she wanted him to do, if his blood was 
the right type. It wouldn’t make any dif- 
ference, probably; he would still be able 
to run. | 

“IT haven’t anything to do tomorrow 
morning,” he said. “Perhaps I could help | 
out with Sandow.” 

His blood was right, and the transfusion 
wasn’t so bad. David stayed for an hour at 
the hospital, resting; and when he said 
that he was feeling fine and they let him 
go, he saw his mother in the waiting room 
downstairs. Her arm was around Mrs. 
O’ Keefe, sustaining her, and Mrs. O’Keefe’s 
red face was all blotchy from crying. 

David remembered that this was to be 
his Day of Days, and he walked across 
town to the Y, taking a deep breath with 
each step, trying to blink away tiny lights 
which persisted in flashing across his eyes. 

The coach was in the reading room with 
Red Lathrop and some others of the team. 

“You look sort of pale around the gills.” 
Red remarked. “Nervous, Shakespeare?” 

“A little,’ he answered. He didn’t tell 
them anything about Sandow. The coach, 
if he knew, might not want him to run. 
“Tll be okay this afternoon,” he said. 

He decided that he ought to go home 
and lie down for a while; and the coach | 
grinned at him reassuringly as he left. 


After he had gone, the coach turned te | 


Red. 

“Queer chap, isn't he?” 

“It’s because he’s a poet,” Red declared. 
“Half the girls in school are nuts about 
him, but he doesn’t even know it. He’s in 
the clouds most of the time—making up 
poems, I guess.” 

“He’s got what it takes, though, hasn’t 
he?” 

“Yes,” Red said, “he has.” 

When David reached home, he found a 
letter from the National Poetry Contest in 
the mailbox. He sat down on the top step 
of the porch, holding a sealed envelope in 
his hands that shook slightly, and he 
thought, “I won’t get any prize, of course.” 

He was aware of the fragrance of grow- 
ing things; of fresh green grass and of 
lilacs. He closed his eyes, and he prayed 
from his heart of hearts, “Please, God, 
give me a break just this once.” 

Then he tore open the envelope, and the 
black type became a trumpeted announce- 
ment of the collapse of his house of 
dreams: 

“We have the pleasure to advise you 
that you have-won honorable mention in 
the National Poetry Contest. Your poem 
‘To a Brown-eyed Girl’ shows promise of 
future achievement, but...” 

He opened wide his fingers, and the 
letter fluttered to the ground, like a leaf 
withered and decayed after the pulsating 
warmth of a summer sun. 


| bap: THE locker room in the basement of 
Cranford High School, David heard a 
boy sobbing because he had lost a race. 
He was tempted to go over and say, “It’s 
all right, old man,” but Red Lathrop came 
in from the field and announced that it 
was almost time for the half mile to begin. 
He followed Red outside, fighting down 
his nervousness; and after an endless in- 
terval he was on the mark, and a gun 
sounded. Sprinting into the lead, as the 
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coach had instructed him to do, he settled 
down into a steady stride, his arms swing- 
ing rhythmically. 

The thrill of competition, the first he 
had ever known, was like elixir in his 
blood. The lethargy which had gripped 
him earlier in the day had entirely disap- 
peared; he was keen for the contest, 
keener yet for the victory. By winning he 
could, in a measure, atone for his failure 
in the Poetry Contest. He could, being a 
big shot, explain to Betty about the poem. 

He saw crowded stands across the field, 
one section marked off by the red banner 
of Oakland. He saw Doris, her megaphone 
swinging like a pendulum, standing at the 
edge of the track. Doris had sent him a 
note while he was resting in the dressing 
room. She had written: “Good luck, 
Shakespeare! We'll all be rooting for you.” 

He ran mechanically, well within him- 
self, thinking not of the race but of a hun- 
dred and one other things. Of his mother’s 
telephone call just before noon, saying that 
Sandow O’Keefe was better. Of the fact 
that no one connected with the Meet knew 
about him and Sandow. Of Miss Lowrie, 
who had driven to Cranford in her ten- 
year-old car, which was still immaculate. 
The sight of her, drab in a colorful group, 
had brought back to him some of the feel- 
ing of futility and hopelessness which had 
surged through him that morning. But 
now, rounding the third turn, he shook his 
head almost angrily. He had a job to do; 
he had a race to run. 

He glimpsed smiling faces, and one face 
which was very grave. He saw Betty lean- 
ing forward, with parted lips; and her big 
brown eyes were wide with concern. He 
wondered at her gravity. 

Red Lathrop ran along beside him on 
the grass bordering the track. “Hit it up!” 
Red screamed. 

He grinned, assuring Red there was no 
need to worry. And he thought, rounding 
the first turn of the second lap, that he 
knew now why Red was so popular with 
the class. It wasn’t altogether because he 
made touchdowns and won races; it was 
because, in doing so, he gave all his effort, 
and all his loyalty, to the school. 

David increased the pace, and a stocky 
boy in an orange jersey accepted his chal- 
lenge. Smiling, he ran still faster, and the 
orange jersey remained beside him. Turn- 
ing into the backstretch, he looked across 
lush meadows toward green hills, hazy in 
the distance, and he thought, “In less than 
a minute I'll be breaking the tape against 
my chest.” 


(p= haze from the hills-began to drift 

across the meadow, and he watched it 
coming toward him, a puzzled frown on 
his face. In almost no time at all it had _ 
blotted out the meadows, and there was 
only gray fog where sunshine had been. 
He blinked mist from his eyes, but the 
fog settled around him, and it seemed to 
press upon him, impeding his progress. 

He pushed forward, at first irritated, 
then, suddenly, afraid. He heard from 
across the field a cheer, the Oakland 
cheer; and a beam of sunshine permeated 
the fog. He saw that he was nearing the 
two-twenty mark, with only half a lap 
to go, and the orange jersey strode beside 
him. For a moment his mind worked 
clearly. “I’m tired,” he thought. “But I’ve 
got a race to run.” 

His legs were heavy with growing 
fatigue. . . . One turn more, he thought, 
just one more; and then the homestretch 
and the tape. People got tired in a race. 
They got tired, but they kept on going. 
If he could only stop for a moment and 


sort of get his breath, he’d be all right. 
But he didn’t stop. He remembered that 
the coach had said to start his sprint on 
the last turn, but he didn’t seem to know 
just where he was. The fog came and went. 
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One moment it was a thick gray blanket, 
poshing him back, the next it wasn’t there 
at all. 

He must be at the last turn now. He 
had been running for hours, for years 
without end. But he couldn’t go any faster. 
Where was the tape, anyhow? Where was 
it? 

The cheering of the stands seemed very 
far away. It was a dull roar at first, boom- 
ing like surf on a distant beach; and then 
it came nearer, and the shrill voices of 
girls were like the screeching of rampant 
wind in a hurricane. The fog became a 
steady haze, through which he could see 
dark figures, like black silhouettes against 
a gray background; and nowhere was 
there color, except the orange jersey drift- 
ing along ahead of him, mocking him. 

He heard a voice rising above all other 
sound, Red Lathrop’s voice. The words 
were indistinguishable, but he realized 
dazedly that Red was asking him, beg- 
ging him, to give all his effort, all his 
loyalty, to the school. That was all that 
mattered, he thought; somehow to cross 
the finish line, for the school. Not for Miss 
Lowrie, who had driven in her high sedan 
to see him run. Not for Doris, who had 
written him a note and danced with him. 
Not for Betty, whose face had been very 
grave and sort of anxious. Not for Sandow, 
who was lame; or for his mother, with her 
tired eyes. But for the school. 

He fought forward, not seeing the tape. 
The orange jersey had gone away some- 
where, like the sun sinking behind the 
clouds in a quick sunset, leaving no after- 
glow. Like the sunset of his hopes. . . . 

The sound of booming surf and of ram- 
pant wind in a hurricane suddenly sub- 
sided, leaving only silence. Darkness swept 
over the field. He didn’t know just why, 
but he knew, somehow, in the whirling 
haze which revolved about him, that he 
was crawling on his hands and knees, 
crawling forward. 

After a long time he saw a white line 
against the black cinders. Somewhere 
above him was where the tape ought to 
be. He had done his job; he had run his 
race. He slumped forward, resting his face 
in his cupped hands; and his knees were 
pressed against the ground—in the atti- 
tude of a man praying. 


Doers drove to the curb in front of the 
locker room and saw Betty’s car 
parked there. 

“Waiting for someone?” she asked. 

“For David,” Betty answered. 

“So am I.” Their eyes met. “We'll take 
it, the one who gets licked, as he did in 
the race. Is that all right?” 

“It’s all right,” Betty said. 

They waited without speaking; and after 
a little while Miss Lowrie drove up in her 
high sedan. 

David sat in one corner of the locker 
room. His head ached dully, and he felt 
very, very tired; but he said, when the 
coach asked him, that he was perfectly all 
right. He didn’t understand why all the 
team waited. It was pretty decent of them, 
he thought, to wait for a man who had 
finished last. 

“Let’s get out to the bus,” he suggested. 

“You're not going back in the bus,” Red 
announced. “There are a couple of ladies 
waiting outside to see you, Shakespeare.” 

He followed Red outside. Three cars 
were parked at the club: Betty’s smart 
roadster, Doris’ coupé, and Miss Lowrie’s 
old sedan, 

“They seem to think you shouldn’t ride 
home in the bus,” Red explained. “They’re 
offering you taxi service.” 

He went first to Doris, who had always 
had what she wanted so far as men were 
oe He said, “Thanks, Doris, but 


“It’s all right,” she interrupted, and her 
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blue eyes looked straight at him. “I wanted 
you to drive home with me, Shakespeare. 
You understand that, don’t you? I wanted 
you to.” 

Before he could answer, she turned to 
Red, and all the old flippancy was in her 
voice again. “It’s you and me together, my 
friend. Hop in, Hercules!” 

He went next to Miss Lowrie in her 
high sedan. When she spoke, her voice 
was gentle. 

“TI didn’t know these girls were waiting 
for you, David,” she said. “I wasn’t sure 
they had sense enough for that.” She 
looked beyond him, and it seemed for a 
moment that she didn’t see him at all, but 
was searching for someone. 

“Thank you, Miss Lowrie,” he said; and 
she pushed her foot against the starter, 
and winked at him, and the old car went 
rumbling away. 


fBEke was only Betty now. Touches of 
crimson tinted the smooth olive of her 
skin, and her brown eyes looked after 
Miss Lowrie. He stood with one foot on 
the running board, and he said, bewil- 
deredly, 

“Betty, I don’t understand.” 

“You never do,” she answered, still not 
looking at him. “People think you’re won- 
derful, and you avoid them. And you went 
in a race after you had given your blood 
to Sandow O’Keefe, and—and you crawled 
over the finish line.” 

Her voice broke, and he thought that 
she was going to cry. 

“I—I didn’t know . . .” he stammered. 

“You weren’t going to tell anyone,” she 
continued almost fiercely. “But I learned 
about it from Mrs. O’Keefe, who came to 
our house to work this noon; and after the 
race I told the coach and Red Lathrop 
about it.” 

“Oh!” David said. “It wasn’t anything, 
Betty.” 

“Nothing at all,” she snapped. She 
seemed angry, somehow. “You write beau- 
tiful poems, and .. .” 

“I guess I’m not so good as a poet,” he 
said. “I sent the one which was read in 
English class to the national contest, and 
it didn’t win a prize, Betty.” 

“The one about remembering?” 

“Yes,” he answered. “I wrote it to you, 
Betty, after a football game last fall. I 
saw you there at Woodridge, and I just 
went home and wrote it.” 

“I remember,” she said. “I remember, 
David, how clear your eyes were.” 

“If it had been as beautiful as you—” 
he began, and then he stopped. “It didn’t 
win. It only got honorable mention.” 

Her brown eyes widened. “Don’t you 


"| know that thousands of poems must have 


been submitted? And if you got honorable - 
mention. . . . It was wonderful,” she said 
softly, “but no more wonderful than what 
you did today.” 

He felt dizzy, and sort of empty inside, . 
and he thought it was because he was tired © 
from the race. He leaned on the door of 
the car and saw some chickens in a big 
farm across the street. The fence was al- 
most to the edge of the road, and a tall 
rooster strutted around importantly. Sud- 
denly the rooster crowed loudly, a sort of 
paean of triumph. David was surprised, 
for he thought that a rooster crowed only 
in the morning. He saw Betty move over 
from the wheel, and he looked away from 
the rooster and found her close to him. 

“David,” she said, and all the huskiness 
which he loved was in her voice, “do you 
know what a dear, dumb poet you are?” 

Blinking, he looked into the golden 
depths of her eyes, and her lips were so 
near that he just naturally kissed them. 

Across the street the rooster uttered 
anew his paean of triumph and a hundred 
flustered chickens regarded him with 
pride. 
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>» Now... because of the amazing new “Cold- 
Wall” Principle... you can keep even highly 
erishable foods days longer than ever betore! 
But here is the most astonishing fact of all! 
Now you can prolong food’s original freshness 
|..cetain rich nutritional values...save peak fresh 
lavor fot days on end! 

| Fresh fruits and vegetables do not losetheir 
ttractiveness through wilting, shrinking, chang- 
mg color. Left-over foods... meats, peas,-beans, 
‘ven mashed potatoes—stay as deliciously fresh 
ind appetizing as when first prepared! And you 
hieedn’t even cover them! For with the new 
Cold-Wall” Principle, food is not dried out by 
noisture-robbing air currents. Odor-and-flavor 
transfer is checked, too. 

) Here, at last, is real advancement in refriger- 
tion... vitally important to every home in 
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The 
Super- Freezer 
: freezes ice 
Shee and makes 
cold here...— 
as usual. 





NLY FRIGIDAIRE HAS 
QUICKUBE TRAYS 


itated but never equalled—be- 
use they’re 1. Easier to use~ 
st lift one lever and cubes ~~ 
be free, two or atrayful. | 
) Built Sturdier—to stand = 
rd, constant service. 3. Faster 
eezing—made of heavy gauge 
Fetal in every part. 4. Better 
»oking—styled trim and mod- 
‘nn. Compare—and you'll 
vant only genuine FRIGIDAIRE 
JICKUBE TRAYS. 
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[VAP AVe ROBE) 


Prolongs Food’s Original Freshness, Color, 
Rich Flavor— Days Longer! 


America. .. especially where there are children. 
Because, now, you save not only the food, but 
the VITAL VALUES in food as well. Natural nour- 
ishment stays in—because it doesn’t dry out! 


Convince Yourself... with Proof...in 5 Minutes 


See Proof at your nearest Frigidaire dealer’s that 
the new “Cold-Wall” Frigidaire puts you ahead 
in every vital way! New Meat-Tender for keeping 
fresh meats. New Super-Moist Hydrators. New 
economy with the famous Meter-Miser ... plus 
General Motors dependability and long life! Yet 
it costs no more than ordinary “first-line” refrig- 
erators! See Frigidaire’s other models, too—for 
every need and budget. Also new Frigidaire Elec- 
tric Ranges and Water Heaters. Every one a great 
General Motors Value! FRIGIDAIRE DIVISION, 
GENERAL MOTORS SALES CORPORATION,DAYTON,O. 


‘COLD-WALL’ PRINCIPLE WORKS — 























Q® tHe New "Dew-FRESH SEAL 
A SOLID GLASS PARTITION— 
“DIVIDES THE CABINET INTO 

2 COMPARTMENTS. 


\ THE LOWER COMPARTMENT 
— \S REFRIGERATED DIRECTLY 
THROUGH THE WALLS BY CON- 
CEALED REFRIGERATING COILS. 
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This provides all 3 essentials for 
keeping foods vitally fresh /onger 
than ever before! 1. Uniform Low 
Temperatures. 2. 85 to 100% 
Humidity. 3. No Moisture-Rob- 
bing Air Circulation. All without 
adding a single moving part! AND 
ONLY FRIGIDAIRE HAS IT! 








CUTS CURRENT COST TO THE BONE. . . Simplest 
Refrigerating Mechanism Ever Built—and when 
parts aren’t there, they just can’t use current or 
wear. Completely sealed. 
5-Year Protection Plan, backed 
by General Motors. 









A. 7:0.0¥ BA Ro TF R.A DLE LONG. Or QUALITY BEHIND HEINZ BEANS 


For men who crave home- 

baked beans, serve Heinz 

Cea & old-fashioned Oven- 
Baked Beans; 4 luxurious 
kinds from which to choose 


























With Pork and Tomato 
Sauce 
Mid - westerners 
profess a prefer- 
ence for Heinz 
Oven- Baked 
Beans with pork 
and the tangy 
sauce of Heinz 
tomatoes. 













poe square meals your whole family loves 
are those four savory, substantial kinds of 
Heinz Oven-Baked Beans! They’re honest-to- 
goodness old-time beans—thoroughly oven- 
baked the way grandma used to fix ’em. Some 
night soon serve Heinz Oven-Baked Boston- 
style Beans with their mouth-watering molas- 
ses sauce and succulent pork. How about 
a real New England bean feast Saturday? 


























Vegetarian Style 


Vegetarians dote 
on Heinz Oven- 
Baked Beans in 
a zippy, zesty 
tomato sauce 
without pork! 














Come and see the Heinz exhibits at 


the San Francisco Exposition and 
the New York World’s Fair! 





Copr. 1939, H. J. Heinz Co. 
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Red Kidney Beans 


Cowboys and 
dudes alike go 
for Heinz Oven- 
Baked Red Kid- 
ney Beans with 
tender pork. 
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You don’t have to wonder about the satisfactory qualities of any appli- 
ance you are thinking about buying—if it is a make and model listed in 
our buying guide, “Household Products Tested and Approved.” All 
‘products in this guide passed all the many technical and home-use 
tests we make before awarding our Seal of Approval. Each one meas- 
ured up to our high standards of durability and efficient performance. 
Here we show one step in testing a range. In our oven tests everything 
from sponge cakes to steaks and hearty roasts of beef is baked, 
broiled, or roasted by Institute home economists who judge the finished 
result by eye, touch, and taste; while engineers use their instru- 
ments to check with scientific precision such things as the efficiency 
of the top-stove burners, the accuracy of oven controls, and the economi- 
cal use of fuel or electricity. “Household Products Tested and 
Approved” is free. Send for a copy today, and use it to buy wisely 





— 
Oo 


ECENTLY a reader asked 
us, “What is the difference 
between my 1929 electric 
range and one I could buy 


today?” This started us going 
back through our testing 
records on electric ranges. These 
make interesting electric-range his- GO 
tory, showing as they do what a 
steady improvement in ranges has 
been made during these years. 
Today ovens reach baking temper- 
ature in about half the time the old 
models required. Oven regulators are 
more accurate, oven heat distribution 
is more uniform; and surface units 
are faster, more efficient. 1939 electric 
ranges have more top-stove or “sur- 
face” heats, from the quick start on 
“high” down to “low” and “simmer.” 


This has been made possible by the Lee M. Chapman and Truman L. Henderson 
constant research of manufacturers : z 
who want to give you better service. Of The Institute Staff Bring You Up-To-Date 


Tn line with these developments we 
at Good Housekeeping Institute are 
likewise constantly raising our re- 
quirements for approval so that today 
we demand much more from an elec- 
tric range than we did in 1929. 

Therefore, if you are selecting a 
new range, you will first want to be 
certain that it has been approved by 
Good Housekeeping Institute. Then 
you yourself must take time to con- 
sider what individual features of the 
ranges sold in your locality will be 
of most service to you. For instance, 
you may like the help given by in- 
dicator lights that tell when the oven 
and surface units are on, or the con- 
venience of time controls for both 
ovens and well cookers. Also avail- 
able are separate broiling ovens, 
warming compartments, ranges with 
two ovens to choose from, as well as 
accessories like platform lights and 
timer clocks. 

All these automatic features are 
easy to use because the manufac- 
turer provides simple instructions to 
insure satisfaction. So if you are using 
an electric range for the first time, 

. just follow these instructions and go 
right on using your favorite recipes. 





Long experience at the Institute has proved that, in addition io the temper- 
ature and time for roasting, there is another important factor to be con- 
sidered in doing the roast to a turn. This is to avoid putting in the oven 
with the meat any foods or dishes that give off excess moisture; this impairs 


Using the Different “Surface” Heats. 
High heat is used for starting most 
cooking operations, bringing vege- 
tables to the steaming point or water 


in the teakettle to boiling, and for the browning and the flavor of the roast. For this reason baked potatoes, 
the quick browning of poultry, meat, as shown above, or squash are a good choice. Our experience has shown, 
or fish. Medium heat, using only one- too, that today’s approved electric ranges have well-insulated ovens and_ 
half as (Continued on page 116) efficient surface units to conserve fuel and help to keep kitchens cool 





Surface units give heats for all pur- This well-cooker switch automatically A clock for oven or well-cooker control 
poses. A regulator controls oven heat turns heat from “high” to “low” is here combined with a reminder clock 
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Electric-range surface units have varied heats and dif- 
ferent sizes for doing any kind of surface cooking. There 
is high heat for starting cooking quickly and browning 
meats, poultry, and fish. Medium and low heats brown 
foods like onions or bananas and continue cooking that 
requires less intense heat. All this year’s approved 
ranges also have one or two lower heats for simmering, 
for very slow cooking, and for keeping foods hot 


Photograph by H. I. Williams 


When an all-in-one main dish of meat and vegetables uses 
only one unit, dishes for the next day can be “on the go” 
at the same time. For example, we show above Chicken 
Spanish Style bubbling lazily; at the same time apricots 
are cooking on low for tomorrow’s breakfast, and old- 
fashioned pea soup for lunch is simmering quietly in the 
covered well cooker. The Fruited Raised Rolls were timed 
to come hot from the oven when the chicken dish was ready 
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much current, is sufficient for most of 
the cooking on a griddle, and for 
deep-fat frying. Low heat keeps 
stews and similar dishes cooking 
slowly and finishes the cooking of 
vegetables and other foods that have 
reached the steaming point. 

Simmering heats on electric ranges 
use very little current, less even than 
low heat. They keep foods below 
boiling temperature and are ideal for 
both starting and continuing the 
cooking of egg and cheese dishes, 
sauces, and dried fruits. Simmering 
is handy, too, when you want to keep 
the coffee or a meal warm for a late 
comer. 

You will get the most out of the 
surface units by using well-designed 
utensils that entirely cover the unit— 
utensils with flat bottoms and snug- 
fitting covers. 

When you are selecting new uten- 
sils, remember that some can be used 
both on the surface units and in the 
oven, as they have heatproof handles. 
Many attractively designed utensils 
can be used for both cooking and 
- serving. 


Use Your Oven More. Electric-range 
ovens are featuring many conven- 
iences to help you in the preparation 
of all your meals so that you may 
enjoy more and more hours of kitchen 
freedom. 

We mentioned the fast preheating 
periods. Our tests, in which we find 
out how much current it takes for 
an oven to reach a temperature of 
500° F., show that the average time 
for preheating modern ovens is 10 
min. or less. 

An oven time control is a magic key 





Appetizing oven meals, such as the above meal of spareribs, vegetables, and 
bread pudding, depend upon the selection of dishes which bake well to- 
gether at the same temperature. Cooking times, however, may vary. When 
they do, the dishes requiring shorter cooking are added at a time to bring 
the whole meal out together. When putting a meal in an oven to be turned 
on and off by an automatic time control, remember that food should not 
be left longer than an hour or two before cooking starts. Utensils which are 
used in oven meals should not touch each other or the sides of the oven 


to afternoons away from home. Pre- 
pare the foods to be cooked, planning 
carefully so that all the foods to be 
baked require the same time and 
temperature. Choose casseroles and 
other baking pans that will fit in the 
oven without touching each other or 





This is one overlooked use of a well cooker. Hard-to-handle vegetables like 
asparagus and broccoli, and leafy-and-bulky ones like cabbage or spinach, 


can be cooked easily in the spacious depth of this utensil. Asparagus may 


be tied in bunches and placed upright in the cooker or in its French fryer 


basket, as pictured above. This protects the stalks from breaking and _ pro- 


vides an easy way of lifting the vegetables from the kettle. Other green 


vegetables may be dropped directly into the cooker or placed in the basket, 


which makes it possible to remove them easily from the steaming kettle 


the sides of the oven, so the heat will 
circulate freely around them. 

After the food is placed in the oven 
the timer clock may be set to turn 
the heat on, cook the food, and then 
turn the heat off at whatever times 
you wish. All this is done in your 
absence from home, It is not advis- 
able to let the food stand in the oven 
for more than an hour or two before 
cooking begins. While all the dishes 
making up an oven meal may require 
the same temperature, some may 
have to be cooked longer than others. 

But when you are at home, it is 
an easy matter to start the dishes 
requiring the longest time, putting 
the others in the oven later, so that 
the whole meal is done at the same 
time. In the picture above we show 
an oven meal with Braised Spareribs 
(recipe is on page 138) that are put 
in at four o'clock for a six-o’clock 
dinner, and cooked at 350° F. The 
carrots and celery in a covered cas- 
serole, together with the Chocolate 
Bread Pudding in an uncovered cas- 
serole, are added at quarter of five. 
Fruit cup would go well with this 
meal if you want a first course. 


Roast Beef Done To A Turn. When you 
plan to have roast beef and want it 
cooked to perfection, do not cook at 
the same time a moist food or foods 
that will fill the oven with steam and 
affect the browning and flavor of the 
meat. That is why we show baked 
potatoes with the roast, a combina- 
tion as natural as pork and beans. 
They cook well at the same tempera- 
ture. Although this is a lower tem- 
perature than usual for baking 
potatoes, (Continued on page 136) 


WITH DOROTHY MARSH 
OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 


A Banner Year for Canned Peas. This 
past year’s pack of canned peas was 
not only a big one, but probably the 
finest in history. Because of this you 
will find them.a real buy for thrifty 
meals. Furthermore, while canned 
peas are one of our so-called green 
vegetables and largely protective be- 
cause of their rich vitamin and min- 
eral content, they are also a very 
good source of energy. For that rea- 
son they serve a double purpose in 
the vegetable course—they provide 
both calories and protection. 

And if when you serve canned peas 
you will heat them in the can liquor, 
you can be sure that you are preserv- 
ing this precious food value. Drain 
off the pea liquor into a saucepan or 
skillet as shown at right, and boil a 
good part of it away. Then turn in 
the peas, heat them in the remaining 
liquor, season, and serve. 


You Can Have Shortcake Any Time. 
Don’t deprive your family of short- 
cakes—crisp, hot, and oozing with 
butter or margarine and juicy berries 
—just because you’re afraid there 
won't be time in which to make up 
the dough. 

Invest in a package of ready-to-use 
biscuit mix, follow the label’s quick 
and easy directions for making short- 
cake, and you can have this luscious 
dessert whenever you want. As for 
the fruit, take your choice of fresh, 
packaged frozen, or canned berries, 
peaches, etc., and vary them accord- 
ing to their season and your taste. 


A Special Cleaner for Woodwork. Now 
that spring is here, you will probably 
need to add to your cleaning supplies. 
Have you thought of a special cleaner 
for your woodwork and paint that 
will mean less rubbing and a neater 
job? There are on the market pre- 
pared paint cleaners in a paste form. 
No trick in using them—just apply 
the paste and then wipe it off, taking 





the soil with the paste. And if you 
have never tried a cellulose sponge, 
do get one now and surprise yourself 
with its advantages. 


Cranberry Jelly Any Time of Year. Let 
me remind you that cranberry jelly 
is no longer just a holiday treat. Your 
grocer carries it, either as canned 
jellied cranberry sauce or canned 
whole-fruit cranberry sauce, all the 
year ‘round. And if you’ve never 
served it as an accompaniment to 
fish, lamb, veal, or pork—well, you 
don’t know what deliciousness you’ve 
missed. 

Here’s a salad, a variation of an old 
stand-by, which you will want to add 
to your repertoire, too. Lay canned 
pineapple slices on crisp leaves of let- 
tuce. Top each pineapple slice with a 
slice of canned jellied cranberry sauce 
and a small ball of cream cheese, and 
serve with salad dressing—mayon- 
naise, French, or cooked, as preferred. 





When You’re Serving Canned Tongue. 
If you have ever wondered about the 
way to slice canned ox or calves’ 
tongue, here’s a method that makes 
for uniformly neat, meaty slices: 
First chill the tongue well to make 
for easy slicing. Then remove it from 
the jar or can and lay flat side down 
on a cutting board, with the tip end 
of the tongue to the left of you. Start- 
ing at the extreme right of the tongue 
—the rounded end—cut thin cross- 
wise slices. As you near the tip of the 
tongue, you may find it easier to slice 
it lengthwise rather than crosswise. 


For Your Sandwich Tray. We’ve tested 
a new canned sandwich bread for 
our Bureau recently, which you who 
like to “snack it” or to chat over the 
teacups will want to present socially 
as soon as you have a chance. 

It is a delicious canned chocolate 
nut bread, which—whether it’s served 
spread with butter or cream cheese— 
always brings guests back for re- 
peats. It’s just as much at home at 


dessert-time, too, topped with ice 
cream or heated and garnished with 
foamy or chocolate sauce—a tip for 
business housekeepers. 


Salmon Celery Loaf—A Thrifty Main 
Dish. Here’s one more reason for 
keeping a can of salmon always on 
hand. All you need to add to your 
market list for this tasty loaf is a 1-lb. 
can of salmon, a can of condensed 
celery soup, 2 eggs, and 2% ec. soft 
bread crumbs. Flake the salmon, re- 
moving any skin. Then add the soup, 
beaten eggs, and crumbs, turn into a 
greased loaf pan 814” x 414”, and bake 
1 hr. ina moderate oven of 350° F. 
Unmold onto a hot platter, and serve 
as is or with a Relish Sauce made 
thus: add 1 chopped hard-cooked 
egg and 3 tbsp. pickle relish to 1 ec. 
hot thin white sauce. Serves 6. The 
well-seasoned canned celery soup 
adds a delicious flavor. 


A Pancake Luncheon. The next time 
you need a grand idea for a hungry 
family’s luncheon, get out your pack- 
age of prepared pancake flour. I pre- 
sume many of you keep it on hand 
—for it makes such fluffy breakfast 
pancakes in no time at all. 

Measure a cupful of the pancake 
flour into a bowl. Add 1 c. of milk and 
1c. of grated raw carrots, and stir 
until smooth. Bake as usual on a hot 
griddle, arranging the pancakes in 
piles of three on a hot platter. Mean- 
while add 14% c. drained canned peas 
and 1 tsp. minced onion to 2 c. medium 
white sauce (use part of the canned 
pea liquor in making the white 
sauce). Pour the sauce over the pan- 
cakes and serve as the main dish at 
luncheon with a garnish of crisp ba- 
con, and a fruit salad for dessert. 


Correction: In the recipe for Divinity 
Nut Fudge, page 133 of December, 
1938, Goop HousEKEEPING, the first 
sentence of the directions should have 
read as follows: Combine 1% c. of 
the sugar and % ec. of the water 
with the corn syrup in a saucepan. 









PCs me cscenra lien 
wee pera: ani 


SPONSOR tote B Si 


in your kitchen but just haven’t got around to? 

Have them wired to the fuse panel on a separate 
circuit with heavier wire (#12 gauge) than is used 
for lighting circuits. Then you will get a full meas- 
ure of voltage to operate your cooking appliances 
at top efficiency. An electric roaster is a big help for 
cooking coolly in hot weather. While you’re about 
it, don’t forget an outlet for a ventilating fan. A 
ventilating fan in your kitchen is a comfort all year 
round. It gets rid of excessive heat and cooking 
odors, and even with the windows open in summer 
helps keep the air in positive and welcome motion. 


He: about those extra outlets you’ve been wanting 


night through in your nursery if there’s an electric 

fan. Fans bring hot-weather comfort into any room 
when they are properly placed to keep air circulat- 
ing without blowing directly upon us. But it may 
be a nuisance, and there’s some danger, too, with 
long cords trailing about when a fan is placed on a 
table, a bookcase, or the like. There are specially 
designed outlets that solve this problem. They sup- 
port the fan on the wall and have no trailing cords, and 
the fan is always ready for service at the flip of 
a switch. These are fine for nurseries where little 
fingers like to pry. Why not have one installed? 
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OW’S the time to lay your plans for a cooler summer. 
Don’t wait until sweltering days overtake you and 
make even planning an effort. One way to outwit hot — 
weather is to make more use of your electrical ap- 
pliances. We’ve suggested some ways on these pages. 
But we'd like to stress again, as we have for years 
in our articles in Goop HOUSEKEEPING, that you can’t take 
full advantage of electrical appliances that make work easier 
and add to comfort in hot weather unless your house is ade- 
quately wired. - 

Many people put up with inadequately wired homes be- 
cause they do not realize what a comparatively simple mat- 
ter it is to install the needed circuits or outlets. If you don’t 
know how to go about having this work done, you can find 
out, without cost or obligation, from the National Adequate 
Wiring Bureau, an organization with branches in many 
localities. Or ask your local power and light company. The 
Institute’s own guide to adequate wiring is given below. 
Follow it when you are bringing your wiring up-to-date, or 
planning a new house. It will lead you to the results you 
want. 





The Institute’s Wiring Guide 


1. Have a fuse or circuit-breaker panel on each floor of 
the house. 
2. Have two types of circuits in your house—one for lights 


¢ 





outdoors in summer, especially in the cool of a 
porch. But it’s not cool for you if it means running 
or} back and forth to the kitchen. If you have an elec- 
“: tric coffee maker, waffle iron, toaster, egg cooker, 
or table grill, there’s almost no end to the variety 
of meals you can plan to serve on your porch—if 
there’s an appliance outlet handy on the porch. 
Here again the outlet should be on a separate cir- 
cuit (#12 gauge wire) to supply electricity amply 
to any of the table appliances you may want to use. 
If the porch is exposed to the weather, the outlet 
should be of the weatherproof or the outdoor type. 


icv it's the gypsy in us, but we all like to eat 
a 













BY GEORGE W. ALDER 
CONSULTING ENGINEER OF THE INSTITUTE 


and one for appliances. Make appliance circuits #12 gauge. 

3. Provide separate heavy-duty circuits and outlets for 
the electric range, electric water heater, large-size room 
heater, air-conditioning system, etc. 

4. Provide enough outlets conveniently located to take 
care of all your needs. 

3 - Provide wall switches for all ceiling and side-wall 
ights. 

6. Consider the provision of wiring for special outlets 
such as night lights for halls and bedrooms and outdoor 
outlets for garden and Christmas-tree lighting. 

7. Provide wiring for doorbells, buzzers, and radio. 

8. Provide a telephone plug-in system so that the instru- 
ment can be carried from room to room for greater con- 
venience. 

9. Have all the wiring done by a licensed electrician, in 
accordance with the National Electrical Code and local 
ordinances governing wiring installations. 

10. Take care of your wiring and connecting cords. Do 
not overload circuits, and do not use fuses of larger amper- 
age rating than each circuit is designed to supply. Guard 
your connecting cords against damage. Disconnect from 
appliances by pulling on the plug—don’t jerk on the cord. 
Store carefully, preferably by hanging over smooth round 
pegs. Immediately replace cords that are worn or frayed. 
Use only Underwriters’ Laboratories approved cords. 





f wishes were air-conditioning systems, we all 

could keep cooler at home than at the seashore or 

mountains. But even if pocketbooks can’t stretch 
far enough to include air conditioning for the 
whole house, individual room coolers are another 
matter. Each year sees more of them coming into 
use. One reason is-that they can be installed almost 
anywhere with little difficulty, for some types do not 
require a connection to the water and drain. They 
are fitted to a window and then connected to an 
appliance circuit outlet. They cool the air, keep it 
in gentle motion, reduce humidity, and expel part 
of the air, ridding the room of smoke and odors. 


< 


a summer’s morning, with a wall fan or window 

ventilating fan to add to our comfort. But the work 
wouldn’t seem so easy if we didn’t have convenient 
outlets for our ironing machine and other laundry 
appliances, and circuits behind the outlets which 
have large enough wires to provide the electricity 
which ironers and hand irons need to heat speedily 
and keep hot. If your ironing machine or hand iron 
is sluggish, don’t blame it until you are sure your 
wiring is adequate. Laundries, like kitchens, need 
a separate appliance circuit with heavier wires (#12 
gauge) than those usually used for lighting circuits. 
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His the way we iron our clothes in the cool of 








OT a week passes without dis- 
covering among my friends 
and acquaintances more and 
more men who enjoy cook- 
ing. Some make a fetish of 
complex and involved foods. 
Others go in for simple dishes. But 
there is one thing all of them have in 
common—and that is the deep and 
sincere enjoyment they get out of 
preparing foods. 

Somehow or other the impression 
has got around that one must be able 
to prepare anything and everything 
to qualify as an amateur male cook 
or amateur chef. Perish the thought! 
Many a reputation has been founded 
on the repeated and masterful prepa- 
ration of one dish. 

So if you have been hankering to 
try your hand in the kitchen, why not 
single out a recipe now and decide to 
try it no later than this weekend? 
You might even become famous for 
one special dish or recipe. Not a few 
men are known widely for one recipe. 
These include Oyster Stew Harry, 
Gulyas (or Goulash, if you prefer this 
spelling) George, and Fried Chicken 
Stanley—a banker, an advertising ex- 
ecutive, and a sales manager respec- 
tively. 

Thus, precedent being established 
for one-dish reputations, certainly 
nothing but good can come from add- 
ing to the number. Realizing that ex- 
pert cooking is not beyond them, 
many of these one-dish chefs will be 
emboldened to try others. Then Ill 
wager that after they master three 
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more recipes, their interest in food 
will never cease. 

They will find a new and greater 
enjoyment in eating, too. Curiously 
enough, we spend millions of dollars 
each year to exercise and pamper our 
senses. There are movies, stage shows, 
paintings, scenery, and many other 
enjoyments for our eyes—perfumes 
for our nose—music and radio for our 
ears. But too many of us sit down to 
a meal with the attitude, “By gad, I 
have to get this over with, so here 
goes!” 

Why not pamper our sense of taste 
a bit? Eating can be a lot of fun. 
Really, it can. And it does not cost 
any more than just eating. Well—not 
much more, anyway. 

And right at this point ’m going to 
air a pet peeve of mine. Don’t mistake 
me—I’m not alone in this. Most men 
shareit with me. I refer to the horrible 
experience of conveying fine, appe- 
tizing-looking foods to the mouth, 
there to discover they have been al- 
lowed to go cold. Cooked foods are 
at their very best only when they are 
very hot. So heat the platters and 
plates before serving food on them. 

But if you court the praise of men 
who really enjoy food, don’t even stop 
to transfer the food from pans and 
pots to platters and plates. Rush it 
from the stove to the table and serve 
it piping hot. 

You are using your casseroles and 
baking dishes in this way; the im- 
provements in the design of today’s 
pots and pans encourage using them, 


too, in the dual role of cooking and 
serving. 

If you lack courage to break old 
customs, try serving food in this man- 
ner when you are dining en famille. 
Then spring it on your friends at a 
late evening supper, when scrambled 
eggs or Welsh rabbit is the order of 
the hour. Not only will your courage 
be admired, but the resulting lip-— 
smacking will more than repay you 
for your daring. 

After all, having fun eating is a 
blessing we can all enjoy. However, 
the regular cooks cannot have much 
enthusiasm if they are not encour- 
aged or challenged at intervals. Just 
to add some evidence, I am sure the 
Nejelskis eat better and more inter- 
estingly simply because Papa Nejel- 
ski enjoys getting out into the kitchen 
frequently and tossing together a dish ~ 
or two. No, that is not bragging. That 
is fact. Drop by any day, and Rena, 
the good wife, will confirm this. 

Why, even Lee, our eight-year-old, 
relishes his steak more if he is allowed 
to salt and season it while it is being 
broiled. He does it under guidance, 
of course, but that does not lessen his 
enjoyment of his creative adventure. 
And try to shoo Paul, our one-year- 
old, out of the kitchen when there is 
cooking going on! He goos more and 
more liberally as meal preparation 
progresses. Then how he does go after 
his food when it is served! 

Rena lives to eat, even though she 
keeps one eye on the scales. Her love 
of food, plus the fact that my per- 
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centage of failures has decreased con- 
siderably, has been a big factor in her 
decision to surrender the kitchen to 
me on occasion. ~ 

The same spirit does not hold, how- 
ever, with Margaret Single, our cook, 
general manager, and second mother 
to Paul and Lee. After several years 
of competition, she still insists that 
she can prepare any dish better than 
Papa Nejelski and has a permanent 
challenge posted to this effect. I men- 
tion this so that you can understand 
why tension is high at times in the 
Nejelski kitchen. But with everybody 
interested in eating and everybody 
trying to best everybody else at the 
preparation of food, benefits are many 
and interesting. 

Every member of the household is 
concerned intensely with food. Each 
meal at home is something we an- 
ticipate with excitement. And when 
we eat away from home, it is always 
with an eye to discovering something 
new, something good, to duplicate in 
our own kitchen. Not all eating- 
house managers or chefs are willing 
to part with their special recipes. 
However, properly and honestly flat- 
tered, many of them cannot resist. 

It was with such a spirit of adven- 
ture that Rena and I were tempted 


The Nejelski family enjoy their food in all its perfection by serving 








MEN—HERE’S YOUR CHANCE 


FOR COOKING FAME 


ave you an interesting 
recipe of your own? Would 

you like to share it with other 
men? Send the recipe to me, 
Leo Nejelski, in care of Good 
Housekeeping Institute, 57th 
Street at 8th Avenue, New York 
City, together with a brief his- 
tory of the recipe, its source, ete. 


If enough interesting recipes 
are sent in, Katharine Fisher 
and Dorothy Marsh promise us 
space in an early issue to print 
the best. Of course your name 
will appear and you will be 
given full credit. The recipes 
will be judged on their merit 
and interest. Make a note now. 
Send in your favorite recipe 


in as complete form as possible 








to try one of the Gulyas dishes served 
at Richard’s restaurant in Chicago. 
We have never been able to duplicate 
the exact and tantalizing mildness of 
the dish, but even a partial success 
evokes loud cheers. 


Gulyas 
TESTED BY GOop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 
Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level 


1 large peeled onion 2 tsp. salt 
3 tbsp. butter, mar- 14% tsp. pepper 


garine, or salad oil 

3 Ibs. bottom round of 
beef 

\% Ib. lean shoulder of 
pork 

\% lb. boneless leg of 


1 8-0z. can tomato 
sauce 

1 No. 2% can sauer- 
kraut 

1% pt. sour cream 


veal 


Mince the onion and sauté slowly 
in the butter in a Dutch oven or large, 
covered kettle until tender. Then add 
the beef, pork, and veal, all cut into 
1” cubes. Cover the kettle and simmer 
gently over low heat for 1 hr. Then 
add the salt, pepper, and tomato 
sauce, and simmer 2 hrs. longer. Now 
add the sauerkraut and simmer an- 
other hour or longer if the meat is not 
crumblingly tender. Just before serv- 
ing, blend in the sour cream while 
stirring. Perch a generous dab of sour 
cream on the Gulyas served on each 
plate. This last touch is our own 
addition. (Continued on page 138) 


the dish in which it was cooked 
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1 strawberry ice cream right off the dasher, and 


iranteed to whet your appetite for second servings! 


Be sure to use an Institute-approved ice-cream freezer, 
with eight parte of ice to one part of ice-cream salt 


Photograph by H. 1 
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That means ice cream, of course. But Julia 


Hoover and Arthur Donniez of the Institute 


Staff go on from there and tell you how to 
get the most out of your ice refrigerator 


OT until an English visitor to 
the Institute raised a glass 
of ice water to the light and 
said, “Your ice—it is terribly 
nice,” did we begin to real- 
ize that the ice which we take 
_for granted is a luxury in many other 
lands. We’re fortunate, too, in having 
good ice refrigerators that not only 
preserve our foods but also furnish 
all the ice we need for cooling bev- 
erages, chilling foods, and freezing 
desserts. 

It is at this time of the year, when 
the days of spring warn you that hot 
weather is in the offing, that you 
should stop and plan just how your 
ice refrigerator can help most. For 
you want it to play an important part 
in keeping all your food in prime con- 
dition and to allow you your share 
of leisure hours. You are planning 
gardens, going on early spring pic- 
nics, and getting outside into the air, 
and we'll wager you don’t want meal 
making and serving to hamper you. 
So let your refrigerator be your good 
right hand. 

The variety of garden things on the 
market at this time of the year de- 
mand that you use all your refrigera- 
tor space to good advantage if they 
are to retain their initial goodness. 
So don’t use it for foods that will keep 
just as well in your kitchen cabinet. 
We mean preserves, brown sugar, ex- 
cess canned foods, canned and bot- 
tled beverages, etc. It is never wise 
to crowd refrigerator shelves, since 
that retards the circulation of cold air 
and part of the food space will not 










In making ice cream, scald can, cover, and dasher; let cool. Adjust dasher; fill 


ean two-thirds full of the cold cream mixture. Cover, set in tub, then clamp 


on gear case. Put 2 qts. crushed ice in tub, sprinkle with 1 ¢. ice-cream salts 


repeat until tub is full. Turn crank slowly until resistance is felt, then increase 


speed until difficult to pull. Remove gear case; wipe off cover; remove dasher. 


be properly chilled. And when you 
tuck in leftovers, try to decide right 
then and there how you will use them 
up. If they are to be used in the same 
salad, the same chowder or casserole, 
then combine them in one dish to 
save space. Don’t forget about them 
until your refrigerator is cluttered up 
with numerous small bowls of vege- 
tables, meat, and fruits. 

Here ‘at the Institute we like to 
cover most foods we keep in ice re- 
frigerators even though the water 
from the melting ice helps to retard 
drying out. Uncooked meat and fresh 
berries are the two exceptions. It is 
best to cover uncooked meat only 
lightly or not at all, while it is stored 
in the food compartment. Berries 
should not be covered, either; just 
spread them out on a tray and then 
wash them before hulling. 

Using covered containers also keeps 
delicate foods from picking up a for- 
eign taste, and strong-smelling foods 
from causing an objectionable odor 
in the food compartment. There are 
available a variety of approved re- 
frigerator dishes made of enamel- 
ware, glass, and ovenproof ware 
which come in different shapes and 
sizes; also bags and bowl covers made 


of various materials. And then, too, 


there is waxed paper. moistureproof 


Cellophane, and parchment, which 
are always handy about a kitchen 
and which cover or wrap—just as 
you like. 

In all the ‘ce refrigerators which 
we have approved, there is a shelf 
in the coldest part of the food com- 
partment high enough for a quart 
milk bottle; so put the milk and cream 
there. If there is no room here for 
the meat, keep it directly below the 
milk section or beside it. The rest of , 
the food space in the new front-icer- 
type refrigerator is quite uniform in 
temperature, so distribute the other 
foods throughout the food compart- 
ment to suit the space available. 

Thanks to a special device which 
has been tested in the Institute kitch- 
ens and laboratories, you can enjoy 
the use of ice cubes to chill your sum- 
mer beverages. On page 124 we show 
an ice-cuber.in action. The top part 
of it is filled with hot water, and then 
it is placed on top of the ice cake. It 
is only a matter of afew minutes until 
the cubes are ready to be chipped off. 
But when party plans call for a large 
quantity of ice cubes, get in touch 
with your iceman. He can furnish 
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YOU DO 


Place the milk, cream, and meat 
in the coldest section. 


Use bowl covers for foods having 
noticeable odors. 


Combine leftovers in one dish, if 
possible, to conserve space. 


Inspect your refrigerator each 


morning and plan to use odds 
and ends in tasty dishes. 

Chill refrigerator cakes, gelatin 
mixtures, puddings, ete., to en- 
hance their deliciousness. 

Use covered refrigerator dishes 
that can be stacked to save stor- 


age space. 
Wipe up any spilled food. 


you with all the cubes you want. 


Making Ice Cream. Commercial ice 
creams offer a variety of flavors, and 
you can almost always buy your fa- 
vorite kind. But if you have a six- 
year-old Denny around. as our Mrs. 
Kendall has, who enjoys making ice 
cream almost as much as eating it, 
then you'll probably be making ice 
cream in your crank freezer. Mrs. 
Kendall owns a one-quart freezer, 
and she tells us that Denny does the 
cranking for her family of three. It 
requires only a little bit of ice, and 
before you know it the ice cream is 
ready to be packed to await serving 


time. You can get approved freezers | 


in different sizes to suit your needs— 
either hand or electrically operated. 
And now let us freeze the ice cream. 

In chipping off the ice, use an ice 
pick or an ice chipper. Chip off only 
from the top of the cake, never at the 
sides, because the grid in the bottom 
of the ice chamber should be kept 
covered to insure the best food-com- 
partment temperatures. A pan or 
wooden bowl can be used to hold the 
ice as it comes from the refrigerator. 
Our photograph on page 123 shows 
a duck bag which we find so con- 
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YOU DON’T 


Don’t put foods in ice chamber. 
Don’t crowd refrigerator shelves 
or cover them with paper. 

Don’t cover raw meat closely. 
Don’t store brown sugar, jellies, 
honey, ete., in the refrigerator. 
Don’t store excess bottled bever- 
ages, canned fruit juices, or 
canned fruits in the refrigerator. 
Don’t forget about leftovers. 
Don’t leave the door open longer 
than is necessary. 

Don’t keep the refrigerator on 
an open porch. 

Don’t chip ice off ends of cake. 


venient for crushing ice in. And if 
you'll use the wooden mallet which 
you see photographed along with the 
duck bag, there’ll be no mess, no 
water over the kitchen floor, and less 
chance of mashed fingers. 

Then follow the directions given 
under the picture on page 123 for 
freezing the ice cream. 


Packing the Ice Cream. When the 
freezer has been cranked long 
enough so that it is difficult to 
turn, and the mixture has been 
frozen to the consistency of 
mush, take off gear case. Wipe 
off the cover of the can, remove 
it, and take out the dasher just 
as one of our Institute Staff 
members is doing with fresh 
strawberry ice cream in our 
color photograph on page 122. 
Scrape off the dasher blades, 


No need to fret about ice cubes 
for cooling drinks. It takes 
only a jiffy to fill the top of 
this ice-cuber with hot water. 
In a few minutes it sinks into 
the ice; then chip off the cubes 


and then reward the one who cranked 
the freezer by giving him the dasher 
with its remnants. 

Once the dasher has been cared for, 
pack down the mixture in the can 
with the aid of a long-handled spoon 
and replace the cover, putting a cork 
in the opening at the center of it. 
Drain off the brine’ solution in the 
tub, and fill the tub with ice and salt, 
using one quart of chopped ice to 
each cup of ice-cream salt. Use this 
packing mixture if the cream is to be 
served within two hours. If the cream 
is to be held for a longer time than 
this, use two quarts of ice to one cup 
of salt when refilling the tub. We 
find that to freeze ice cream and pack 
it for two hours, a one-quart freezer 
uses about six pounds of ice; a two- 
quart freezer about ten pounds of ice; 
and a gallon freezer about fifteen 
pounds of ice. 


Sized Ice. If you want homemade 
crank-freezer deliciousness, and you 
don’t want to chop the ice for the 
freezer yourself, order crushed ice 
from your local ice dealer. You possi- 
bly will find that he can furnish you 
with crushed ice in different sizes, 
from a fine snow to a coarse ice that 
is suitable for ice-cream freezers. 
Even if he doesn’t supply different 
sizes of crushed ice, we are sure he 
will furnish a chipped ice that can be 
used in your freezer. Then you'll need 
only to fill up the tub, using 8 parts 
of it to 1 part of ice-cream salt before 
starting the crank on the freezer. 

Don’t forget about the packaged 
ice-cream and sherbet mixes, which 
bear Good Housekeeping Bureau’s 
seal of approval. Their flavors offer 
multiple choice, while their directions 
call for a minimum of work. Won’t 
you try them? 

And here is our recipe for straw- 
berry ice cream: . 


Strawberry Ice Cream 
(TESTED BY G0Oop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE. 
Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level. 
lc. bottled milk or % Few grains salt 
c. evaporated milk 1 egg 
and % ec. water 1 pt. heavy cream 


2 tbsp. flour tsp. vanilla extract 
1% c. granulated 1 qt. hulled fresh 
sugar strawberries 


Scald 34 c. of the milk in a double 
boiler, then (Continued on page 219) 
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BECAUSE...CERTOMAKES Yee 
ALLFRUITS JELL PERFECTLY 
... WITH ONLY% MINUTE 
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GUESSWORK OUTOFJAM 
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true’’ pectin that takes the 
guesswork out of jelly-making! 

2. Certo alone gives you 79 recipes 
—a separate tested recipe for 
every fruit! 

3, Certo reduces boiling time to 
Ya minute for jellies—only a 
minute or so for jams! 

4, Certo jellies retain fresh fruit 
flavor—no‘‘boiled-down’’ taste! 

5, Certo gives you half again more 
glasses—makes all fruits jell 
perfectly! 


Look for the tested recipes under the label of 
every bottle of Certo—a product of General Foods. 








MRS. V. J. DANIELS of 
Laurel, Montana, won. 7 
prizes at the 1938 Mid- 
land Empire Fair for her 


jams and sellies—all made _ * 
with the “tried and true” 7 
pectin ... Certo! 





Special Offer 


60 ASSORTED LABELS FOR 
JELLY GLASSES 

To get these labels, just mail this coupon, 

along with the label from one bottle of 

Certo, and a 3¢ stamp, to GENERAL 

FOODS, Battle Creek, Mich.  G.H. 5-89 
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BY ANN CARROLL 
p PINEAPPLE 
party mood! 


” 


Hawalan CaNNE 
uts any mealina 
Whether it’s “dinner for 
or a late supper snack, trust 
this luscious tropical fruit to 
add flavor and distinction. 





For Late Evening, do try our 
Pineapple Baked Rarebit Sand- 
wich: toast the bread on one 
side, spread the untoasted side 
with butter and prepared mus- 
tard; then top with slices of 
American cheese, 4 Pineapple 
slice, and crisscross with bacon. 
Brown under the broiler. 
ected Guests atdinner- 4 Festive Dessert? ... SERVE 


.gamish Pineapple Alaskas: drain slices 
, place on each a 





Unexp 
time? Don’t despair. - 
your meat loaf with rice OF of Pineapple 


mashed potato, and Pineapple scoop of firm ice cream. Cover 
Boats: halve wholecooked car sh . d 

: E with mermgue an coconut. 

rots lengthwise, place drained Brown under broiler or in a 

ose Pineapple ane Be very hot oven. Serve at once. 

utter atop each AN» ake. Good, too, without ice cream. 
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The Bridge Club! To be dif- 
ur favorite 


ferent, just serve YO 
chicken, shrimp OF crab salad 
on crisp greens, with chilled 
tomato wedges; Pineapple half 
slices, a little bowl of dressing; 
and toasted cheese sandwiches. 


But don’t stop with party 
for Hawaiian Canned 
e — Sliced Crushed, 
Tidbits — 1s good from break- 
fast on through the day. And 
good for you, with its minerals, 
vitamins and natural sugars! 
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Once There Was a Girl 


(Continued from page 31) 


until you watched him for a while; and 
then you knew it was a screen. You could 
almost feel his mind working, like a 
dynamo. Never still. People watched him 
sideways. He was important to a good 
many of them, and Tom could almost hear 
the words, “—and he’s practically built up 
Julie Selden, don’t you know.” 

Jarvis went straight toward Julie. “The 
room’s nice, Julie.” : 

“No, it isn’t—not any more,” said Julie. 
“Tm going to change it all.” 

He laughed. “I’m glad you’re back. You 
get as many ideas as I do. Tomorrow I 
have something to tell you. I'll get in 
touch with you. You probably know what 
it is now.” He looked at her dress, her 
eyes, her hair, her nails, her bracelets. 
“You're really wonderful, Julie. One 
penises think you had a brain in your 

ead.” 

Tom Selden came up to them. He had 
been putting it off. Standing there together, 
they both were so unassailable, invulner- 
able. “This is my husband,” said Julie. 

Then someone came between them, and 
Tom drew away. By-and-by they would 
laugh together, Julie and he, about the 
great J. W. That’s what they called him 
at The Store. 


HY didn’t they all clear out? Where 

was Julie now? She simply wasn’t 
there. Now everybody was going, thank 
God. Now the very last. “Yes, we'd love to. 
Tll ask Julie . . . Yes, I'll have to ask 
Julie ... Thank you. I certainly am.” 

Julie came running into the room. “Oh, 
I’m so sorry, Tom.” She sat down in the 
white satin chair. “Jarvis Williams thought 
I should get way from the mob, so we went 
across the street for a sandwich. He 
wanted to talk over the new promotion 
plans. He likes my ideas. We've got to 
start tomorrow. It’s going to be tremend- 
ous .. . Darling, I think I'll go right to 
bed. I’m so tired. I’ve a million things to 
do tomorrow.” 

“Did. you call Anne at school? You 
promised her—” 

Julie started. “Tll call her this minute; 
I forgot. No, it’s too late. They won’t let 
her talk after 9:30. Oh, well, I'll get her 
the first thing in the morning.” 

Julie sat up in bed, and Tom came in 
with her glass of milk. She seemed more 
like Julie now. Her hair was loose, and 
she looked older instead of younger, older 
and sweeter and tired. 

It was a lovely room, but it might have 
been in a store window. He could see the 
crowds gaping around it, Julie sitting 
there, in bed with her bed jacket on, a 
ribbon around her hair. 

He sat on the edge of the bed. “That’s 
pretty,” he said, and touched the lace on 
her collar. 

“Isn’t it!” said Julie. “I’m going to have 
it copied. It should go over big for the 
Christmas trade.” 

She smelled so sweet. 

“You smell so nice... 

“Oh, that’s Je Reviens. It’s absolutely 
new; I'm going to make The Store try it. 
I have a bottle for Martha, too. I didn’t 
see her at all tonight.” 

“She wants us to come out Sunday.” 

“I haven’t time, I simply can’t,” said 
Julie. “Til be absolutely tied up. I can’t 
even go to Anne’s school.” 

“But, Julie, the kid is counting on it.” 
Then he stopped. 

“I don’t want to go out to Martha’s any- 
way.” 

“You used to.” 

“But, darling, don’t you know that 
people change? Look at Martha. She 
doesn’t change at all. She’s very dull. 


”? 


Don’t you think so? Of course ’m fond | 


of her.” 

His wife looked so lovely that Tom 
really didn’t care whether she thought 
Martha dull or not. He wanted to tell her 
he loved her. He wanted her to say some- 
thing, anything, just so they could be talk- 
ing together again, be together again. 
They hadn’t been for so long. 

“Run along, darling,” said his wife. 
“You must be tired, too. Did you meet 
any nice little girls while I was gone? I 
hope you had fun.” She sounded awkward, 
even a little kind. 

Tom Selden answered her. “Until you 
die, Julie, there’ll never be anyone else. 
You are the only one. But if I thought I 
wasn’t—if you wanted something else, I’d 
—Julie, tell me!” 

Now she would say something. Now. 
But Julie’s head had slipped down on the 
pillow, and she was fast asleep. Tom 
turned out the light and left the room. 
He didn’t try to walk quietly, but his feet 
sank down in the pale soft rug. 

Then something that he’d pushed away, 
that he hadn’t believed, came back into his 
mind. That wasn’t Julie at all any more, 
there in that bed. And he didn’t care 
whether she waked or slept. 


pi awoke early the next morning. 
She could hardly wait to get to The 
Store. Mr. Selden had already left, the 
maid said. 

Julie took a cab, then walked a way up 
the Avenue to get the air. It made her 
look better. She thought about her Paris 
clothes, about her new bracelets, about 
what Jarvis Williams was going to tell her. 
Well, she deserved it. She had worked for 
it 


She had always wanted to know a man 
like Jarvis Williams. She used to wonder, 
“What are those men like who go so high?” 
Most of the men she knew were like Tom. 
J. W. made her want to do things, get 
ahead. Not let anything stand in the way. 

When he was beside her, she’d think, 
“What would it be like to have a man like 
that in love with you, to be in love with 
him?” It would be a whole new world 
she had never touched. 

Now she was at The Store. There it 
stood, white, glistening, powerful, draw- 
ing you in. She stood a moment by the 
windows. Feathers, flowers, jewels, an 
animal of roses, a man made of velvet 
dancing with a woman in a gold lace 
petticoat, a pair of high buttoned boots. 
Julie smiled. It had been her idea. She 
didn’t know exactly what it meant her- 
self, but soon the crowds would be staring. 
What in the world .. .? But they would 
stand there. 

Every salesgirl in the aisle she passed 
down watched her. “There’s Mrs. Selden. 
Just back on the Normandie. Look at the 
bracelets!” 

They envied her. They were proud of 
her. At night when they went home, they’d 
say: “You’d better like it. Mrs. Selden 
says it’s all right. But they say she’s 
terrible to work for. Hard as nails. She 
doesn’t look it, does she? But that’s the 
way they get. She fired Miss Walker be- 
cause she was getting too good, horning 
in. Look at the muff—isn’t that something? 
What's she got on her nails? She’s got a 
little girl, awfully cute, and a good-look- 
ing husband. Kay Jones says that she and 
Williams lunch ... and you know J. W.” 

Everyone seemed glad to see her back, 
but Julie let no one get very close these 
days. Her office was a lovely room, not 
really an office at all. You could see out 


over the whole city. On the old mahogany | 


desk was a bowl of roses. 


May 1939 Good Housekeeping 


tit: ey ane 


BRILLO 


Nothing cleans OITA 


pe. BRILLO to work on your hard- 





est-to-clean pots and watch it 

bring back brightness you thought 
was gone forever. No messy rags, 
powders, or brushes. Only genuine 
BRILLO gives you the miracle com- 
bination of soft metal-fibre Pads 
and special-formula Polishing Soap. 
Life is brighter for millions of women; 
they let BRILLO do their work. 


KEEPS ALUMINUM BRILLIANT 
2 EASY WAYS 


‘ee IMPROVED 
rs GREEN 

§ if a PACKAGE 
i eae 5 pads 
; iS and Soap 
Separate 


| 


| 












NEW RED 
PACKAGE 


5 soap- 
Filled 






At Woolworth, Kresge, Kress, Green, Grant and all 
10¢ and 25c stores, and at leading department, hardware 
and grocery stores. BRILLO Mfg. Co., Inc., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
' New utensil FREE should BRILLO fail to clean 


127 


TTA 
EVERY 


ME 


BAKED IN 
PYREX 
WARE 

THATS WHY 


PYREX OVENWARE PRICES 30% TO 50% 
LOWER THAN LAST YEAR 


Count on flaky crusts because Pyrex dishes 
absorb more oven heat. Bake, serve, and store 
in the same dish. Pyrex ware washes like a 
charm, and never retains a trace of any odor. 
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It was a good background. At first she 
had been a little in awe of it. Now she 
was used to it. : 

Her calendar was completely full. First, 
though, call Anne. 

Anne’s voice came over the wire, clear 
and childish with excitement: “Oh, Moth- 
er, I’m so glad you’re back. Mother, you 
never called me last night. Why didn’t 
you? You'll come Saturday, won’t you, 
Mother?” 

‘Darling, I can’t, absolutely can’t. But 
the week after we’ll get your fall clothes 
and do everything you want.” 

“But I want to see you now, now. It’s 
been ages!” The voice dropped. “Don’t 
you want to see me?” The voice was very 
faint. : 

“Darling, now be a good girl. I’ve got to 
go. I have a lovely present for you.” 

She could hear Anne last summer— 
“Mother, I hate camp. Don’t make me go 
to camp. Let me stay in town with you 
and Dad. I won’t be 
any trouble.” And 
her answer—‘Dar- 
ling, it’s not good 
for your looks. 
Don’t you want to 
be tanned and 
healthy? Next 
summer we'll have 
a house at the 
shore.” 

Why, next sum- 
mer they could 
have anything, 
after what Jarvis 
Williams would 
tell her. She’d send 
Anne to the best 
school there was. 
She thought of all 
the things she 
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that voice. . . . She tried to think, and 
then the idea faded. 

Julie sat there a moment. The lines 
around her really lovely mouth grew 
sterner. Nothing moved you much in New 
York these days. You really weren’t sorry 
for anyone any more. 

Miss Wellman came in. “Mr. Williams’ 
secretary called about an appointment. 
He’ll have to postpone it until tomorrow 
at three. Will that be convenient, Mrs. 
Selden?” 

“That will be all right. Tomorrow at 
three,” said Julie. 

Then the day began with a rush. It rolled 
up like a tremendous snowball, gathering 
more and more. The Sunday ad was wrong. 
She called the advertising manager, the 
artist . . . She went to a style meeting, 
gave an interview, talked with the mer- 
chandise counselor. The buyer for the 
Trousseau Shop said that sales had fallen 
ten percent—the material for the new line 
of dresses was 
not quite right. Of 
course they would 
sell, Julie insisted. 
She had fought for 
them, believed in 
them. But suppose 
they didn’t go 
over? Some day she 
probably would 
guess wrong. But 
remember, Julie, 
you have to pro- 
duce. 

She went to 
lunch with Brenda 
White and Linda 
Bishop. They 
talked about the 
short fur coats, the 
new hair-do, the 


could do for Anne. FOR JUNE new woman. Their 
cee ae forgot roe were casual, 

er daughter com- ut beneath you 
pletely. it LE could feel a tense 


‘““Will you see 
Miss Chadwick now, Mrs. Selden?” her 
secretary asked. 

“Who is Miss Chadwick, and why do I 
have to see her today?” Julie’s voice was 
sharp. 

Miss Wellman stammered, “Mr. Wil- 
liams suggested her, about that new copy- 
writing job.” 

“All right, ask her to come in, please; 
and if she stays too long, you know .. .” 
Julie began reading an article. It was 
about hair up or down. She honestly didn’t 
hear the door open or see the girl come 
in. Maybe it was three minutes before 
she looked up. 

“Have you worked in a store before?” 
Julie’s voice was crisp and cool. 

The girl began in a soft, sweet voice: 
“Well, !'ve— Not exactly. I’ve been on a 
newspaper. But I’m sure I could do it.” 

Why didn’t they learn to speak with 
authority instead of in that childish fright- 
ened way? They all think they can—little 
do they know. Of course the girl wouldn’t 
do. She wasn’t the type. She’d never get 
anywhere with that soft, hesitating way. 

“I wrote these about your windows for 
a sample.” She handed Julie her book 
awkwardly, and a page fell to the floor. 

Julie looked at the girl, not even curi- 
ously. There was nothing much to see 
save an old black hat pulled down over 
brown hair and a white face on which the 
morning sunlight fell harshly. Julie sup- 
posed it was a pretty face; but no face 
alone was pretty to her any more. 

She turned the pages, but she really 
hadn’t looked at the samples. “I’m afraid 
they won’t do. You’ve really had no ex- 
perience. I’m sorry.” She turned away 
and didn’t hear the girl leave. 

But there was something about that 
face that plagued Julie. Something about 


note. Well, this was 
their business, and they were at the top. 

Linda Bishop wanted Julie to have din- 
ner with her that night and talk about 
the Palm Beach clothes. Julie said she 
would. Then she asked, “How is Paul?” 
Paul was Linda’s husband. 

“Paul isn’t around much now,” Linda 
replied. “I thought it would be a good idea 
if he took some time off. We get on each 
other’s nerves. I’m pretty busy. So there 
you are. Remember that girl who used to 
work in the millinery? She is a perfect 
nitwit, so it’s safe.” : 

Julie admired Linda for being so frank. 
Then she shrank back a little. Would she 
be as broad-minded as Linda? Of course 
she would. It wasn’t important anyhow. 
Her work was the important thing. Noth- ~ 
ing else mattered. You could forget every- 


ing. : 

“Mr. Selden is on the wire,” said Julie’s 
secretary at five o’clock. 

“What time will you be home, Julie?” 
he inquired. 

“Why, Tom, I’m having dinner with 
Linda Bishop. We have some business to 
discuss. I was just going to call the apart- 
ment.” 

“I have something to discuss, too, Julie. 
Could you come home first?” 

“Why, I don’t think I’ll have time, but— 
Well, all right,” she agreed. 

What in the world could he want? Tom, 
who never had anything to tell her any 
more. It was Julie who told Tom things 
these days—“Now, darling, we’ll take the 
apartment on Seventy-third Street; it’s 
nearer The Store. We'll get that new car. 
We'll have them to dinner—that’s the best 
night for me. We'll send Anne to that 
school in Kensington. Of course we can 
afford it. ’ll arrange that.” 

Maybe he’d got a new job. Maybe he’d 
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Whether they carry school books or the 
responsibilities of the business world, 
men face keen competition... always. In 
competition, evergy...the ability to out- 
step others...counts. And that’s where 
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lost his. Even if he had, it wouldn’t matter 
‘much. He could get something more in- 


| teresting. They could get along perfectly. 


Why, after she talked to Jarvis Williams 
tomorrow, they could do anything within 
reason... 

Oh, she was fond of Tom, but not the 
way she used to be. She remembered 
nights waiting for him to come home. 
She’d be frantic if he was late—What had 
happened to Tom?—and then he’d come, 
and all the lights in the city would blaze, 
and they wouldn’t care. 

When she’d written him from Europe, 
there’d been so little to tell. When she 
wrote, “Darling,” she stopped a moment. 
It didn’t sound right. What had he been 
saying to her last night before she went 
to sleep? She couldn’t remember. “But I 
really used to be sweet once,” thought 
Julie. “What was'I like then?” But it was 
the same old story. Julie knew it by heart. 
Everyone grew up. 

Tom was smoking his pipe when she 
came in, “Hullo, Julie. What personality 
tonight—period or staccato? A woman of 
today or your grandmother’s?” 

“Don’t be mean, Tommy. You know I 
have to do these things. It’s important how 
I look. It’s part of my job.” She sat in the 
white satin chair with her hands still in 
her enormous muff, as make-believe and 
as eas and mannered as the room 
itself. 

“I know it’s important,” said Tom. “Re- 
member that black dress we used to walk 
ten blocks to look at every night? We were 
going to throw a rock through the win- 

ow.” : 

“Darling, what did you want?” asked 
Julie. “I haven’t much time.” 

“You're right, you haven’t.” 

“Don’t be mysterious, Tommy. What’s 
wrong? Doesn’t the apartment run smooth- 
ly? Don’t I work hard? We have plenty 
of money. We'll have lots more. I’m nice 
and faithful—” ; 

“You’ve done nothing, Julie. It’s only 
that— It’s hard to tell you, but I’m sure 
you'll understand, and that it won’t mean 
much. I’ve been thinking about it for a 
long time. I can’t believe these words com- 
ing out of my own throat, Julie. They 
sound so strange between us.” 

He stopped. Julie moved restlessly. She 
wanted to go quickly. She wanted to hear 
about Palm Beach clothes. Linda was 
familiar ground. 

“There’s someone else, Julie. I’ve 
changed. I haven’t really known it until 


now.” 


J ULIE gasped. Then she stopped gasping. 

She must meet this in a modern, busi- 
nesslike way. Tom with another woman. 
Why, how ridiculous... What in the world 
would he say to her? Another woman be- 
sides Julie. There wasn’t another woman 
Tom knew as lovely as Julie, his wife. As 
successful. It must be some awful creature. ~ 
The other extreme. Oh, well. 

“T’d like to get out, Julie, as soon as we 
can arrange things. You know I'll do any- 
thing I can. I can’t do much. I'd like Anne, 
of course, as much as possible.” 

Julie’s hands clenched. Tom was going 
to leave her. She was glad he couldn’t see 
her hands gripped in the insolent muff. 

“I knew you wouldn’t care. You’ll have 
The Store and Anne, most of the time. If 
you want her, Julie. I have to find that 
out first.” 

Julie wanted very much to cry, “I don’t 
believe you.” Where could he find some- 
one else, better than Julie? Pictures in 
the leading magazines. Stories of her rise. 
She’d supposed that he was proud of her— 
he used to be. ; 

“You don’t need me any more, Julie. I 
rarely see you anyway.” 

She wished that she could make a scene. 
If she’d been the old Julie, she would have 


. 
4 


cried and maybe thrown a few things. But 
the new Julie wouldn’t do that. And some- 
how she knew that she was a brand-new 
Julie. Because she was so calm. “How 
much do I really care?” she thought. She 
used to think, “If Tom left me, I would 
die.” She suddenly felt a little sorry for 
Tom, anyone who would take second-best. 

Who was the woman? Maybe she had 
millions and a terrible figure. Maybe she 
was famous. But he didn’t know any fa- 
mous. people. Maybe it was Mittie, the 
parlor maid. Maybe it was Martha, her 
best friend. Maybe it was his stenographer 
—but she was such a harassed, tired-look- 
ing girl. Maybe it was that Mrs. Weston 
who chased him on the boat two years 
ago and wore such stockings and dreadful 
clothes. But he couldn’t look at anyone 
like that. Not after Julie. 

Maybe he was crazy. But he didn’t look 
crazy. He looked very sensible and sure. 

He was staring at her now. “What’s that 
muff for, anyhow? It’s hot out.” 

Julie stammered, “I don’t know exactly.” 

Tom said, “When I move, I’m not going 
to have chocolate-colored walls.” 

“T’ll be crazy to see your new home. 
Probably you won’t have them,” said Julie 
politely. “I can’t imagine this paragon, 
whoever she is, having the brains to want 
them. Why, everyone is crazy about these 


walls. I brought home a.bar.of chocolate |. 


and sat with the painters for days.” 

Careful, Julie. You must be calmer. 
After all, you’re a big executive. Pretend 
this is your office now. 

But Julie was very angry. How could he 
want some dull, stupid woman with no 
taste at all? Maybe a pretty face. But what 
good was a pretty face without brains to 
bring it out? Now, a girl like that one 
who came in to see her today— 


A FEVER of curiosity swept over her. 
What was this woman like? Julie said: 
“Perhaps you will have dinner with me 
tonight, and we can talk this thing over. 
I'll break my engagement. Do I know her, 
Tom? I’ll probably have to meet her.” 

“You don’t know her.” He shook his 
head. “I have an engagement.” 

“She must be very beautiful.” 

“Why must she be?” said Tom. “Why 
does she have to be? Can’t you think of 
anything else except how people look?” 

“Don’t speak to me like that. I earn 
money because I know enough to look the 
way I do. I worked for it.” 

‘TF don’t want to talk about her, Julie, 
if you don’t mind.” 

All right, she wouldn’t ask him another 
thing. Oh, but what does she do? Is she 
married or single? Is she stupid—smart? 
How does she do her hair? What does she 
like to eat? 

“Listen, Tom,” wailed Julie. “You've got 
to tell me something. It’s just as though 
you were going off with a ghost. If I knew, 
Td feel better. You know I’m awfully fond 
of you and want you to be happy. Ill al- 
ways be. I’ll be one of those wives who 
keep right on seeing their husband after 
the divorce, bring you things when you're 
sick. We'll all be friends.” 

“I won’t be sick,” muttered Tom. 

“I suppose she’s probably a child you 
want to look after. Helpless, clinging. Is 
she awfully young, Tom?” What was it 
like to be awfully young? In New York 
you grew to feel no special age at all. That 
was fine. 

“You really want to know what she’s 
like, Julie? You don’t mind at all?” Tom’s 
face got white and grave, the way it used 
to when he’d sit and watch his wife and 
then say, “Julie, I love you,” and go on 
with whatever he was doing. 

“He’s in love,” thought Julie. Really. 
She had that feeling she hated in the pit 
of her stomach. 

“Yes, she’s young,” said Tom. “You 
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@ “You know, Myra, Ann Page Foods have 
all the good old-fashioned things you and I 
like... and AGP has brought them to us in 
@ modern way.” . 

© “I'm not so sure I understand what you're 
drivin’ at, Henry.” 

@ ‘Very simple, Myra. Ann Page Foods give 





you real old-fashioned goodness ... wonderful 
flavor and solid, sensible nourishment . .« 
mighty like your own home-made things... 
at prices right in keepin’ with our old-fangled 
notions of economy.” 
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ENJOY GOOD THINGS TO EAT 


AT Gil (Ud Fashioned! PRICES 


If your memory ever strays back to savory 
dishes made in some country kitchen you 
once knew and revered, you will recognize 
something akin to your recollections in 
the quality of Ann Page Foods. For they 
are true to the tradition of old-fashioned 
American cookery. A tradition that begins 
with painstaking selection of fine ingre- 
dients . . . and that dictates exacting 
cooking that never concedes any food as 
truly good until it is as close to perfect as 
patience and practiced skill can make it. 

And too, you will find Ann Page Foods 
loyal to old-fashioned ideas of economy. 
Quality never knows compromise . . . yet 
the price at which each Ann Page Food 
is sold is instantly recognized as a saving. 

Only because A&P both makes and sells 
Ann Page Foods is such fine quality pos- 


sible at the low prices A&P asks for them. 
A&P operates many efficient, modern fac- 
tories where Ann Page Foods are made 
under the rigid supervision of food ex- 
perts of many years of experience. Quality 
is constantly checked by graduate food 
chemists. And Ann Page Foods go from 
these factories to A&P Stores with many 
in-between handling costs eliminated. 
This saves money. And the savings are 
shared with you. Furthermore, because 
A&P sells such vast quantities of Ann 
Page Foods, you enjoy further savings. 
Try Ann Page Foods today. Make a 
selection at your nearby A&P Store or 
A&P Super Market. If you can’t say you 
get true old-fashioned goodness at good 
old-fashioned prices, just return your 
purchase and get your money back. 
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“Safety is my watchword. That’s why Old Dutch is my ‘BUY - 
WORD, ” writes an Old Dutch user.“When I see finishes marred 
by infertor cleansers, I thank my lucky stars for Old Dutch.” 


Let Old Dutch protect your bathtub, 
washbasin, sink, pots and pans, floors 
and woodwork. Old Dutchis made with 
Seismotite to give quick, easy cleaning 
without scratching. The proof of its 
safety is reflected in gleaming surfaces 
in millions of homes. P. S. And Old | ise oin 
Dutch goes so far, it costs very little to use. 


Use these lovely salad forks for salad, pie and other 
desserts. They’re in the handsome “Croydon” pattern. 
This offer good only in the U.S. and Canada and ex- 
pires December 31, 1940. 


Don’t miss this opportunity to build a complete set of this beautiful 
silverware. See regular service listed below. ByGu may order as many 
units as you like, Remember each unit requires 50c [60¢ in Canada] and 
windmill pictures from 8 Old Dutch abet complete labels]. 


OLD DUTCH CLEANSER, Dept. S481, 221 N. La Salle St., Chicago, Ill. 
I am enclosing _____ windmill pictures from Old Dutch labels Lor com- 

plete labels] and_____cents for which please send me: 

8 Salad Forks (1 6Teaspoons () 8 Oyster‘or Cocktail Forks 

O 1 Cold Meat Fork OC 1 Butter Knife and 1 Sugar Spoon 

_] 1 Dinner Knife and Fork 3 Table or Serving Spoons 

O 3 Butter Spreaders 0 3 Oval Soup Spoons (1 Gravy Ladle 
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wouldn’t like her looks, Julie. She isn’t 
very neat. I can’t remember what kind of 
clothes she wears; I never noticed. Maybe 
she wears a black felt hat.” 

“What kind of hair?” 

“Well, it’s long and smooth. It’s got a 
light in it.” 

“A blonde,” Julie decided. 

“She’s not a blonde. Her face is sort of 
white, and she is sort of shy—and she 
never can find things.” 

Oh, that’s her appeal, that’s it. Helpless 
and shy, 

“She’s a wonderful cook.” 

“So am I,” thought Julie. “I guess he’s 
forgotten that. I used to lose things, too.” 

“What do you do?” asked Julie. “Do you 
go to the theatre? You. must have had a 
wonderful time when I was in Europe.” 

Tom’s face flinched. “Don’t talk like 
that, Julie. You know better. We have a 
good time. We talk about everything. We 
have a lot to tell each other. We argue. 
We fight. She understands what I want. 
What I can’t be. What I tried to be. I know 
what she’s thinking, and she knows what 
I am. She’s so honest, Julie—and she’s 
funny. I like her, Julie. I’m not doing this 
very well.” 

There was a silence. 

“She sounds awfully noble to me,” 
thought Julie. Then she said: “If you are 
really going to marry her, Tom, I hope 
she’s better-looking than I am. Id be 
ashamed of you if she weren’t.” 


UDDENLY he said: “She’s beautiful, 
Julie. She’s sweet. I can’t make you see 
her. There’ll never be anyone again like 
her. Exactly, I suppose. We're going to live 
in the country. It’s a rattletrap of a house. 
We'll be ali right. Remember that farm- 
house? You and I looked at it once.” Then 
he shook his head. “You wouldn’t like her. 
She’s not like you a bit.” 

“Would she like me?” Her voice sounded 
uncertain, questioning. 

“T don’t know, Julie,” said her husband. 

“She’s a homemaker, J suppose.” She 
couldn’t resist. 

“Yes,” said Tom. “Maybe that’s what 
she is. I’ve really got to go.” 

“Where—” Julie was ashamed, but she 
simply couldn’t help it—“where do you 
take her to eat?” 

“We usually go to the old Victoria. Re- 
member?” 

“Oh, that funny old place! The food was 
getting bad, wasn’t it? Remember Albert, 
the old waiter?” Julie’s face lighted up. 
“Why, we used to sit for hours and talk.” 
Then the light in her face went out. 

“The food’s all right. Gocd-bye, Julie.” 
He left her. 

Julie sat there, her hands still in her 
silly muff. Good-bye, Tommy. Now they 
were just two separate persons. Now the 
past was a separate part of her life. Had 
nothing to do with the future. K 

What next? Palm Beach clothes with - 
Linda Bishop. The magazine lay open on 
the table. There was her picture: “JULIE 
SELDEN. We Salute You.” Tom must have 
been reading it. “She climbed to the top 
three steps at a time.” It hadn’t been so 
eee that, though. It hadn’t been easy 
at all. 

Once there was a girl in an old black 
felt hat, standing outside an office door, 
getting up courage to go in. She’d needed 
the job badly, too, for Tom’s salary had 
been cut. But she’d come home crying. 
“Oh, Tom, she never even looked at me. 
She was colder than—than dry ice. I hate 
her. She said, ‘You'll never get anywhere 
with that nice soft manner of yours.’ Tom, 
if I ever turn into a woman like that, step 
on me. Drag me away by the ears .. .” 
And Tom had comforted her. 

She thought of the lies she told after 
that. “Why, yes, I’ve worked there for a 
year.” Getting clever, shrewder, harder. 


4 


Getting all dressed up, spending your last 
cent to get a fashion job. Leaning forward, 
selling yourself, telling them what you 
could do, what you had done. Getting 
seared of yourself, the person you had 
become, a new, cold, hard Julie. 

The telephone rang. “Julie, where are 
you? We won't have time unless you 
hurry.” So Julie hurried over to Linda 
Bishop’s, and they sat a long time talking 
over Palm Beach clothes. 

When Julie got into bed that night, she 
stayed awake a long time. She listened, 
but she didn’t hear her husband come in. 

She couldn’t go to sleep. That girl in 
the office this morning—that white-faced 
girl. But no, of course not. Julie began to 
think of her appointment at three with 
Jarvis Williams. But she didn’t go to sleep. 

It was drizzling the next morning. The 
street looked narrow. The shop windows 
too bright. Not a good New York morning. 
But this was Julie’s day. Appointment at 
three. 

Well, here she was, going up and up. 
Sometime she would have to come down. 
Then she thought, because it was such a 
dismal day, “Whom would I want to see if 
I was awfully sick or dying?” She had 
always seen Tom weeping with his head 
on her hand. His heart breaking. Why, 
there was no one else in the world she 
would allow to see her dying except Tom. 
She couldn’t have a funeral without Tom. 
But now he would be off with this strange, 
elusive creature. 

Julie saw her face in a street mirror, a 
thing she usually tried not to do. She 
looked simply terrible. She couldn’t wear 
this hat to see Jarvis Williams. She ac- 
tually looked old. There was a hat in the 
window. Julie bought it. An excitement 
rose up in her. It was a miracle! The tired 
lines went out of her face. She looked per- 
foetly lovely. 

She forgot that Tom was leaving her. 
She forgot her daughter, Anne. She was 
Julie Selden again, complete, successful. 
In a moment she would walk through the 
store, all the little salesgirls watching. Her 
face glowed after the cold rain. 


Gite got into a taxi. The bracelets on her 
wrist tinkled. Jarvis Williams would 
like this hat. He would like Julie in this 
hat. She would see him now, day in and 
day out. They would work together, they 
would lunch, they— The bracelets almost 
seemed to clatter now. And all at once 
Julie Selden felt as hard and tinkling as 
they, as vain and shallow, and she sat there 
more frightened than she’d ever been be- 
fore, hollow and empty. 

“Hurry, driver,” she said. “I haven’t 
much time.” And now she knew that she 
really had not. 

Julie stood outside the door of Jarvis 
Williams’ office as she had outside another 
door, years ago. Just as sick and unsure 
and soft, only this time she was turning 
something down. Could she make the 
words come out of her mouth? Now she 
was inside the door. Now she was saying, 
“Mr, Williams—” Her voice was calm and 
collected and certain. It went straight 
along. It was a good thing no one could 
see inside her. 

“I don’t want you to tell me what you 
were going to.” If she didn’t speak first 
before he said, “Julie, we want you...” 
she might never speak at all. “Because I 
can’t accept it. I can’t be vice-president. 
It’s a great honor, and I want to thank 
you. I can’t even stay on.” She stopped. 
“That’s what you were going to say, wasn’t 
it—about becoming a vice-president?” 

“Yes,” said Jarvis Williams. “That’s 
what I was going to say. Then we were 
going to hand it to you, all sitting around 
a big table. But I thought Id tell you up 
here first. Why are you turning us down, 


Julie?” He looked at her hard, and there | Woodbury, so important to complexion 














Dancing Debs stay fresh till dawn 
after a Woodbury Facial Cocktail 





debutante of Washington, D. C., is: an expert 
horsewoman; has a rich singing voice. Her gown, 


~ by Zoe de Salle. Her complexion, by Woodbury. 





“When 1 see a ‘debbie? who never dances more than halfway 
round the ballroom without a cut-in, I make this mental note: |. 
She’s a devotee of the 5 o'clock Woodbury Facial Cocktail.” «° 


Says CHOLLY KNICKERBOCKER: _ 
Noted Society Commentator z 
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Be utterly lovely for your date tonight! —_ beauty, will soon recall your skin’s vitality. 


Climax your busy day with a refresh- Begin tonight! Your lovely fresh. com- 
plexion will stir men’s admiration.. And 
take a Woodbury “facial’’ at bedtime, too. 
It’s Beauty’s grandest nighteap. 


ing, skin-enlivening Beauty Cocktail 


of Woodbury Facial Soap. 


T PARTIES, night after night, how do the 
debutantes hold that glamorous fresh- 





ness? They're loyal to a beauty tradition, 
dating back three generations. They defend i" 
their beauty with Woodbury Facial Soap. 

Five o’clock is the hour when the debs 
brisk up their beauty with Woodbury for 
the conquest of men’s hearts. Follow in 
their steps to loveliness. Take this popular 
Facial Cocktail to spark up your youthful 
glamour. The skin-stimulating Vitamin in| CONTAINS SKIN-STIMULATING VITAMIN® 
*Produced by ultra-violet irradiation—Patent No. 1676579 
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was an unwilling admiration in_his. eyes... 
So far he had seen no one giving up any- 
thing. 

“1 Past haven’t got enough time. Lou 
know that it would take all there is.” Oh, 
she ought to make a long formal speech, 
career versus home, use bigger words— 
“I cannot accept this great opportunity 
due to .. .” She sounded almost silly. 

“Julie,” asked Jarvis Williams, “what is 
the trouble? Is it your husband?” 

“Yes,” said Julie simply. “He likes some- 
one else. I suppose it’s my fault. She 
sounds like—well, something I could never 
be any more.’ 

Julie wanted to cry, now that she’d 
said it all out loud, but she didn’t. She 
couldn’t believe that this was happening, 
that what she’d scueEl up to for so 
many years was gone 

Jarvis Williams took her hand. “I’m 
_ |sorry, because I like you around. But lis- 
‘|ten, Julie. Maybe you’d have made a rot- 
ten vice-president anyhow. Id probably 
have fired you in a month. Probably I'd 
have fallen in love with you, too, for a 
while, and I don’t want to. You're really 
funny and simple underneath that hat and 
that manner of yours. Then you wouldn’t 
have been funny any. more.” He stopped. 
“T don’t know whether I’m much good, 
Julie. It all came pretty easily. I know 
that you’ve worked for it. Should I go 
back to the farm, Julie? Is that where 
you're going?” 

“I don’t know yet,” said Julie. 

Then he said: “Run along home. But 
let me tell you what you’re going to do. 
You’re going to sit there and design things 
for me. You can’t escape entirely. You'll 
like that, Julie?” 

“Oh, I’d love it!” she cried. 

“Now go on and find that husband of 
yours. I don’t blame you for wanting him 
more than this. I liked him myself. I saw 
him look at you the other night; and when 
aman can look like that at his wife, there’s 
no one else; at least no one who counts. 
So run along.” 

First Julie went to her secretary. “You 
might ask that Miss Chadwick to come 
back tomorrow.” 

“Then she went home. 

The maid said, “Mr. Selden will not be 
home for dinner.” 

Julie sat down in the living room, wait- 
ing. There was that feeling again in the 
pit of her stomach. She was a homemaker 
now, but there wasn’t any home. 

But first she must do something about 
this girl whom she was to fight—and fight 
she would. She must see her. Then she’d 
know better what to do. 

How. could she see her? An idea came. 
If she’d walk over to the old Victoria, they 
might be there, talking, laughing. She 
didn’t want to do it, but she must. The 
café was on the street floor, and you could 
see straight in the windows. 






SEE ALL THOSE 
TINY, DELICATE 
FLAKES? 






(WHAT MAKE SUNSHINE 
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ULIE stood on the dark street corner like 

a spy. But there was no Tom Selden 
dining out. Probably she was getting dinner 
for him at her home. A desire came over 
Julie to go in for old time’s sake, sit there 
and pretend. As she stood in the doorway 
ria the old waiter, came limping over 
to 

“Madame Selden,” he cried, “this is 
wonderful! Where have you been? Mr. 
Selden, he comes here, but always alone. 
And I do not like to ask him of you. One 
never knows. He is here now, in the cor- 
ner, madame.” 

“There must be someone with him, Al- 
bert. Are you sure? He was going to 
meet—” 

“No one, madame. He is waiting for no 
one. He is nearly through.” 

No one. There was no girl. There never 
had been. He just didn’t like her any more, 
that was all. There was no rival. There 
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was nothing to fight for now. That hurt 
more than anything ever had. That was 
the unkindest cut. 

Julie started toward his table, a little 
blindly. She had no plans now. Nothing. 

‘Do you mind if I sit down a minute, 
Tom? I just dropped in. She’s late, isn’t 
she?” 

“Yes, she is,” said Tom. 

“Tom,” said Julie, “you just don’t like 
me any more, do you really?” 

“No,” said Tom, “I don’t.” 

“Tell me why.” 

He shook his head. 

“Then I'll tell you. ’m smart, Tom. I 
know. You think I’m hard and. cold and 
vain. You think The Store’s eaten us up. 
You think I never think of anything else. 
You think I’m the Big Woman Executive 
both night and day. You think I’m grim. 
You think I haven’t any humor left. You 
think I like Williams. I do, but not so well 
as you. You think I’ve changed. You think 
I don’t love Anne, or you. Today Jarvis 
Williams told me I was to be vice-presi- 
dent, Tom.” 

“That’s fine, Julie,” said Tom. “You de- 
serve it. You’ve given up everything for 

SF 

om.’ 

“Why, Julie, what will you do? What 
about the new house and car and Anne’s 
school, and your: clothes, Julie? You'll 
have nothing at all. This isn’t like you, 
Julie.” 

“T will have enough if I have Anne and 
you,” said Julie. 


‘told Williams I didn’t want it, 


HS wife’s face was white and tired and 
defenseless. He hadn’t seen her look 
like that for a long time. Her voice was 
shy and frightened. She looked older than 
her years—and then as young as Anne. 

Julie went on: “She’s awfully late, isn’t. 
she, Tommy? Are you going to wait any 
longer? Maybe she’s going to stand you 
up? Maybe she’s not coming. Maybe she 
won’t ever come at all?” 

Tom beckoned to the waiter. Then he 
put his hand on his wife’s arm. “Let’s go,” 
he said. “I don’t have to wait any longer. 
Because she’s here now.” He lifted his 
glass high. “I salute you, Julie.” 





ADVICE TO A LADY 


By 
Sara Henderson Hay 


HOW they have trespassed in your house, 
This tinsel troupe, this motley breed, 
Bringing such carnival carouse! 

You have been courteous, indeed, 

And overhospitable, I think, 

To make them welcome at your board, 
To give these half gods food and drink— 
Seeing you know a greater lord! 


NOW bid them go... They were not 
worth 

Your gentle hope that in them lay 

Some spark of godhead, though your 
hearth 

Were muddied by their feet of clay! 

Oh, send them packing, one and all, 

Poseur and simpering fool .. . and then 

Go fly the banner from the wall 

And call your true god home again. 
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PEACH MELBA: 
cook in SY 
and vanill 


Ree the O. Henry bride who 
wanted a fresh peach in Febru- 
ary? Her young husband moved 
heaven and earth and found her one. 
And then she said, after all she’d 
rather have an orange!’ 

The peach was probably hard and 
dry! Fresh peaches are at their ripe, 


‘sweet, juicy best only in the summer 


season. But, thank 
goodness, at any time 
of year you can have 
a fresh Old Gold. 
There’s no off-season 


for Old Golds. 
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that’s always a taste-treat. Double- 
mellow and smooth. Made of prize 
crop tobaccos, extra-aged. 

And Old Golds always reach you at 
their very freshest, because the unique 
double. Cellophane package guards 
their freshness—keeps out heat, dust 
and dampness that may make ordinary 
cigarettes tasteless or hard on your 
throat. Maybe you’re 
not a smoker. But your 
family and friends will 
cheer for you as a host- 
ess if you always flatter 
their taste by serving 


fresh Old Golds. 


The Inner Jacket 
Opens At 
the Top, sealing 
the Bottom 


Copr., 1939, by P. Lorillard Co. 


— 
Bes Sudanlteed ex 2 JACKETS — DOUBLE CELLOPHANE. 


TUNE IN: ‘‘Melody and Madness’’ with Rosert Bencuiey and Artiz Suaw’s Orchestra, Sunday nights, Columbia Network 
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New EASY WAY 10 do 
kitchen work 


HEN YOU WIPE OUT a frying pan the 

Scott way, there’s no horrid cloth to 
wash out afterwards, no grease to be scoured 
out of your sink! You use a ScotTowel once 
and throw it away! 


Wipe up spills, wipe off your stove and your 
refrigerator every day with a fresh, absorbent 
ScotTowel. And save money by letting your 
family dry their hands on ScotTowels, too. You 
get 3 dozen immaculate ScotTowels for less 
than it costs to have one linen towel laundered! 


At grocery, drug and 
departmentstoresevery- 
where—2 big rolls—300 
snowy-white, sealed-in 
ScotTowels—for only 
25 cents. 


Copr., 1939, Scott Paper Company 

















“ Now 
SEALED IN 





FOR CLEANER DISHWATER 








MAKE THIS WEIGHT TEST ! 
ScotTowels are softer, stronger, more 
absorbent and actually cost less, because 
each roll of ScotTowels has 2 to 3 ounces 
more paper than the average. 
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Going Places With Your 

Electric Range —. - 
“(Continued from page 116)... ..: 
excellent results are obtained if 114 hrs. 
are. allowed for medium-sized potatoes: 


If you are cooking another vegetable for 
that meal, cook it on a’surfacezunit.>*_~ 


In testing every range at Good, House-« 


keeping Institute, we cook rolled roasts 
of beef in two. ways. The first test.gives* 


a roast that is well browned with’ erispy.— 


fat and has one or two well-done’ outside _ 


slices, with the'meat increasing in rare-~ 
ness- toward the center. .Thisroasti‘is . 


seared in an ‘oven of 500° F: for+15.min.- 
Then the oven heat is reduced to 350°:F. 
The total roasting time is 25 min. per Jb. 
The second test gives a roast that has a 
less brown ‘exterior. and less crispy fat, 
but has’ a more uniform rareness begin- 
ning with even the first slice. This is done 
by using a constant temperature of: 325° 
F. and allowing.36 min. per lb. for:cooking. 


Your personal preference will “decide . 


which*méthod you will use.©*% sei. os 


Your Well Cooker. With a well cooker you 
have a large utensil always ready to use 
and a place to store it when not in use. 
Many delicious all-in-one dishes that use 
inexpensive cuts of meat—pot roast with 
vegetables, sauerkraut and pork, fish 
chowders, and meats like cottage ham and 
tongue that require slow cooking—simmer 
gently to tenderness over the low heat the 
well cooker provides. And when you are 
preparing for parties, your cooker is just 
the utensil you need for a large quantity 
of soup, cocoa, spaghetti, or other foods 
you may be serving. 

The well cookers on some ranges have 
timer switches that automatically turn 
the heat to low or off at the time you set. 
This adds another feature for your con- 
venience. Follow the manufacturer’s di- 
rections which come with your range, 
because the operation of timers varies 
with different ranges. 


Deep-Fat Frying In Well Cookers. In 
some ranges there is sufficient heat in the 
well cooker to fry in deep fat with excel- 
lent results. With other ranges it is better 
to lift out the well-cooker utensil and use 
it on a surface unit, because there is not 
sufficient heat in the well for good results. 
Correct temperatures are most important 
in deep-fat frying, so use an approved fat 
thermometer to check the temperature of 
the fat. All Institute-tested recipes for 
deep-fat frying give the temperature of 
the fat at which the food must be fried 
in order to insure perfect browning and 
prevent fat soaking. Whichever way you 
use your well-cooker utensil—in the well 
or on a surface unit—you will enjoy the 
convenience and safety that its depth 
offers in deep-fat frying. 


Steak As You Like It. Broiling is becom- 
ing increasingly popular, because broiled 
foods are so delicious and the broilers on 
today’s ranges make it so easy to do. In 
our tests with electric-range broilers we 
have tried different methods for broiling 
steak and have found that you can have 
steak as you like it—deeply browned 
outside and rare inside, or less well 
browned ana cooked all the way through. 
But we suggest that instead of clinging 
to old hard-and-fast rules, you follow the 
directions of the manufacturer of your 
own particular range, and you will dis- 
cover the broiling method your family 
likes best. 


More Uses For Your Broiler. Your broiler 
was designed to give as much service as 
the rest of the range, so apply this attrac- 


\tive way of cooking to more foods than 


just ‘steaks and chops. Hamburgers, pat- 
ties of ground lamb, sausages, bacon, slices 
of canned corned beef or canned hash, 
and fish are tasty when broiled, and | 
there’s no better way to cook spring’s | 
little chickens. If you add vegetables and 
fruit, like mushrooms, tomato slices, 
bananas, pineapple, etc., as accompani- 
ments, whenever there is room for them 
on the broiler, you have a mixed grill. 
These will cook in about 10 min., so place 
them on the broiler at a time which will 
assure everything’s finishing at once. 
When using the broiling oven, leave 
the door partly open unless the manu- 
facturer’s instructions advise otherwise. 


Care Of The Range. Electric ranges are 
easily cleaned. With the many heats pro- 
vided on surface units it is simple to 
prevent any boiling over. Of course uten- 
sils should never be filled up to the brim. 
The manufacturers’ instructions for your 
range tell you how to remove parts for 
cleaning if it should be necessary. Read 
such instructions carefully. 


Meal Planning With Your Range. Many 
meals that have one or more dishes baked 
or broiled include other dishes that are 
cooked on top of the stove. Often, how- 
ever, whole meals can be planned to use 
only the top or the oven or the broiler. 
The tasty dinner menus below illustrate 
both of these methods of meal planning. 
Asterisked recipes follow the menus. 


© Top Stove and Oven Dinner @ 
*Chicken, Spanish Style 
Endive and Carrot Curl Salad 
*Fruited Raised Rolls 


Butterscotch Pudding Tea 


Chicken, Spanish Style 
TESTED BY GOop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level. 


1 314- to 4-lb. chicken, ¥% tsp. granulated - 


dressed and cut up sugar 
2 tbsp. salad oil 2 lbs. small peeled white 
1 No. 2% ean (3% «.) onions 

tomatoes 1 8-oz. can mushrooms, } 
1 tsp. salt drained | 


2 c. cooked fresh or canned peas, drained 


Wash and dry chicken, then roll each | 
piece in seasoned flour, using 1% c. flour, | 
Y tsp. salt, and 4g tsp. pepper. Brown on | 
all sides in the oil in a large covered skillet 
with the cover off; add the tomatoes, salt, 
and sugar. Cover and simmer over low 
heat for % hr. Add onions, cover again, | 
and simmer for about 1 hr. longer, or until | 
chicken and onions are tender. Add mush- 
rooms and peas; heat well, serve. Serves 6. 


Fruited Raised Rolls 
TESTED BY GOop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level. 


2 ec. bottled milk or 1 ec. 1 cake compressed 
evaporated milk and 1 yeast 
c. water Y% ec. lukewarm water 
Y% e, melted shortening 1 egg, well beaten 
% ec. granulated sugar About 5 ¢. sifted all- } 
1% tsp. salt : purpose flour 
Jam 


Scald milk; add shortening, sugar, and 
salt, and mix well. Cool to lukewarm (75° 
F.. to 85° F.) Soften yeast cake in luke- 
warm water and stir into milk mixture. 
Add well-beaten egg and enough of the 
flour to make a soft dough. Mix thor- 
oughly. Brush surface of dough with 
melted shortening. Cover and let rise in 
a warm place (75° to 80° F.). When double 
in bulk, turn dough onto a lightly floured 
board and knead until it can be handled 
easily. Then break off small pieces to form 
into 2” balls by folding the edges under 
until the top is smooth. Arrange in 2 
greased pans about 7” x 11” with the rolls 
just touching. Cover and let rise for about 





15 min. Then make an indentation by 








RUTH: “Look at this cake! 
Dry... coarse. And. Mon- 
day I baked such a good 
one. Why is it I never can 
tell how my cake will turn 
out?” 


SUE: “It may be your baking 

owder. It’s such a small 
item we forget how impor- 
tant it is. Why don’t you 
try Royal? I have found it 
helps me get better results.” 

















powders?” 









SOMETHING YOU SHOULD KNOW! 


ROYAL is the only nationally distributed baking pow- 
der that is made with Cream of Tartar—a pure fruit 
product from luscious, juice-heavy grapes. ROYAL 
leaves no “baking powder” taste. Ask your grocer 


for ROYAL when you buy baking powder! 
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RUTH: “You mean Royal is 
different from other baking 


SUE: “Indeed it is! Royal is 
made with Cream of Tartar 
and it has a steady depend- 
able action that helps give 
you a close, fine texture. 
Royal cakes are consistently 
fine-grained—delicious— 
stay fresh longer!” 


, STEADY 
BAKING POWDER ACTION 


This is the normal result 
of steady baking powder 
action. Note the delicate but 
firm grain and fluffy texture 
of this cake. It will retain 
its moisture and delicious 
flayor—stay fresh longer. 

































RUTH: “I’ll certainly try it. 
But tell me, isn’t Royal more 
expensive?” 


SUE: “Per can, yes. But only 
a fraction of a cent more per 
baking. The other ingredi- 
ents in your cake cost 30 to 
40 times as much as the pen- 
ny’s worth of Royal you use. 
Royal can be really cheap 
baking insurance.” 


Sas 


UNEVEN 
BAKING POWDER ACTION 


See how an uneven baking 
powder action may ruin tex- 
ture by breaking down the 
tiny cellwalls, makeit coarse 
...crumbly. This cake will 
dry out—lose its flavor— 
get stale more quickly. 





















A HELPFUL COOK BOOK~FREE! 


If you bake at home, you should have a copy of 
the Royal Cook Book which tells you how to make 
delicious cakes, biscuits, muffins and pies. Send 
your name and address to Royal Baking Powder, 
691 Washington St., New York City. Dept. 15. 
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“A lustrous coat of Johnson’s Wax will 
shield this tea cart and metal tray 
(right) from disfiguring spots and stains. 
The floor is waxed, of course—it will 
never get worn and shabby—will never 


need scrubbing!” 


IMPORTANT! For over 50 years wo- 
men who take pride in their homes 
have found that it pays to insist on 
genuine Johnson’s Wax. This pure 
wax is economical to use—a little goes 
far and gives long-lasting protection. 


S.C. JOHNSON & SON, INC, 
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“Finger smudges and surface scratches will 
never disfigure my handsome mahogany 
table. (left) Johnson’s Wax gives greater 
beauty and protection to furniture, lamp 
shades, cigarette boxes—as well as floors, 
windowsills, picture frames, leather 
articles, and many other things.” 


COPR. S.C. JOHNSON & SON, INC., 1939 


“This handsome mirror of 
carved pine (left) will be 
easy to keep clean because 
it will always be protected 
with Johnson’s Wax. The 
wall brackets and Chinese 
porcelain figures will be 
waxed too, so dust and dirt 
won't cling to them. John- 
son’s Wax, with its 100 extra 
uses, will save me hours of 
work.” \¢§ 


© Rent the Johnson Electric Polisher 
Strom your dealer, 


uetscks JOHNSON‘S 
WAX —6LWAX (basse tr Deginia 


RACINE, WISCONSIN 
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pushing the tip of a teaspoon held in an 
upright position halfway down into the 
center of each roll. Fill each hole with 
jam and let rolls rise for about 25 min. 
longer. Bake in a moderately hot oven of 
375° F. for 25 to 30 min. Makes about 2 
doz. rolls. 


@ Oven Meal Dinner @ 


Fruit Cup 
*Braised Spareribs 
Carrots and Celery Rye Crackers 
Chocolate Bread Pudding Coffee 


‘Braised Spareribs 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 
Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level. 
8 Ibs. spareribs 1% tsp. salt 
1c. thinly sliced 1 tsp. dry or prepared 


onions mustard 
34 ¢. vinegar 2 tbsp. granulated 
1 c. canned tomatoes sugar 


Place half of the spareribs in bottom of 
an uncovered baking pan. Cover with the 
onions and top with remaining spareribs. 
Combine remaining ingredients and pour 
over spareribs. Bake in a moderate oven 
of 350° F. about 2 hrs. or until well 
browned and tender. Serves 6. To serve 
2 or 3 make half this recipe. 


@ Mixed Grill Dinner ¢ 


*Mixed Grill of Hamburg Cakes Topped 
With Mushrooms 
Broiled Banana Halves 
Lettuce Salad Hot Biscuits 
Frosted Sponge Cake Tea 


Broiled Hamburg Cakes With 
Mushrooms and Bananas 
TESTED BY GOop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level. 


Brush mushrooms and whole or split 
bananas with melted butter, margarine, 
or salad oil. Place on preheated broiler 
with Hamburg Cakes, 1” thick. Broil 10 
min., turning meat at end of 5 min. Re- 
move Hamburg Cakes to hot platter; top 
each with a mushroom and arrange 
bananas around. 


Cooking’s Fine! 
(Continued from page 121) 
Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 make half recipe. - 
Oh—I almost forgot! In event the Gulyas~ 
shows signs of drying out before the sauer- 
kraut is added, moisten with canned con- . 
sommé or clear chicken soup. 

Reputations have been made for various © 
countries by one chicken recipe. It is 
known by different names all over the 
globe. Probably the greatest reason for its 
success is the fact that you cannot miss 
perfection. It is almost entirely foolproof. 
I call it Chicken Hunter Style. 


Chicken Hunter Style 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level. 


1 4- to 4%4-lb. roasting 4 peeled medium 
chicken > tomatoes 

1% tsp. salt 12 large green olives 

1% tsp. pepper 1 8-0z. can sliced 

8 tbsp. olive or salad oil mushrooms 


1% ec. minced onion Y% tsp. powdered thyme 
1 peeled clove garlic, 
minced 


Roll the chicken in seasoned flour made 
by combining % ce. flour, %4 tsp. of the 
salt, and the pepper. Fry in 4 tbsp. of the 
oil until tender, about 45 min. While 
chicken is frying, make following sauce: 
Sauté the minced onion and garlic in 4 
tbsp. oil until golden brown. Add tomatoes 
cut in large pieces, the stoned olives, the 
mushrooms with liquor, the thyme, and 1 
tsp. salt. Simmer until the sauce begins to 
thicken, then add to chicken and heat until 
ready to serve. Six people can indulge in 


this quantity moderately. To serve 2 or 3 
make half this recipe. 

The tantalizing thing about preparing 
food is the discovery that there are few 
new things in the kitchen. However, one 
Sunday morning when I convinced Mar- 
garet that I was going to prepare break- 
fast, I tried a dish for which I have not yet 
seen a printed recipe. Yet I hesitate to say 
that it is original. For lack of a better 
name, let us christen this Eggs Leo. 


Eggs Leo 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level. 


Bacon Salt 
Chili sauce Pepper 
Eggs Grated American cheese 


Cook bacon in a frying pan until it be- 
gins to turn yellowish brown. While still 
hot, curl one slice around the inside of 
each section of a muffin pan. Drop in each 
1 tsp. chili sauce. Then break an egg on 
top of each. Sprinkle with a little salt and 
pepper, and top with some grated cheese. 
Bake in a moderate oven of 350° F. for 15 
min. or until the eggs are set. Run knife 
around each section and invert each egg 
on a section of hot buttered toast and 
serve. 

Margaret has perfected a recipe for 
meat balls which she has never permitted 
me to prepare. She says that she can do 
them perfectly, so why should I bother? 
She did reveal her secret, however, and 
here it is. 


Margaret’s Meat Balls 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level. 


1 Ib. ground chuck beef 1 tbsp. lemon juice 

1 grated medium onion 1 egg 

1 peeled garlic bud, 4 sprigs parsley, minced 
grated - ; 2 slices dry white bread 


Combine the beef, onion, garlic, lemon 
juice, beaten egg, minced parsley, and 
bread, which has been sprinkled with 
water and broken into crumbs. Blend 
well, then form into small patties or balls. 
Sauté in butter, fat, or salad oil until 
golden brown on both sides. Sprinkle with 
salt and pepper while cooking. Makes 6 
‘patties. To serve 2 or 3 make half recipe. 

And, believe it, there is a foolproof way 
to prepare fish. The results are well worth 
the effort. 


Baked Fish, Nejelski Style 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level. 


1 mackerel or bluefish Salt 

or similar fish (2 to Pepper 

2% Ibs.) 1 tbsp. lemon juice 
Olive or salad oil Butter or margarine 


Select one large piece of brown wrap- 
ping paper for each fish. Have the fish 
cleaned, then rub the paper generously 
with oil. Place the fish on the- paper. 
Sprinkle with salt and pepper and lemon 
juice. Dot the inside and outside of the 
fish with butter. Then wrap the fish 
tightly, folding the paper so that all sides 
are sealed. Place in a moderate oven of 
325° F. for about 45 min., or until tender. 
If paper scorches, brush oil on the dark- 
ening spot. When done, remove paper and 
serve. Serves 4 to 5. 










HAVING MAID TROUBLE? 


You'll learn to escape it after reading 
the Institute’s new bulletin, “Training 
the Modern Homemaker’s Helper,” 
price 25¢, which points out the 
changed relationship between mod- 
ern mistress and modern maid, Order 
from Good Housekeeping Bulletin 
Service, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 


. . . Revere Ware belongs in your 
trousseau. This copper clad stainless 
steel ware is made to endure and stay 
beautiful like the course of true love. 
Its stainless steel will gleam like fine 
Sheffield for years and years but is 
as easy to keep gleaming as a glass. 
The copper at the bottom makes each 
pot and pan a better cooker, distrib- 
utes the heat evenly, permits. no hot 
spots and resists warping as no other 
utensils we have ever seen. Revere 
Ware is so easy on the eyes it serves 
on the dining table as well as on the 
stove. So here’s to a long life and a 
happy one—and the kind of kitchen 
of which you’ve always dreamed. 

ILLUSTRATED: The new Revere 
Ware 5-way Double Boiler—a regular 
quintuplet for work. Notice its many 
uses. Be sure to see the sauce pans, 
sauce pots, kettles, skillets, mixing 
bowls, French fryers and complete . 
Bridal Sets. 


Revere Ware 


Patents Pending 


ROME, NEW YORK 


Name 


Street and No. 





City and State 


REVERE COPPER AND BRASS INC. 
Rome Manufacturing Division, Dept. G-5 


Dear Sirs: I wish to know more about the exquisite 
beauty, extreme efficiency and wearing quality of 
new Revere Ware. Please send me, free and with- 
out obligation, fully illustrated booklet. 


ie 
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AND RIBBONS ° 


BY ANNE ORR 


in bedroom and bath, that make such grand gifts for the 
bride-to-be. The appliqué designs are most effective in white 
or in a lighter tone than the pastel background that you select. 

Above is a taffeta spread appliquéed with bowknots and flow- 
ers. Patterns and directions for appliquéeing either a double- 
or single-size spread: Hot Iron Pattern B-3001, 53¢. If you like, 
you can make the spread in gingham. 

At the upper right you see a sheet with appliquéed bowknot 
and ribbon effect. Below it are two hand towels, embroidered 
with the same design, and an appliquéed face towel. Next, a 
pillow, with the design worked entirely in stuffed quilting. 
Transfer patterns for appliquéeing two face towels and embroid- 
ering two hand towels: Hot Iron Pattern B-3004, 28¢. Transfer 
patterns for decorating a pair of pillowcases, a sheet, and the 
pillow, with the directions for the appliqué and stuffed quilting 
on the pillow: B-3003, 28¢. 

Lower right is a quilted and appliquéed bathmat, about 30” x 
40”, to complete bathroom ensemble. Pattern and directions for 
appliquéeing and quilting: Hot Iron Pattern B-3002, 28¢. 


es them in a trice—these pretty frills that are so sprightly 


HOW TO ORDER: Send stamps to Anne Orr, Needlework 
Editor, Good Housekeeping, 57th Street at 8th Avenue, N. Y. C. 


LAST WARNING TO QUILT CONTESTANTS 


Those of you who have entered the Patchwork Quilt Contest 
should be sure that your quilts are in by midnight, April 30. 
Send quilt to R. H. Macy & Co., Inc., Dept. 59 Q, 47-44 
31st St., Long Island City, N. Y. Application blank, filled out, 
should be attached to upper right-hand corner of quilt. Win- 
ners will be announced in July issue of GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 


JUDGES 
Mrs. Vincent Astor 
Chairman, Committee on Women’s Participation in World’s Fair 
Mrs. Theodore Roosevelt, Jr. Mrs. C. Reinold Noyes 
Mrs. Daniel Woolley Mrs. Robert S. Montgomery 
Miss Frances Morris Anne Orr 


B-3004 


B-3003 








ON EASY, 
OFF EASY, 
NEAT AS A 
NEW PIN! 


@ Rememser how you used to struggle and 
wriggle with old-fashioned corset closings? 
Today, all you need is a good long Talon 
slide fastener and your foundation almost 
eases itself on and off! Besides, the long 
Talon fastener saves wear and tear... helps 
to preserve the shape and elasticity of 


your garment. And that’s a real economy! 


TALON CORSET FASTENER * MADE BY TALON, Inc. 


Reg. U.S. Pat. Of. 


= 





- 
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“TAKE A SECOND LOOK” WHEN YOU BUY CORSETS 


Did you know—that such features as the self-lock and 
patented method of insertion and reinforcement are 
exclusive with the TaLon fastener? 


This fact is important when you consider that an un- 
satisfactory slide fastener can make even the finest 
foundation unwearable. Be sure you get the slide 
fastener that’s right for corsets—the fastener that 
has given perfect service to millions of women. 
Always “take a second look” for the name “TaLon”! 
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0. E. S. BETTER SIGHT LAMPS 


make it easy for every home to enjoy 
eye-comfort lighting. Now they’re 
more beautiful than ever. See them 
at your dealer’s store. Look for the 
I. E. S. Certification Tag. 


@ WESTINGHOUSE MAZDALAMPS 
give brighter light longer. Use them 
throughout your home for better light 
at lowest cost. 








SIGHT | 






and interesting females you’ve seen in 
years. We’ve grown up.” 

The chilly feeling he had had on the 
station platform took hold of him again 
and made him feel numb under his left 
ribs. He tried to push the feeling away 
from him, and grinned. “Grown up, my 
eye,” he said. “I'll bet you’re still wearing 
pantie waists.” 

Clara Bell made motions as if to remove 
her blouse. 

“Is that so?” she said, narrowing her 
eyes. “Pantie waists, hey?” 

He took her hands away from the but- 
tons. “Okay,” he said hastily. ~ 

Bess held her head on one side and eyed 
him critically. “Looks like you’re worn 
down to skin and bones, Sugar,” she said. 
“You certainly look puny. We’ve got to 
fatten you up.” 

He caught a glimpse of his face for a 
moment in the dusty windshield. He stud- 
ied it with detachment, as if it were some- 
one else’s face. The face in the windshield 
looked thin and dried out, as if the sun 
had drawn the pith out of it, leaving only 
the barest essentials in the way of sinew 
and blood under the skin. It was a grave 
face, and the expression around the re- 
flected eyes was strained as if from look- 
ing into the sun too long, or at problems 
almost too great to be worked out. 


GNATCHES of conversation penetrated 
his mood. Listening to it, he found out 
disturbing things—“That cocktail party at 
the Polks’ wasn’t enough for them. No, in- 
deed. They had to drive all the way down 
to Chincoteague for more whisky, and by 
the time we got back to Collonas I was 
just dead . . . The funniest part of it was 
I couldn’t remember a thing the next day 
. .. 1 declare I’ve been ready for the hos- 
pital for a week .. .” 

The comfortable feeling, the smell of the 
pines and the sea and the pleasant warmth 
the sun had given him, fled away and left 
him panicky. The idea that had nagged at 
his mind, numbing him, wouldn’t be de- 
nied any longer. He let it into his thoughts 
and faced it. 

Just because a place hadn’t changed 
didn’t mean that the people in it hadn’t 
changed. “Stop it,” he told himself. “Just 
because a pack of girls you remember 
as being long-legged and gangling have 
grown up flip and glib and a little loud 
and brassy, it doesn’t necessarily follow 
that everybody else has changed.” There 
would be people like Bob Mosely and 
Bryant Ayres. And there would always 
be Anne. Anne wouldn’t have changed. 
He saw now in his mind’s eye the picture 
of her he had carried with him, along with 
the picture of the place itself. 

Her gray eyes were almost too big for 
the slenderness of her face. She was very 
fair, and her hair was fine and drawn into 
a knot at her neck. She wasn’t tall, but 
the way she held her head, the long line 
of her neck, and the tapering length of 
her legs made her look tall. 

When he had walked the streets of Tel 
Aviv, he had taken with him always an 
abiding vision locked in a secret room in 
his head. It was clear and sharp. In it was 
a lofty old house of weathered brick be- 
side a Virginia estuary. Hunting dogs leap- 
ing up on him when he came home. His 
friends gathered around his board. And 
Anne presiding over it all, her voice softer 
than the rest of the voices. Her love send- 
ing out a lovelier light than any candle in 
the old silver candelabra. 

That was what he had been working for. 
Ever since his Uncle Tom had promised 
to help send him through Yale’s Sheff. 
| His uncle had drowned in the summer of 
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31 on a lonely stretch of Long Island 
beach, but Jeff sensed that he had been: 
swept out beyond his depth long before 
that, sitting in his office by a glass dome 
which squirted out an endless strip of 
paper bearing the obituary of the invest- 
ment trust of which he had been president. 

In the summers Jeff had worked in great 
clanging factories. He had thought him- 
self lucky to have the chance, although it 
meant that two weeks or even one week 
at home was out. 

In the spring of his last year a man from 
the International interviewed the senior 
class. When he went away, a letter with a 
halftone cut of the International factory 
sprawled across it came addressed to Mr. 
Jefferson Kincaid. “You will hold your- 
self in readiness for an appointment as our 
representative in a foreign post—probably 
Palestine .. .” 

He enjoyed the life in Jaffa and Tel 
Aviv. He got a kick out of the uncertainty, 
the ferment of strife and racial antagonism 
working like yeast in a vat as big as a 
nation. But he didn’t forget why he was 
there and what he.was working toward. 
Only it was taking longer than he had 
thought. He waked up at night, his eyes 
staring, his heart stopping, thinking: “I’ll 
check out. The hell with it. ’m taking too 
big a chance.” She hadn’t promised any- 
thing. You couldn’t ask a sixteen-year-old 
girl to tie herself down. 

He would crawl out of bed and light the 
light to read his scant store of letters from 
her over and over again, trying fruitlessly 
to squeeze comfort from them. “We are 
having an early spring,” they said. “I have 
sent great boxes of jonquils and peonies 
to Mother’s cousins in New York State. 
Mother and I packed them in old news- 
papers ... Mr. Blue’s old horse, Judge, 
died last week. We all felt that we had lost 
a personal friend ... We have dances at the 
clubhouse every other Saturday now. But 
there are no new faces—the same old 
crowd, only I guess they have all grown 
up since you left .. .” 


[HE streets of Wachapreague ran under 
the flivver now. Stew drove up on the 

lawn in front of the hotel and parked near 

the other cars waiting there. . 

They stood on the edge of the dock, and 
voices rose at them strident and accusing. 

“Where have you been? You're the lazi- 
est things I’ve ever seen in my life.” 

Jeff put his lips close to Liz’s ear and 
said above the din, “Where’re Bill Mosely 
and Bryant Ayres?” 

She looked at him queerly. 

“As if I were a Rip Van Winkle,” Jeff 
thought, “asking what has happened to 
President Wilson.” - 

“Bill is a lawyer up in New York,” she 
said, “and Bryant studies metallurgy and 
is out in Bethlehem, Pennsylvania.’ 

He had one more question. “Who’s 
bringing Anne?” f 

She answered hurriedly: “Duke. Duke 
Rice. You remember him?” 

Jeff remembered Duke. He remembered 
that Duke’s father had sprung up from 
nowhere to deliver over the potato-crop- 
per vote and .the soft-shell-crabber and 
oysterman vote to a slightly shady candi- 
date for the State Legislature. And after 
that he had built an ornate house in Onan- 
cock with a jagged cupola and shiny 
pointed stonework and had bought a sec- 
ondhand roadster. When Duke put on long 
pants, his father had traded in the roadster 
for a long lean canary-colored job, in 
which Duke zipped around corners with 
the cutout wide open. 

But nothing Jeff remembered about 
Duke or his background had prepared him 


Just as you trust the knowledge of 
your doctor, he in turn must trust 
the products he prescribes. 

And that is why every Squibb prod- 
uct bears an individual control num- 
ber. This number is a guarantee by 
Squibb that nothing has been left to 
chance, nothing left undone by 
human skill and care to assure stand- 
ards worthy of trust. 

From the time a product starts life 
in the Squibb Laboratories until it 
has served its purpose, its manufac- 


bs 


turing history can be traced by the 
control number. Each step in the 
making, each date, each test by lab- 
oratory workers is recorded under 
that number. 


This is true not only of Squibb pro- 
fessional products such as antitoxins, 
on which life itself may depend, but 
also of the familiar items in your 
family medicine cabinet like mineral 
oil, cod liver oil, milk of magnesia or 
aspirin. Look for that reassuring little 
number on your next Squibb product. 





THE PRICELESS INGREDIENT 


OF EVERY PRODUCT IS THE HONOR 


AND INTEGRITY OF ITS MAKER 


ER: SQUIBB & SONS 


Manufacturing Chemists to the Medical Profession Since 1858 
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BEAUTY-GIVING MILK OF MAGNESIA CREAMS 


Here’s a new effective way to help keep your skin young looking and 
lovely! By acting on the excess fatty acid accumulations on the skin, 
these unique Milk of Magnesia creams do externally what Milk of Mag- 
nesia does internally for an excess acid condition of the stomach, and 
in this way help to overcome the premature age signs of an “‘Acid Skin.”’ 


DON’T let an “Acid Skin” make you 
look older than you are and rob you of 
the fresh tone, the smooth firm texture 
your skin ought to have! Don’t let blem- 
ishes result — enlarged pores, oily shine, 
blackheads, scaly roughness. 

Fight them all with the beauty-giving, 
beneficial action of these Milk of Mag-, 
nesia creams! 

PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia TEXTURE CREAM. 
This remarkable new-type cream brings 
to your skin all the acid-neutralizing 
benefits of Milk of Magnesia in a form 
which holds this helpful ingredient on 
long enough to be really effective. By 
acting on the excess fatty acid accumula- 
tions, it helps toovercomeunsightly faults 
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CLEANSING CREAM 
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© TEXTURE CREAM 


and so to preserve the loveliness of your 
skin. 
An ideal foundation cream. Because 
the Milk of Magnesia prepares the skin 
properly — softening, smoothing away 
roughness and overcoming oiliness, pow- 
der and rouge go on evenly and hold for 
hours without need of touching up! 
PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia CLEANSING 
CREAM. You've never seen a cleansing 
cream like this delightful one! The Milk 
of Magnesia not only loosens and absorbs 
the surface dirt, but penetrates the pores, 
leaving your skin soft, smooth and really 
clean! 

Give your skin the beneficial, beautify- 
ing help of these unique creams, 


PHILLIPS’ 
CREAMS 


2 SIZES....30c¢c AND 60c 
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for the fact that Duke could possibly take 
Anne anywhere. Even to a picnic at 
Blisses’ Beach, where the crowd was al- 
ways pretty mixed up. 

He climbed down into the boat, and Liz 
said loudly: 

“Hey, look, everybody. Jeff Kincaid, 
home from the wars or something.” 

The group bargaining with Captain Lang 
looked up and said, “Hi.” 

Jo Ellen looked at him, big-eyed. “I’m 
gypped,” she moaned. “I get myself all set 
for a man with a mustache like Ronald 
Colman’s and a sort of dash of Gary 
Cooper in the Bengal Lancers, and he’s 
just like anybody else.” 

' “Tm sorry,” he said. “From now on I'll 
have the tailor pad my shoulders heavily.” 

She brightened up. “Well, anyhow,” she 
said happily, “you do talk funny. Sort of 
like Errol Flynn.” She looked at him 
eagerly. “Go on, say something.” 


Ae with a windshield like a receding 
forehead slid up and stopped with a 
jerk. Duke pushed at the handle of the 
door and walked around to the back and 
lifted out a brown paper bag. There was a 
sound of clinking bottles as he held it in 
his arms. Anne looked down at them. Jeff 
had a curious feeling that he was sepa- 
rated from her by more than a boat deck. 
That he was miles and miles away from 
her, cut off by time and space and experi- 
ences they could never share. 

Then her eyes met his, and she smiled. 

“Why,” he told himself, “why, it’s going 
to be all right.” He felt a little pinpoint 
of warmth start up inside him and grow 
until he was filled with it. He felt breath- 
less and excited. It all came back to him. 
That was the way she had always made 
him feel. He smiled back at her, then she 
bent her head and let Duke help her down 
into the boat. She came straight to him, 
and a voice, his voice, said, 

“How are you, Anne?” 

She put her hands in his. “I’m fine, Jeff. 
It’s so good to see you. You shouldn’t stay 
away so long. We were afraid you’d be 
a perfect stranger—but you're not.” Her 
eyes were crinkled and friendly in the 
bright sunlight. 

He stood there, forgetting to talk, still 
holding her hands, exploring her face with 
his eyes until he was conscious of Duke 
standing beside her. 

“You remember Duke Rice, don’t you, 
Jeff?” 

They shook hands, and he said: 

“Of course I remember Duke. I remem- 
ber when Doc Shackelford had to sew up 
a cut in his head.” : 

Duke laughed a laugh that said: “A 
little thing like a split head. I wish that 
were all.” 

He looked at Duke steadily, taking 
stock, boring through his cordiality. Duke 
seemed to expand before him. He made 
himself tall, his chest swelling inside his 
white sweater. Jeff knew what was going 
on in Duke’s mind. Perhaps Duke had been 
worried about him. Perhaps he had braced 
himself to meet a returning prodigal 
grown dynamic and physically impressive. 
Now he could hear Duke saying to himself 
as clearly as if he had shouted it aloud: 
“Ts this string bean, this long, tall drink 
of muddy water, the Jeff Kincaid who used 
to go with Anne? Is this the bird Jo Ellen 
and Liz have been kidding me about? 
Well, shut my mouth!” 

“T hope you’re going to stick around for 
a while this time,” Duke said generously. 
He could afford to be generous. He wasn’t 
worried any more. This wasn’t compe- 
tition. 

“That’s mighty white of you,” Jeff told 
him, “but I’m afraid I'll have to be taking 
off again on the fourteenth.” 

Duke’s face was vague for a moment. 
He was trying to adjust himself to the fact 


4 


that any given date should have impor- | 


tance. He shrugged his shoulders. The 
gentle put-putting of the engine in the 
hold speeded up suddenly into a shatter- 
ing roar. A great gust of gasoline fumes 
and spray hurried them forward. Duke 
went into the cabin and brought out one 
of the bottles from the paper bag. He held 
out a jelly glass, and they poured whisky 
into it and drank without a chaser. 

Jeff watched Anne when the glass 
reached her. She didn’t gasp for breath. 
Her eyes didn’t blink and fill with tears. 
She drank with an apparent ease and as- 
surance born of custom. She handed the 
glass back to Duke and sat on the deck 
with her heels hooked under the low 
railing. 

Jeff sat down beside her and said, “See- 
ing you do that makes me feel like turning 
you over my knee and spanking you.” 

A bell rang in her memory. That was 
the tone, that was the manner, he had used 
in talking to her years before. It all came 
back to her. He had been the gruff pro- 
tector, the brotherly bully, deciding upon 
the facts of life she should be allowed to 
know. But he couldn’t come back after 
years and expect her to listen to him as 
she had done before. 

She had listened to other people since 
then. Listened to Duke. She was naturally 
quiet and reserved, but when Duke started 
taking her to dances and picnics, he teased 
her out of it. “You don’t have any fun,” 
he said. “You don’t know how to let loose 
and kick up your heels. If anybody makes 
a pass at you, you get all haughty and 
stand-offish. You’re a throwback,” he told 
her. “Liz and Jo Ellen and Marny are FF. 
V.’s, too, but you don’t see anybody keep- 
ing them under glass like wax flowers.” 


GHE smiled at Jeff now, but her eyes 
seemed defiant. He had no way of 
knowing what the smile cost her or that 
she felt on fire inside from the drink, and 
that already tiny threads of nausea were 
shooting up her stomach to her brain. He 
could not know, and she would have died 
of shame had any of them guessed, that 
she had never been able to feel differently 
about the business of drinking. You drank 
if it choked you, or you ran the risk of 
being labeled a person who “stuck their 
neck out,” a “gummy drag.” 

“I don’t spank easy these days,” she said. 
“Tm a big girl now. I know all about the 
birds and bees and Bacardi.” 

The warmth that had filled him when 
he saw her standing on the dock evap- 
orated, leaving in its place a vacuum. “It’s 
not going to be all right at all,” he thought. 
“It’s going to be lousy. Just lousy.” 

“You didn’t mention Bromo Seltzer,” he 
told her. ; 

Duke’s voice said: “What are you doing 
over here? Sweet-talking my date?” 

“T’ve forgotten how,” Jeff said. 

The island was suddenly big before 
them, and Captain Lang signaled the Coast 
Guard station with hoarse blasts from his 
horn. Two men walked down the spindly 
wharf and caught the rope he threw them. 
Jeff trailed along as they all went up past 
the Coast Guard station to the deserted 
hotel that stood behind it. There they split 
up to change into their bathing suits. 

The current ran swiftly around the edge 
of the island. It pulled at Jeff’s feet as soon 
as he stepped into the surf. He let it grap- 
ple with him for a while, then sat on the 
beach, leaning back on his elbows and 
looking at the rest through half-closed 
eyes, not seeing them, his thoughts whirl- 
ing around on a squirrel’s treadmill. “Mak- 
ing no sense at all,” he thought. “Getting 
nowhere in a hurry.” 

Suddenly Liz pointed out to the water 
and screamed. “Look at Jo Ellen. Jo Ellen! 
Come back, you little fool!” 

He jumped to his feet and ran to the 
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edge of the water. Jo Ellen was about fifty 
feet out from shore and trying desperately 
to get back in. Her arms beat futilely 
against the current. 

He could see something else, too. For 
an interminable moment he stood motion- 
less, an inner conflict paralyzing him. He 
took deep breaths, trying to force the air 
into his lungs, trying to erase the drowned 
face of his uncle that lay between himself 
and Jo Ellen. But it was there. He closed 
his eyes and threw himself violently into 
the water, welcoming the shock of it to 
his numb, clammy body. His legs felt 
feeble and useless, but he kicked them 
frantically, fighting his way to the surface. 

Duke’s long sure strokes were well 
ahead of him. Jo Ellen was panicky when 
Duke reached her. Jeff could see her 
clutching wildly for his shoulders. Duke 
shook off her arms and tried to make her 
float. At last she obeyed him, and he 
started in with her. Stew swam beside him, 
and Jeff followed them in. : 

Jo Ellen’s lips were blue, and her body 
droped as if from an unexpected blow 
in she stomach. She was whimpering, but 
when Anne and Liz tried to soothe her, 
she turned from them and flung herself 
against Duke’s chest. : 

“I would-have died, Duke. I would have 
died: I’m so ashamed.” 

Duke let her rest for a-minute, then he 
said: “You need a bracer. Somebody get 
the whisky.” 

They watched her drink, and color came 
back into her face. 

Jeff said, “That was as neat a job of life 
saving as I’ve ever seen.” 

They didn’t look at him. Something in 
their manner made him wonder if they 
had been watching him in that split second 
between the realization of Jo Ellen’s peril 
and his plunge into the water, when he 
had stood hesitant, seeing his uncle’s face 
before him. “They couldn’t have noticed,” 
he told himself, but he wasn’t sure. He felt 
sick and disgraced. 

“You were very quick,” Anne told Duke. 

Duke made a joke of it. “Like a mouse,” 
he said, and took the half-empty glass 
from Jo Ellen. ; 


HE crickets maintained their broken ~ 

rhythm, making a sound that pressed 
against your eardrums. There were lights 
in the Mason house—upstairs and down. 
The buffet supper, which hadn’t been quiet 
to begin with, was now in the mix-your- 
own stage. Voices which were carefully 
modulated and cloyingly Southern in the 
daytime had now gone fishwife and shrill. _ 
There was a deep rumble of song in the 
kitchen; Duke and Stew were lifting their 
voices in praise of a girl who had come 
down out of the West Virginia hills. The 
song was strange to Jeff, but it was eas 
to understand the words packed wi 
double meanings, and they sang it with 
gusto. 

Jeff mumbled an excuse to the girl who 
sat beside him and walked over and stood 
in the doorway. 

Anne smiled at him across the table. 
She seemed to be unaware of the words 
of the song, but judging by the confident 
though slightly off-key harmony Duke 
and Stew were producing, it had been 
sung in kitchens many times before. 

When the song was over, Jeff moved to- 
ward the table. 

Duke put his arm around Anne’s waist 
and said: “Here comes Mister Claim 
Jumper. Maybe I’d better show him the 
stakes where I got my holdings marked 
out.” 

It was crude. It was ill-mannered and 
boorish. Jeff felt the blood run into his 
face and leave it. 

Nobody laughed. The group in the 
kitchen looked at Jeff, but he didn’t look 
back at them. He was looking at Anne 


* 


with a question in his eyes. Duke was un- 
important. What Duke said or did or 
thought had nothing to do with him. The 
thing, the important thing, was how much 
did Duke and what he stood for mean 
to Anne. 

Jeff was a guest in the Mason home. It 
didn’t occur to him to start a sweating, 
panting shuffle in the Mason kitchen, no 
matter how great the provocation. It was 
no part of his code to brawl over a girl 
at a party. 

He looked at Anne, hoping. “Maybe 
she’ll put his arm away from her waist,” 
he thought. “Maybe she’ll show that he 
has embarrassed her by placing her in an 
unpleasant situation.” 

He would know what to do about that. 
He would be calm and cold about the 
whole thing. He would pass it off, and then, 
after a decent interval, he would ask Duke 
to step outside with him into the street 
or a vacant lot near by and try to ram his 
teeth down his throat. He didn’t try to fool 
himself about the outcome of such an en- 
counter. He would, he knew, end up with 
his own teeth loosened and his own nose 
flattened. Duke would be a very tough 
man in a fight. Especially one in which 
he had a twenty-five-pound weight ad- 
vantage and a two-inch longer reach. But 
that had nothing to do with it. You asked 
men to step out into the street with you 
regardless of those things. 

Duke’s arm was still around Anne. She 
held her head high, and color stained her 
face. She looked at Jeff expectantly. 

With a shock he thought he knew what 
the look meant. She was hoping he would 
prove his courage by starting a scene. 
“The hell with it,’ he thought suddenly 
and bitterly. 

“Fix yourself a drink, Jeff,’ Stew told 
him, the words lagging on his tongue, com- 
ing out even slower than usual. “Mister 
Rice seems to be running off at the mouth 
a little this evening. He gets taken that 
way sometimes.” 

“It’s all right, Stew,” Jeff said. “I haven’t 
any designs on Anne. They seem a well- 
suited couple to me.” 

Duke said, “Now you’re shouting,” and 
poured ice water into a glass to dilute a 
drink; but when he turned to give it to 
Anne, she had walked away and gone into 
another room. 


pete picked his way between the couples 

on the back steps and strolled between 
the crepe myrtles past the cracked and 
sagging sundial out into the alley that ran 
behind the house. He cut across an open 
lawn past the one-room brick office where 
Doctor Shackelford, clad in a cutaway and 
an open-gate collar, had administered ipe- 
cac and calomel with complete impartial- 
ity. The scent of earth and rank grass 
clung about his feet and lifted up to him 
as he walked. The night sounds of a hound 
giving tongue ’way over in back of the 
Blackfords’ carriage stable mingled with 
the popgun backfire of a car rounding the 
court-house square. 

He paused aimlessly in front of the 
drugstore, looking dully at the lights 
placed to shine through the hanging glass 
bowls of green and red water. Presently 
he went inside and sat at one of the tables. 
Campbell Winfree looked at him inquir- 
ingly from behind the counter, and he 
nodded. Campbell opened an ancient ice- 
box and dragged an ice scraper squeak- 
ingly across it until he had enough shaved 
ice to fill a glass. He squirted dark liquid 
into it and held it under the soda tap. He 
looked once more at Jeff sitting slumped 
down in his chair, and splashed in a gen- 
erous portion of ammonia. 

Jeff was still sitting there when a man 
passed the drugstore running. His voice 
sounded hysterical as he shouted: “Some- 
body took High’s woman, and he’s gunning 














eat Giik 


HOSIERY 





Your Afprearance—The confidence of 


“T know [look right,” because there’s quality 
in every thread, quality in every shade, qual- 
ity in every weight—and quality every time. 


Your Purse—You don't open it so often. 
Exclusive construction features forestall 
hosiery failures. Best and most permanent 
dyes. Most  snag-resistant thread twist 


obtainable. Therefore longer average wear. 


Your Fime—Saved because Realsilk calls 


on you, through representatives, at home or 


office. No shopping hurry; no parking wolry. 


Our Company—World’s largest manufacturers of silk 

hosiery for men and women. Real Silk Hosiery Mills, 

Inc., Indianapolis, Ind. Branch Sales Offices in 200 Cities 
May 1939 Good Housekeeping 147 





Announcing 
TAI 


Bic BEN 


SELF-STARTING 


4 


CHIME ALARM 





$ 425 
—— Luminous dial, a dollar more 


BEAUTIFUL WESTCLOX ELECTRIC 
with famous 2-Voice Alarm 


Now—a beautiful new electric Big Ben takes his 
place beside the famous springwound Big Bens 
you know so well! Big Ben quality that has made 
the Big Ben name first in alarm clocks for years. 
Streamline styling that is downright stunning. 
And a host of features, including the exclusive 
2-Voice gong alarm. Rich black finish, nickel trim. 

There is a Westclox electric for every room inthe 
house—alarm models—time clocks—wall clocks, 
in a variety of colors and finishes—priced $2.50 
to $6.95. Some have plain dials—others luminous 
dials—all are built to the Big Ben quality ideal. 












LOoK 
AT 
ELECTRIC, nha BEN 


Self. . 
it ie Startin starts URES! 
tetruptions Y itself gene 


n 
fter 6, %O4 plu 
Voi Curren; ; 
lighe 4° Gong py ee 
Sleeper, arm — 


ew Ty e Wakes 5, 
ig el 8VY sleene mn 
reel showtterr UDtion s; “cpers, 
tha 2 tetrupei © dial o ita red 
conds," has asted 12 ate 
, Onger 


—H, 
Str, ur and mi Cavy num 
black 5 Hing Styling; ute hands, S- 






clo 
the Ungcord and 


Writers , 


WESTCLOX, LA SALLE- PERU, ILLINOIS 


Division of General Time Instruments Corporation 








2 


for him! Don’t nobody get in his way. He’s 
crazy drunk!” 

Jeff walked to the door and peered out. 
High was coming up the middle of the 
street carrying Mr. Blackford’s shotgun. 
He mumbled as he walked. 

The street was suddenly deserted. Up 
the road the sheriff went at a dead run 
home to get his pistol hanging in its holster 
from the post of his bed. 

Faces peered from behind the safety 
zones of the thick brick walls of the drug- 
store, the Tyler Inn, and the court house. 
Campbell moaned softly and hopelessly 
and pointed up the street. Duke’s roadster 
swept around a curve by the garage and 
pointed its headlights at High, silhouetting 
him against a nimbus of dusty radiance. 
Anne was sitting beside Duke. : 

Slowly High brought the shotgun to his 
shoulder and shouted, “Don’t nobody 
touch me!” 


pee went through the doorway run- 
ning. His feet felt as if they were 
pounding up a hill. His eyes straining be- 
fore him at High seemed unnaturally keen. 
He could see, although he knew it was im- 
possible for him to see it, High’s finger 
squeezing against the shotgun’s trigger. 
Then-High’s arm stiffened, and the muzzle 
of the gun hid itself in a spurt of yellow 
light. The bang of its going off reached 
Jeff in the same instant that Duke’s right 
front tire blew up and his car swerved 
toward a ditch. 

Even then, with the tire empty and pull- 
ing at the steering wheel, it might have 
been righted if Duke had held his grip. 
But his hand fumbled for the door handle. 
The front end of the car struck the em- 
bankment and stopped. In an instant Duke 
was out, his frantic body a shadow streak- 
ing for the shelter of a tree, an open door- 
way—any sanctuary for his panic. 

Anne sat bolt upright, staring with di- 
lated eyes through the slanting windshield, 
waiting. Jeff approached them from the 
side, making himself take his time, his 
shoes scuffing through the dust as if he 
were out for a stroll. 

The light from one of Duke’s headlights 
and pouring down from the arc overhead, 
the people watching, made it all seem a 
little theatrical. It was as if the car were 
upstage, High standing downstage with his 
back to the audience, and Jeff was walk- 
ing out of the wings toward them. But it 
wasn’t make-believe. The peril was grim 
and urgent. 

The street seemed a mile, ten miles wide 
to him. He felt very small and spindly, as 
if High could have brushed him aside with 
one sweep of an enormous black paw. But 
he mustn’t hurry. He mustn’t seem anx- 
ious. Instinctively he knew the way to play 
his hand. 

When he was five feet away from High, 
he said: “You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself. Acting like a field hand when 
everybody knows you’re a house Nigger.” 

He held his voice in a conversational, 
matter-of-fact groove, faintly chiding, a 
little disappointed and grieved. 

“Give me Mr. Blackford’s gun before 
you hurt somebody.” 

High started like a man waked from a 
bad dream or coming out of ether. Sanity 
fought with frenzy for control of his brain, 
and sanity won. Dawning recognition re- 
placed the blank, unseeing stare. When he 
spoke, his voice wasn’t a guttural rattle 
in the back of his throat any more. 

He said meekly, “Dawged if it ain’t 
Mistah Jeff.” He handed Jeff the gun. “Yas, 
suh, Ah reckon you is right. Ah been actin’ 
mighty uppity. Ah reckon they’ll put me 
on the chain gang for this, all right.” 

“Come along over to the jail,” Jeff told 


| him. “Tll talk to the Judge about you in 
| the morning. 


” 


They walked across the street to the 
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court house and stood beside the door that 
led to the barred windows upstairs. The 
sheriff found them there four minutes later 
when he pulled up, his breath sobbing in 
his wind pipe, his holster slapping against 
his hip. ; 

Jeff slept badly. His thoughts were 
jumbled and unhappy. He got up early 
and packed his bag. He had breakfast 
while the rest of the household snored 
lustily overhead, and put in a call for Moe 
Roberts, who drove the town taxi, to take 
him over to Tasley for the morning train. 
The doorbell rang as he signed and sealed 
a thank-you letter to the Masons. 

He opened the door to find Anne stand- 
ing there. She said: “Moe was just pulling 
up in front of the house as I came along. 
I sent him away, because Id like to take 
you to the train.” 

“That’s mighty thoughtful of you,” he 
said, “but I’d rather you wouldn’t.” 

“You haven’t got much time, Jeff. Please 
let me do it.” 

He pulled his kit bag from behind the 
door and walked after her to the car. He 
tried to think of something to say, but gave 
it up. He felt drained of small talk. The 
things he might have said to her were 
locked up inside him. 

They drove in silence for a while before 
she spoke. 

“You made me realize something last 
night. Watching you and High told me 
something.” 

He kept his eyes on the road. “I used to 
go fishing with High. I knew he'd listen 
to me.” 

She pulled the car against the platform 
of Tasley station. “You hadn’t seen High 
for seven years. He was blind drunk. Sup- 
pose he hadn’t known you, Jeff? You didn’t 
even stop to think of that.” 


HE PUSHED at the door handle, stepped 
out of the car, and turned to look at 
her. He couldn’t know, he had no way of 
knowing, about the things she wanted to 
say but couldn’t put into words because 
they would have sounded too fancy and 
high-flown. 

“I couldn’t sleep last night, Jeff. I kept 
thinking about the way I had acted in the 
kitchen, and I was so ashamed. I wanted 
you to fight Duke. I had wanted you to 
be the one to save Jo Ellen. But when I 
heard you talking to High last night, I 
knew how stupid and wrong I’d been. He 
wouldn’t have been afraid of a man who 
wasn’t afraid of him. But a man who was 
erat and kept coming anyhow—that got 

im. 

The point was that your spirit whipped 
your craven body into doing its bidding. 
That was what counted. That was a qual- 
ity she understood when it came to a 
showdown. It did things to her. It reached 
down inside her and charged her blood 
with champagne bubbles. She knew now 
that anybody with any imagination and 
sensitiveness would have felt that way 
about it—anybody who wasn’t a vegetable 
and too cowlike to be scared. 

Her face was touched with the same 
high color he had noticed in the kitchen 
last night. Her eyes were pleading. 

She said: “I don’t want to say good-bye 
to you this time. My bags are in the back. 
Will you please get them out for me?” 

It was hard for him to speak. “Are you 
going away, too?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

“How far?” he asked. “As far as Wil- 
mington?” ; 

“Td like to go as far as Jerusalem.” 

He stared at her, suddenly tense. “You’d 
be lonely. There wouldn’t be many of your 
kind of people there.” 

She put out her hand to him. “Every- 
where I'd look I'd be seeing my kind of 
people,” she told him. “I'd be looking at 
you. 
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Modern rooms decorated by Good Housekeeping 
for the Pittsburgh Plate Glass Exhibit | 


‘THE SHIELD HAS Dumbarton. Washington, D. C. ( Orchard Hill, Westchester County, New York 





pe Lane, Winnetka, Illinois Pontchartrain Drive, pot Npehieee eG 
‘orest Hill, Cleveland, Ohio Riverdale Heights, Riverdale-on-Hudson, IN. 1}. 
BEEN AWARDED Green Acres, Valley Stream, L. I., N. Y. River Oaks, Houston, Texas 

Guilford, Baltimore, Maryland River Road, Scarborough-on-Hudson, New York 

TO HOUSES AT Hanley Downs, Richmond Heights, Missouri Roland Park, Baltimore, Maryland 

Harbour Green, Massapequa, L. I., N. Y. Rollingwood, Chevy Chase, Maryland 

Highland Park, Dallas, Texas Upper Arlington, Columbus, Ohio 
Alden Estates, Port Chester, N. Y. : Homeland,-Baltimore, Maryland Westfield Boulevard, Indianapolis, Indiana 
Argonne Drive, Baltimore, Maryland Huntington Road, Garden City, Lake Ns Xs Weston Heath, Weston, Massachusetts 
Beverly Shores, Orlando, Florida Kent Avenue, Kenilworth, Illinois Westover, Seattle, Washington 
Bloomfield Village, Bloomfield Hills, Michigan Madrid Street, Coral Gables, Florida Westwood Hills, Los Angeles, California 
Blue Ridge, Seattle, Washington Mountain Brook Estates, Birmingham, Alabama Woodside Hills, San Francisco, California 
Bronx Hills, Westchester County, New York Northwood, Baltimore, Maryland Wychwood, Westfield, New Jersey 
Chatham Manor, Chatham, New Jersey ; 
ahaa acpi ay saree This Shield placed by a house means that our consultant experts have found 
Claytherne Road, Shaker ‘Heights, Ohio upon examination that that house, meets the Good Housekeeping Standards for 
Country Club District, Kansas City, Missouri quality of design and plan, materials, construction, neighborhood, and land use 
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Front view of a Modern house; garde 
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keeping 
Studio felt 
greatly hon- 
ored when 
we were in- 
vited by one of the great manufac- 
turers of the country—The Pittsburgh 
Plate Glass Company—to collaborate 
with them and their architects, Skid- 
more and Owings, John Moss Asso- 
ciate, in designing three groups of 
rooms to be a part of their exhibit at 
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the New York World’s Fair, 1939. 
Here they are for you to see. At 
the Fair these rooms are built in half 
scale and set into the mirrored walls 
of the Pittsburgh Plate Exhibit in the 
Glass Center Building. In the Studio, 
in our publication building: at 57th 
Street and 8th Avenue, New York 
City, we have duplicated the rooms in 
full size and invite you to see them 
when you visit the New York World’s 
Fair, 1939. The Modern house above 
was designed as the sort of house 
which could contain these rooms. 






AND IIGHT 


The two bathrooms shown at left 
are an alternative arrangement 
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Today glass plays a fascinating 
part in building and decorating. Glass 
blocks, glass.moldings for doorways 
and fireplace openings, colored mir- 
rors, plate glass, opaque and clear— 
all made by the Pittsburgh Plate 
Glass Company—can be used in a fit- 
ting way to add to the comfort and 
pleasure of modern living. 

The conception of the house is 
Modern. The solarium and some wall 
space are built of glass block, which 
screens the exterior but lets sun and 
light stream (Continued on page 154) 


MW THE MODERN HOUSE 


Any of the furnishings used in these 
rooms may be bought through your 
local dealer or decorator. The manufac- 
turers who cooperated with us and whose 
merchandise may be bought anywhere 
in the country are: BackcrounD: Penn- 
vernon Window Glass, Copper-Backed 
Mirror, Decora Glass Blocks, Plate 
Glass Shelves, Ground Glass, Carrara 
Structural Glass, Architectural Glass, 
Wallhide Paint, all from Pittsburgh 
Plate Glass Company; Livinc-Room Fur- 
NITURE: Imperial Furniture Company, 
Mueller Furniture Co., Sutton Glass & 
Mirror Co., Inc., Mary Ryan; Piano, 
Steinway & Sons; Dininc-Room Fvur- 
NITURE, Johnson-Handley-Johnson Co.; 
BEDROOM, DRESSING-ROOM FURNITURE: 
The Widdicomb Furniture Co., Muel- 
ler Furniture (Continued on page 175) 
























LIVING ROOM 
19:10" 22-0" 





A corner of the living room. Glass is used everywhere—for windows, partitions, shelves, and most of the Modern accessories 
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Off the bedroom is the mirror-lined dress- 
ing room with one closet fitted for a man 
and one for a woman. A luxurious mirror 
dressing table and bench occupy one cor- 
ner and are well lighted by the Modern 
fixtures. The wallpaper is Chinese in type 


Well-fitted closets for the woman and man 





through. Windows and doors are 
grouped in the modern manner, while 
the arrangement of the rooms is 
planned for spaciousness. 

For exhibition purposes, due to 
space limitations, the plans as illus- 
trated have been slightly changed. 
These are not the plans for a budget 
house, as the cost will vary from 
$9750 to $21,000 in different parts of 
the country. We have shown and will 
show many budget houses, but here 
we give you ideas—ideas in color, in 
room arrangement, and in specially 
designed Modern furniture. There 
are features in each room which could 
be followed in any house, Modern or 
otherwise. Briefly let me tell you of. 
them first. 

The curved bookcase in the living 
room, for instance, is different, useful, 
and gives considerable book space 
as well as a convenient place for the 
R. C. A. Victor Radio. The recessed 
arrangement for twin beds in the 
bedroom has indirect light in the ceil- 
ing of the recess and also permits the 
beds to be treated as one in a decora- 
tive manner; this is shown clearly 
on page 156. In the dining room the 
Modern note is in the expanse of win- 
dows, a group of three to the floor, 
shaded with Venetian blinds—a fea- 
ture which could be put in any house. 


Blond harvest mahogany is here combined with crisp, 


Again, notice that a group of win- 
dows occupies the greater part of one 
side of the bedroom. The drawings of 
the rooms showing the furniture on 
the plan, and the elevations of each 
side of the room, give a clear idea 
of arrangement. Many houses and 
apartments have groups of windows 
which may be treated as one—as these 
are—instead of as two or as four. 

The small dressing room has a par- 
ticularly good closet plan: a space of 
7’ 5’ has two closets, each with a 2’ 4” 
door, one opening left-handed and 
the other right-handed, with a 22” 
space between. The full-length mir- 
ror in the center, together with the 
mirrors on the partly opened closet 
doors, forms a full-length triple dress- 
ing mirror. This could be done in any 
house, and is particularly helpful in 
old houses without closets where part 
of a large bedroom can be partitioned 
off to form such a dressing room. The 
closets, of course, are comfortably 
fitted—one for a man, one for a 
woman—with hangers, boxes, drawer 
spaces, as well as racks on the doors. 

Now for the atmosphere of the 
rooms as a whole! They are Modern, 
of course, with soft backgrounds, ac- 
cented by glass, mirror, crystal, and 
light! The rooms on the lower floor 
—hall, living room, and dining room 


sparkling glass and subtle colors to make a spacious Modern bedroom 
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BEDROOM 
14-6"x15-2" 











Photographs by Robert Bagby 





recess, indirectly lighted, harbors twin beds with glass head- and footboards 


A circular built-in bookcase and luxurious mirror fireplace make the room seem double its size 





—are painted a mauve cream. (The 
paint, by the way, is from Pittsburgh 
Plate Glass Company.) Floors are 
pale gray linoleum. The windows are 
grouped, and each group is treated as 
a unit. The furniture is light in color, 
well made, and Swedish Modern in 
type. The curtains and upholstery in 
the living room are mauve and beige; 
the oval rug in a deeper tone of rose 
mauve has an interesting new long- 
looped pile and a special patent Lok 
Weave back. Mirrors, glass-block 
walls, light, and crystal are the decora- 
tive accents, rather than color, as the 
color fades into the background, 
whereas a mirror framed in mirror, a 
painted mirror, glass tables, small 
mirror coffee table, and the mirrored 
trim around the doors—all these give 
a distinctive new character. 

The solarium, built of glass blocks, 
is a mass of light and living green 
shrubs and plants. It opens into the 
living room, where the mirrored walls 
above and at the side of the fireplace 
at the opposite end reflect the green 
and give an air of spaciousness. Also, 
on one side of the dining room (page 
157) a shallow recess lined with mir- 
ror (lit from above) holds the simple 
Modern sideboard. 

Indirect light at the ceiling line, 
above both the circular bookcase and 


Flesh-colored m 


Pittsburgh Plate Glass Exhibit 
New York World’s Fair, 1939 


the windows in the living room, and 
across the windows in the dining 
room, gives a soft glow without con- 
sciousness of its source. In addition, 
tall lamps having indirect Modern 
light are placed at each side of the 
window group; and another pair of 
the same design, partly hidden by 
greenery, light the solarium. Two 
lamps only are used for decorative 
light in the living room, with the desk 
fitted with a Polaroid lamp shedding 
light without glare. 

The wiring system planned for the 
house is up-to-date, with entrance 
capacity and circuiting that is ade- 
quate to provide an undiminished 
flow of electricity for good lighting 
and the efficient use of home appli- 
ances—including ample service for 
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electrical equipment which may be 
added later. There are enough outlets 
and switches properly placed for 
complete convenience. 

Just as mirror molding outlines the 
fire opening, so it is used for trim 
around the doors, reflecting the light; 
but otherwise the walls are plain in 
true Modern fashion. 

Bits of interesting wall treatment 
and glass construction—especially at- 
tractive here, but possible in many 
other settings—are the mirrored re- 
cesses with glass shelves lighted from 
above and below. In the living room, 
back of the piano, colorful Modern 
glass figures—made in the United 
States, by the way—are placed on 
the shelves; in the solarium the 
shelves are filled with plants. 


ahogany is used against walls of mauve and chartreuse green curtains 





GLISS, WALLS IV 
THE BATHROOM 
















One entire wall of the bathroom 
is of glass blocks; the others are 
covered with Carrara glass in 
pale cream with a peach base- 
board. Pale blue fixtures make 
a pleasant contrast; the floor 
is covered in a deeper blue 
linoleum. Bath and hand tow- 
els are in pale peach color 
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Curves are another feature of the 
plain walls. The curved wall of the 
solarium shows an effective use of 
glass blocks, and it balances the 
curved bookcase of the living room. 

The furniture was designed by four 
leading manufacturers especially for 
this exhibition, and it exemplifies an 
interesting use of wood and glass. 
This is particularly true of the beds, 
which have head- and footboards of 
Herculite tempered glass relieved by 


a simple etched design. Though un- 
usual, the use of glass is so clever 
that it isn’t at first noticed. The china 
cabinet is another piece, with unusual 
gunmetal mirror panels. The over- 
stuffed chairs are made for comfort, 
and in addition we used a circular 
sofa which breaks into three pieces 
and harmonizes with the curved 
architectural feeling of the bookcase. 
It fits between the books and piano, 
and gives another conversation group, 
so important in furnishing a room 
for a number of people to use. In the 
covering is introduced a bit of pattern 
which matches that of the curtains. 
Stripes are used for the fireside 
chairs, and, like everything else in 
the room, they are in soft tones of 
mauve. Again the circular feeling is 
found in the oval dining table and 
the backs of the chairs. The pattern, 
as it were, in this room is given in this 
way, inasmuch as the mauve walls, 
green curtains, and gray floor, except 
for corner motifs in the linoleum, are 
plain. 

The two large bedrooms are in the 
same Modern tempo. Plain painted 
walls are made effective by color. 
Our visitors ask of the bedroom we 
illustrate, “It’s blue, isn’t it?” It is 
blue, but a mere whisper of a color, 
to form the background for the light- 
colored Swedish Modern furniture, 
the delicately patterned net curtains, 
the mirrors above the bureau and 
chest, and the mirror-framed pic- 
tures above the beds. This bedroom 
and the (Continued on page 175) 


THE SMART MODERN WAY TO COVER FLOORS...CHOOSE 


TAILOR-MADE RUGS 


AT “READY-MADE” PRICES 


Decorators declare the margin of floor around your 
rug should be no more than six to twelve inches. 
Obviously, since rooms var) in size, this calls for a 




















that’s the essence of the Bigelow Tailor-Made rug 
service—broadloom rugs that really fit any-sized room, 


great many rug sizes to fit rooms correctly. And 


at “‘ready-made”’ prices! 

Take your room measurements into a store near 
you... choose from figured or plain rugs, hooked 
patterns, textures, two-tone effects, scrolls, florals. 
Whatever period your room is, you’ll fina 2 suitable 
Bigelow Tailor-Made rug. 

And don’t forget that all Bigelow rugs and carpets 
are woven of. sturdy, imported Lively Wool. 
Bigelow-Sanford Carpet Co., Inc., 140 Madison 
Avenue, New York, N.Y. 












A Beauvais No. 1598. ‘Fern Fronds,” 
a charming botanical n suited to 
period and modern rooms. 
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Swedish Modern style. 
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bogany or walnut 
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BRING NEW BEAUTY 
TO YOUR TABLE 


a] or the first time, the brilliant genius of 
FN) two famous American artists turns to the 
seal decoration of fine dinnerware. 


ROCKWELL KENT .. . celebrated painter, 
author and illustrator . . . has now adapted for 
VERNONWARE his fascinating etchings that 
illustrate Herman Melville’s classic novel 
“Moby Dick” and the colorful sketches from 
“Salamina” ... his own book on Greenland life. 


DON BLANDING, famed artist-poet who 
has sung of his wanderings in ‘“Vagabond’s 
House” and other verses, draws upon the Hawaii 
he loves as inspiration for his two charming 
designs, “Coral Reef” and “Hawaiian Flowers.” 

































Beautiful enough . . . these four striking de- 
signs .. . for an art museum, they bring a new 
thrill to your dining-room. Produced by 
Vernon in authentic underglaze prints, they 
are available in a variety of colors, each 
piece bearing 
the signature 
of the artist. 


% 20- piece ‘starter sets’... 


service for four. . . $7.95 
{Salamina pattern, $10.75} 
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AMERICA’S FAVORITE BRIGHT COLOR WARE 


“EARLY CALIFORNIA” 


California” have created a new country-wide 
vogue. Like all VERNONWARE, made by 
the exclusive Vernon process, it is light yet dur- 
able and proof against crazing. 


See these beautiful new VERNONWARE 
patterns at leading department and home fur- 
nishing stores. For illustrated folder, showing 
Vernon’s many distinctive designs, address 
Vernon Kilns, Dept. 5, 2300 East 52nd Street, 
Los Angeles, California. 
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“HAWAIIAN 
FLOWERS” 
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. N THE basis of the range 
' studied it is tentatively con- 
cluded that 0.307 mg. of zine 
per kilogram of body weight 
will supply the zinc needs of 

the pre-school-age child.” 

That’s the summary of an article 
appearing in the Journal of Nutrition, 
February, 1939. How many of you 
readers had any idea that zinc was 
something to eat, something the hu- 
man body needs? 

A few years ago the Associated 
Press startled readers with a news 
headline that read, “Scientist Dis- 
covers Base of Mother Love.” The 
occasion was a paper by Dr. E. V. 
McCollum of Johns Hopkins Univer- 
sity in which he demonstrated that 
female rats deprived of the chemical 
element manganese lost the ability to 
suckle their young. 

A paper in Science not long ago re- 
ported that a peculiar type of anemia 
in sheep and cattle in Western Aus- 
tralia was successfully eliminated by 
a daily dosage of as little as 0.3 milli- 
grams (1/10,000 of an ounce) of cobalt. 

A few years earlier Wisconsin in- 
vestigators had startled us with the 
news that to build red blood you 
needed more than iron in the diet, 
must eat a little copper to go with it 
and make it usable. 

American people are definitely 
vitamin-conscious today, as evi- 
























vitamins rather extensively. So this 
month I’d like to pull another diet 
essential into the limelight—talk min- 
erals a bit. I’ve prefaced my article 
with those notes about zinc, man- 
ganese, cobalt, and copper because I 
find that when I ask people about 
their mineral selection, they often ap- 
pear to think that only four or five 
are important: calcium or lime, phos- 
phorus, iron, and iodine, and possibly 
common salt. 

These minerals are important. 
Bones and teeth are made of lime and 
phosphorus. These two minerals also 
have other uses in the body. Nerve 
tissue uses phosphorus; that is why 
our elders used to think fish made 
brains. Fish are a good source of 
phosphorus, and brain tissue contains 
an appreciable amount of this ele- 
ment. Phosphorus we also use to carry 
out many chemical actions of the 
body. There is evidence today that it 
helps to get sugar from the digestive 
tract into the blood; and every time 
you contract a muscle and burn sugar 
for energy you use phosphorus in the 
process. As for calcium, blood won't 
clot unless there is a certain amount 
of calcium present. The calcium con- 
tent of the blood also controls the 
heartbeat rhythm. 

Obviously we must replace daily 


HAVE YOU HAD YOUR 


TODAY ? 


Asks Dr. WALTER H. EDDY, Director of Good Housekeeping Bureau 


denced by the phenomenal increase 
in sales of vitamin products in the 
past two years, over $75,000,000 worth 
being sold by drugstores in 1938. But 
American people are prone to become 
enthusiastic over the latest and new- 
est food information and forget that 
new knowledge doesn’t destroy old 
knowledge but merely supplements 
it. Vitamins are important! But so are 
calories, palatability, proteins, water, 
and minerals. A nourishing menu 
must supply not only vitamins but all 
the other factors the body needs. You 
can’t cure rickets with vitaman D 
alone. You’ve got to supply lime and 
phosphorus to build the bone. Vita- 
min D will control the child’s use of 
these elements, but it has to have 
them to work with. 

In recent articles I’ve discussed 


what the body has used of these ele- 
ments. How much do we need? Some 
years ago, Dr. H. C. Sherman reported 
a study which indicated that the aver= 
age adult should eat at least .68 grams 
of calcium and 1.32 grams of phos- 
phorus a day. Children should have 
not only enough of these elements to 
meet the daily output but enough ex- 
tra to retain a certain amount for the 
buildup of the bony tissues. A quart 
of milk contains about a gram of 
calcium, and a gram of calcium ap- 
parently satisfies the retention re- 
quirements of children. That is why 
there has been so much recommenda- 
tion of a quart of milk a day for every 
child. 

As a rule there is little danger of 
your not getting enough phosphorus, 
because (Continued on page 191) 
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find out all I could about plants, and espe- 
cially about rhododendron. But I knew 
something about meteorology.” He was 
arranging his papers. “Now here is a com- 
plete set of Holm’s data. Here are mine. 
You see the discrepancy at every point 
in our conclusions.” 

Kit could not understand half of the 
science. But the picture of Bert that Baker 
unconsciously drew she understood very 
well. Where a leader should have been 
magnanimous, he had been small. When 
he should have given praise for encour- 
agement, he had been jealous and dis- 
couraging. Bit by bit he had broken down 
their loyalty; not, as Baker said, by any 
one great failure, but simply by being 
what he was. 

What he was! She saw now what he was, 
through Baker’s cold unprejudiced con- 
tempt. He put Bert aside as unimportant. 

“The important thing now is,” he said 
at the end of two hours, “what 
shall I do? Keep it to myself, or 
tell it?” 

“What do you feel you should 
do?” she asked. 

“Tell it, of course,” he said, and 
did not hesitate. Then he added: 
“Of course with no personal prej- 
udice, you understand, Mrs. Holm. 
I would simply publish my own 
findings and let people draw their 
own conclusions.” 

“I should like you to do that, 
please,” she said with swift au- 
thority. “Indeed, I should never be 
content if you did not.” 

“But—Mr. Holm?” John Baker’s 
small gray eyes were as clear as 
points of steel. 

“Bert will have to stand up for 
himself,” she said, and put out her 
hand for good-bye. 


‘T WISH,” Kit thought later, 
wandering restlessly about the 
house, “that Bert were here this 
moment so I could have the thing over.” 

She and Bert, tomorrow, when he came 
back, would have to meet face to face. The 
thing that Baker implied was that Bert 
had allowed falsification of his figures, 
through sheer carelessness perhaps, or ig- 
norance perhaps. If that were so, it might 
be that he had not even broken the record 
or climbed as high as he said he had. It 
would make an ugly story if it were told. 
And John Baker would tell it, wouldn’t 
he, if he published his own data? 

She picked up a newspaper from the 
table in the hall where she happened to 
be passing. There was the headline, “Bert 
Holm Visits Home Town.” She turned the 
page quickly. Nothing to interest her now 
that all her being was tense upon this one 
crisis of Bert. If Bert had been actually 
dishonest, then she simply could not go 
on with him. Though, she thought mourn- 
fully, what difference in truth was there 
between dishonesty and her uncertainty 
concerning it? If she could not be sure of 
him, was that in itself not the one unen- 
durable thing? Certainly she had not been 
able to cry out for him to John Baker, 
“Bert could never do such a thing!” The 
real trouble was that whether he had done 
it or not, she knew he could have done it. 
As she thus feverishly reasoned her own 
case, she had gone on turning the pages 
of the newspaper until now suddenly she 
came upon a square, wherein was lettered 
boldly the one word “Freedom.” She 
stopped and stared at it, wondering. 

“Of course,” she thought after an in- 
stant. “Norman’s play!” 

It was as though he had spoken to her. 
She had thought of him since she came 
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(Continued from page 39) 


home, not incidentally but as a person to 
whom she might go when, or perhaps if, 
it became necessary. Now with his peculiar 
dramatic power over her he had simply 
stepped into her vacancy with this favorite 
word of his. Immediately he gave her di- 
rection. Being compelled to postpone talk 
with Bert, she would go to see Norman’s 
play. She would go alone and tell no one. 

All Norman’s plays were somehow about 
himself. But this play, this Freedom, was 
more Norman than anything he had ever 
written before. He had taken a young man, 
himself, and had shown him stripping 
away one need after another, but always 
finally the need for a great single love. 
That he struggled against as he would 
against death. 

Kit sat awaiting the ending. Without any 
shame he had taken her to symbolize love. 
He had even taken her looks, her nature, 
her ways and tricks of speech, her poetry 


MOTHER LOVE 
By June Kelly 


I SOMETIMES think the very essence of 
God’s happy, heav’nly Kingdom up above 
Must be a thing akin to mother love. 


MORE beauty than a winging bird’s swift flight, 
Or sun-drenched day or velvet, star-filled night, 
Has mother love’s white flame of steadfast light. 


FOR mother love is joy and peace and rest, 
Bright as a green wave’s shining silver crest, 
And soft as sunset’s glow from out the west. 


writing, and fastened them on a girl who 
looked like her. Now more than ever she 
was glad no engagement had ever been 
announced between them. Gail alone 
would guess, perhaps. But Gail would 
never say anything. 

She awaited the ending she knew—Nor- 
man, of course, in triumph, free and alone. 
She was touched for a moment, in the 
midst of being half-angry and half-hurt, 
because he had created the woman with 
a sort of delicate sympathy and under- 
standing of her suffering. Andrew in the 
play, casting off Helen, did so without 
ruthlessness, and with actual sorrow, be- 
wildered as much as she by the compul- 
sion toward freedom. She listened, tears 
rushing to her eyes, to his halting, sweat- 
ing explanation of why he could not marry 
her because if he did, he would somehow 
be lost. He could not explain, he could 
only feel. And watching the girl, she 
watched herself. She was prepared then, 
when the curtain fell, for Norman in tri- 
umph, in freedom. _ 

But the curtain did not so fall. He had, 
she now remembered, withdrawn the play 
and rewritten it. That was while she had 
been away. This was what he had written 
—this new end. There was no triumph. 
This was not Norman, free. It was Norman, 
who, having sent away from him every- 
one, could not send away himself. He was 
subject still to everything in himself—to 
despondency, to weariness; but above all 
to that great bondage, the longing for the 
love he feared and would not have, and 
so even to discontent with the art for 
whose sake he had put everything away. 
He who had wanted freedom above every- 


thing was still not free, and so the curtain 
fell upon him. 

She had to see Norman. She rose when 
the others rose, compelled by the necessity 
to see him and talk to him. In a drugstore 
across the street she shut herself up in 
the little booth and rang his rooms. He 
might be away. She had heard nothing in 
answer to her long letter. 

But he was there. She heard, after a mo- 
ment, his voice, impatient, at her ear. 

“Yes—who is it?” he demanded. 

“T, Kit,” she replied. 

“Kit!” he cried. “Of all people! I was 
just trying to write you a letter—been try- 
ing every night for weeks.” 

“I’ve seen your play,” she said. 

“When?” he asked. 

“Tonight,” she answered. 

He paused the fraction of a moment. 
‘Like it?” he asked. 

“‘T didn’t like it or dislike it,’ she an- 

“swered quietly. “How could I? I 
knew it was true—except the end. 
I don’t know anything about the 
end, Norman.” 

“The end’s the truest of all,” he 


/ 


said. . 

‘Is it, Norman?” Then, she 
thought to herself, anything could 
happen. 


“Where are you?” he demanded. 

“At the drugstore opposite the 
theatre.” 

“Go to the counter and order 
something and wait until I get 
there.” 

The receiver clanged in her ear. 

She turned away, and went to 
the counter feeling singularly fresh 
and free. 

“A strawberry ice-cream soda,” 
she told the clerk. 

She drank slowly, glad for the 
coldness in her mouth. Her cheeks 
felt hot, and her eyes were burn- 
ing under her lids. Perhaps tonight 
when she walked out of that door, 
she would have decided—for freedom. 

Then the door was open, and Norman 
was swinging onto the stool beside her, — 
smiling at her. 

“Hello,” she said. She looked up over 
her straw and went on with her soda. 

“What is it?” he asked. 

“Strawberry.” 

“Tll have the same,” he told the clerk. 

They did not speak for a few minutes. 
Then he snatched her out of her dream- 
like silence. EE 

“The first end was the one I wanted,” 
he remarked. “It was the original end I’d 
planned. The second end was the way it 
turned out to be,” he said, and then added 
with emphasis, “and still is.” 

“T know it,” she said calmly. 

“Don’t think you win,” he rejoined. 

“Don’t think you do, either,” she said, ~ 
glancing up at him. She wanted to laugh | 
and did not. It was such pure pleasure 
simply to talk with him. They flung their 
sentences at each other like balls, sure of 
the other’s catch. 

“It’s a sort of draw,” he agreed. 

It was a draw, and yet she knew more 
certainly than ever that if she put out her 
hand, if she showed him a need, she could 
make any ending now that she chose. 

“Norman the Magnificent, standing alone 
against the sunrise,” she remarked. 

“Shut up,” he told her. 

Outside in the darkened street, Norman 
took Kit’s hand firmly and put it upon his 
arm. 

“Aren’t you ever going to change?” he 
asked. His voice was hoarse. “Damn you, 
Kit, won’t you please change a little? I 
thought marriage was supposed to do 
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something to women—make them fat or 
old or something. How can you square it 
with your conscience to keep right on just 
the way you used to be?” 

His arm tightened on her hand, and in 
the sudden light from a garish neon sign 
she saw his face looking strangely and 
ferociously down upon her. 

“Another moment,” he said, his voice 
desperately light, “and I’ll be asking you 
to run away from home and duty—with 
me.” 

“Will you?” she replied. 

“Only if you drive me to it,” he replied. 

“I might not go,” she said. And then, 
hating coquetry, added, “Though probably 
I would.” 

“See here,” he said. “We’re up against 
something, aren’t we?” 

She nodded, and saw his face set hard. 

“Well, then, let’s get somewhere and 
have it out,” he said. “Only where?” He 
frowned a moment, without slowing his 
long stride. “Damnedest town. If you want 
to take a woman somewhere at night— 
Wait, let’s get on the ferry—the Hoboken 
ferry, that’s it. It’s as private as a theatre 
after the show. I’ve gone back and forth 
on it half the night when I wanted to get 
off by myself.” 

They got into a taxi, and he put her into 
a corner and sat far off in the other. 

“Sword between, and all that,” he mut- 
tered. “I want a clear head, and you can 
muddle me up more than anyone in the 
world. Talk about something, will you, 
Kit? Not you and me.” 

“All this success of yours,” Kit said ab- 
ruptly. “I suppose it’s inconvenient if you 
want freedom, Norman.” 

“Damned inconvenient,” he agreed, and 
then said honestly: “But it’s queer, Kit. 
I like it, too. That’s the damned part. I’d 
have said that I didn’t care—I, of all peo- 
ple. But I do. It touches me when some- 
body writes that my play’s done something 
for him. Then I curse and swear at myself 
for being like any other fool, and I tear 
up the letter.” 

“Don’t you ever answer them?” she 
asked. 

“No,” he said harshly, “I don’t want to 
get mixed up with people.” 


oe sat thinking about that. So if she 
were with Norman, he’d simply be 
ruthless, and they’d be free through ruth- 
lessness. Ruthlessness was the price of 
freedom, anyway. If she told Bert, for in- 
stance, that she wanted her freedom from 
him, she’d have to get ruthlessness from 
somewhere—from Norman, perhaps—to 
do it. If she did it quickly—tomorrow, say 
—she might hold ruthlessness in her long 
enough for that. 

“Here we are,’ Norman said. 

He paid the fare, and they went onto 
the ferry. 

They sat down in the shelter of a stair- 
way, and the ferry began to move. They 
could feel nothing, but the lights seemed 
to retreat. She watched them, sitting very 
erect and a little apart from Norman. He 
had turned up his collar and put his hands 
into his pockets. And then he spoke sud- 
denly. 

“Now, then—what about your marrying 
me, Kit Tallant?” 

She was so startled that she began to 
stammer, as she had when she was little. 

“I—I—” she stammered. 

“Stop and count “ten,” he commanded, 
and waited. “Now then, begin again.” 

“What I wanted to say was,” she said 
then, “that I didn’t expect you to say that 
at once. I thought we were going to talk 
about it.” 

“I put the question,” he said. 

“And the arguments for and against?” 
she inquired. 

“I have them by heart,” he answered 
promptly. “They’re mostly against, too. 


In fact, they’re all against. I hate marrying 
another man’s wife. I hate like hell the 
noise and publicity of marrying Bert 
Holm’s wife. I don’t want to marry any- 
body. I have a home, and I don’t want any 
children. The one argument for is that I 
seem to keep on—loving you.” 

Her heart surged back to another mo- 
ment when he had cut her life to pieces. 

“How shall I know now that it is 
enough?” she asked quietly. “How shall I 
know that perhaps sometime you won't 
say again that you don’t love me enough 
to go on?” 

“T don’t know,” he said in a low voice. 
“T’]l probably say it sometime, at that. 
V’ll probably feel sometimes that I wish I 
weren’t married; and you know when I 
feel it, ll say it. I can’t hide anything.” 

No, he would never hide anything, she 
thought, in the petty way Bert hid things. 
If she and Norman were married, every- 
thing would be lived out between them. 

“You know what I mean, Kit.” Norman’s 
voice was quiet with pleading. But she 
could still hear it clearly in the soft splash 
of the water against the side of the ferry. 
“You know I'll change from one thing to 
another. But if you’ll just not take it seri- 
ously, if you’ll remember that maybe to- 
morrow Ill be back to the way I feel 
now—” 

: “How do you feel now?” she interrupted 

im. 

“Exactly like that fellow when the cur- 
tain went down on him,” he answered. 


(Uae sat for a long time in silence. 
Lights were growing nearer on the 
other side, the scattered lights of Hoboken. 
She was growing a little cold, but she did 
not want to move, lest the swiftness of her 
thinking be disturbed. For she was think- 
ing in long, clear, definite strokes. One 
did not suddenly decide upon a life, did 
one? Not she, at least. Considerations, she 
knew, were waiting for her. However hotly 
she might throw them now to this night 
wind, they would return. She was not one 
to throw things off and never think of 
them again. Yes, she could throw away, 
but then she might remember. If she could 
be sure, for instance, that she would never 
think of Bert again—no, put it thus: if she 
could be sure that she would never think 
of anything again except Norman—him 
only ... But she was not such a one. 
Suppose she killed Mrs. Bert Holm, left 
her, so to speak, a ghost outgrown; even 
then she was not one. There was another 
self beside this woman who she was to- 
night, this woman who yearned toward 
Norman as he sat waiting. 

“Tord, I want to kiss you,” he muttered. 
“T’ve got to kiss you.” 

She felt confusion mounting in her head. 
They were all leaving her—everybody, all 
the considerations. She was only this 
woman longing to turn to Norman and 
give him kiss for kiss. And yet, hesitating, 
she heard faint echoes of all the things she 
knew. If she kissed Norman and took his 
kiss, it would be no mere caress. If their 
lips met, it would be the torch set at last 
to the tinder, and the tinder set to that 
illimitable blaze waiting to burn between 
them and envelop them both. 

He put out his hand. She trembled, and 
her hands fluttered beneath his. She was 
afraid and longing, and then when she had 
all but leaned to him, suddenly someone 
stopped beside them. A high voice said 
weakly, 

“Excuse me—would you give me the 
price of a cup of coffee?” 

Norman took out money and gave it to 
him. The man clutched the coin and hur- 
ried away. 

The lights were shining on them clearly 
now, much, much, too clearly. Kit rose 
restlessly and walked to the railing. No one 
came aboard, and in a few moments the 
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ferry backed out again and turned its 
nose to the farther lights. At last Norman 
rose and came to her. 

“We're going back to where we came 
from,” she said. 

“Looks that way,” he said. 

They walked a little while up and down 
the deck. They spoke once or twice, he 
to ask if she were cold, and she to answer 
no, and to speak of how near the lights 
loomed now. Only at the very last, when 
the taxi stopped in front of her own door, 
did Norman touch again the subject that 
was between them. 

“Kit—what I said, I meant.” 

“I know it.” 

“What are you going to do about me, 
Kit?” 

“When I know, Ill tell you.” 

“Good-night, little Kit.” 

“Good-night, Norman.” 

Their hands touched and clung and 
parted. 


HE had, in the course of the three or 
four hours since she left Norman, come 
a long way. One by one she had regarded 
that luggage of the soul, what her mother 
called considerations, and one by one she 
threw them overboard. Family, for in- 
stance—which her mother put so high; yes, 
and Gail did, too, and Harvey with her. 
She would not suffer anything for fam- 
ily’s sake. If the Tallants were so honor- 
able and distinguished, then they could 
stand—anything. The brunt would fall on 
her, anyway, not on Bert nor on the Tal- 
lants. She, Kit, must take it. All over the 
nation women at least would ery out that 
she had deserted Bert. They would never 
understand it. Well, let them misunder- 
stand. 

She got up then, though the dawn was 
only just begun, and bathed herself and 
brushed her hair a long time to ease her 
head. She wrapped herself in a robe and 
sat by the window. In confusion like this 
the thing to do was to plan her steps. 

She had seen Norman. Now she would 
see him no more until the confusion had 
become clear. To see him again would be 
to overweight her heart against Bert. No, 
the next step must be to see Bert. 

And she knew well enough that not 
until the moment he stepped before her 
eyes would he be real again. Even though 
she had been married to him now so long, 
he was still not clear to her at this moment. 
Tall, handsome, a ringing voice, bright 
blue eyes, his hair fair, straight, and 
thick—what more? No more, until she 
saw him there before her and let these 
things appear again for him. 

Norman she need not see, because she 
could not forget him. She saw him as 
clearly, she felt him as sharply, as though 
he were in this room. Nothing could drive 
away his image. And her mind, wandering 
aside again, asked: “If I see him so clear 
and feel him thus, is that not enough? 
Why do I still hold back from him?” 

For she did still hold back. Whether 
it was the remembrance of the hurt she 
had once suffered, or that she knew she 
must be hurt again because Norman would 
always be capable of hurting her, she did 
not know. And after a little while she per- 
ceived that these had nothing to do with 
her holding back. To be hurt or not was 
not important if the end were right. No, 
not family, not that cold and hateful pub- 
lic, not her own hurt delayed her. Nor, to 
be truthful, was it Bert—or was it? She 
could not tell. At this hour he was phan- 
tom. 

She rose after a long while and felt in- 
tensely weary, weary enough perhaps to 
sleep. She drew down the shade and flung 
off her robe and went to bed and pulled 
the covers about her. There was nothing 
more to think. Her mind had run its 
round, over and over, and stopped each 
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time’ before the dead end of waiting for 
Bert to come... 

She had slept so heavily that she could 
barely drag herself up out of sleep to dis- 
cover what was waking her. Something 
was waking her. She felt her hair pulled, 
her cheeks pinched, her palms slapped, 
her shoulders shaken. At last, out of des- 
perate effort, she heard Bert’s voice. s 

“Kit, you’re not dead, are you?” 

“No—no—I think not,” she muttered 
indistinctly. 

“Then wake up, Kit! I’m back!” 

Bert back! Then it must be nearly noon. 
She had slept all morning. And now, 
struggling against lassitude, she opened 
her eyes. Yes, there he was. 

“Kit, what’s the matter with you?” he 
shouted. 

“Nothing,” she said suddenly, and sat 
up. But she felt a little dizzy and lay 
back again. “I couldn’t sleep for a long 
time, and so I overslept at last, that’s all,” 
she said. 

He was staring at her. “You weren’t out 
on a wild party or something?” 

She shook her head. “I went to a play, 
all by myself, and afterward I talked 
ae wae the playwright.” 

0? 

“Norman Linlay.” 

“Him!” he said with derision. “I should 
think you’d be ashamed, Kit.” 

She did not answer. She was too tired. 
She wished again she had never told him 
about Norman. But she was too tired to 
think even about that. If she got up and 
took a cold shower and dressed and had 
lunch—then, perhaps, fortified . . . She 
got up and put on her robe. 

“Viom sent you her love.” Bert, watch- 
ing her, lay back on her pillows. She re- 
sisted her dislike of that. 

“Did she? Thanks.” She began brushing 
her hair. “Everything the same?” 

“Yeah—only you should of come along, 
Kit. They certainly were glad to see me. 
The town went on a real bust.” 

She had said she would not speak until 
she had dressed herself and eaten. And 
yet suddenly now she turned on Bert, 
her hairbrush poised in her hand. 

slat too: 

It was not in the least what she had 
planned. She clapped her hand to her 
mouth like a child and stared at him. 


HE GOT up. “What the heck do you 
mean?” he demanded, and reached 
out as he spoke and pulled her hand away 
and crushed it. but she did not feel it in 
her astonishment. 

“Tt don’t know,” she said honestly. “I 
haven’t the faintest idea why I said that. 
I haven’t cared about her for a long time. 
I’d almost forgotten about her, Bert— 
truly.” 

“You mean to tell me—” he said thickly. 

“That I know? Oh, yes, Bert. I’ve known 
for a long time.” 

“And you let me think—” 

“Why not?” she broke in. “Why 
shouldn’t I let you think if you let me 
think?” 

“You didn’t tell me,” he stammered. 

“You didn’t tell me,” she said sharply. 
“Besides, Bert, I did tell you—all I had 
to tell. I told you about Norman that day, 
and I waited for you to tell me about Lil, 
and you said nothing at all. That’s what I 
mind—and Ill always mind—that you 
said nothing.” 

“Tt was all over,” he muttered, “long 
before I saw you.” 

“Then, all the more, why didn’t you tell 
me?” she demanded fiercely. 

He looked at her. His face—it was only 
complete and innocent bewilderment. ae 
don’t know,” he said slowly. “I just don’t 
know, Kit. I didn’t plan it that way. At 
first I didn’t want reporters nosing in, 
and then after I had said one thing, it 


SO 1S SPAGHETTI 
WITH HORMEL 


HERE’S THE SECRET of Bob’s success. 
First he cooks up a package of 
spaghetti, drains it, swirls it around 
with lots of melted butter, and heaps 
it high in the middle of a big platter. Then 
he surrounds the spaghetti with quarter- 
inch-thick slices of SPAM, browned 
quickly in a hot frying pan. A bit of green 
stuff on the side, a shower of Parmesan 
cheese on top—and ¢here’s a meal. Serves 
four for a dime apiece! _ 

SPAM, the Hormel meat of many uses, 
comes only in handy 12-ounce cans that 
need no refrigeration. It’s made of pure 
pork by Geo. A. Hormel & Co., Austin, 
Minn. Marple, Jones & Co., Ltd., Liverpool, 
agents for the United Kingdom. 








WHATS YOUR 
",) FAVORITE 
DINNER ? 











IF IT DOESN'T COME IN 
THIS HANDY CAN- 
IT ISN'T ] 


} PARADE or PROGRESS | 


NATIONALLY KNOWN 
GROCERY PRODUCTS 






Srapefruit sections 


quick as ¢_/- ‘s 


® 


\S cz 






Tn less than a minute by the 
clock, you can have fine, firm 
sections of delicious grape- 
fruit—if you keep a few cans 
of Florida grapefruit on the 
pantry shelf. 

This tangy grapefruit isa 
grand base for any kind of 
salad—and so good in fruit 
cups and desserts. 


Another time-and-trouble 
Saver is citrus szlad—grape- 
fruit znd oranges all ready to 
enjoy. Try them both! 


FLORIDA CITRUS COMMISSION, LAKELAND, FLORIDA 





Look for the word “FLORIDA” 
on the can if you want the best 





EVERY product guaranteed as advertised 


would have seemed funny to say another.” 

“But to me!” she pressed him. ; 

“T guess,” he faltered, “I guess I just 
sort of thought—what you didn’t know 
wouldn’t hurt you.” 

“But it did, you see,” she said gravely. 

He did not answer her. Instead he sat 
down on the foot of the bed and laid his 
arms on the footboard and hid his face 
in his arms. She stood, looking at him. 
What was going through his brain? She 
had not the faintest knowledge. He lifted 
his heed suddenly. 

“IT guess everybody—does anybody else 
know?” 

“My father and mother, Mr. Brame, I 
—that’s all,” she answered. “We’ve kept 
aioe 

He stood up, turned away from ‘her, 
straightened his tie, smoothed back his 
hair, and looked at his fingernails. She 
could see his stubborn stupid instinct for 
secrecy justifying itself, though he would 
not look at her. 

“It was a regular divorce,” he said de- 
fensively. 

“I know that,” she said quietly. “Lil 
told me all about it.” 

“Lil told you?” He turned to stare at 
her, and she saw he could not believe her. 

“T went to see her,” she said in the same 
quiet voice, “when you were ill, Bert.” 

He was looking at her now hotly enough. 
“Of all the nasty things for a wife to 
do—” he began. 

“Why? I had to know. I’d heard—these 
rumors. And you didn’t tell me anything,” 
she reminded him again. He had to be told 
the same thing over and over, she knew, 
or he escaped it. 

“How could I, if I was sick?” he de- 
manded. 

“Now, Bert, there were months before 
that, and you never told me,” she retorted. 
“Why didn’t you tell me before-we were 
ever married? It wouldn’t have made any 
difference.” 

“Then, what the heck—” he broke in, 
but she went on: 

“What made the difference was your 
not telling me, don’t you see? Just that 
you could be silent about something that 
must have meant something to you. Be- 
tween two people married there ought not 
to be such silence, don’t you see, Bert?” 


HE STOOD, his hands in his pockets, his 
face mutinous, his lower lip pouting. 
But he did not speak. 

“Don’t you see?” she persisted, keeping 
her voice gentle. 

Still he did not speak. 

“Don’t you?” she said again. 


And then she perceived that he had |- 


made up his mind not to answer. He 
would maintain his silence at any cost if he 
chose to be silent. She felt suddenly giddy 
with anger. 

“If you don’t answer me,” she said, “I 
will not stay with you.” 

For a moment she thought he would fly 
at her, strike her, shake her. She held 
herself ready for that. But instead he 
burst out at her. 

“What do you want me to say? I’ll say 
anything. I’m just about sick of women—” 

“All right, Bert,’ she said steadily. 
“Leave the women. Let’s go to the men. 
John Baker saw me yesterday with his 
own data. He went over everything with 
my father and me. The figures are not 
like yours, Bert. They are so different it 
frightens me.” She plodded doggedly on, 
telling him plainly and exactly what 
Baker had said, and he stood taking it, 
his eyes fixed on hers, unwinkingly, his 
lips set. 

“You can’t keep silence about this, Bert,” 
she ended. 

He had not said one word. She had no 
way of knowing what he would say or how 
he felt. If he had been angry with her 
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about Lil, how much more about this, 
which after all loomed ahead as the de- 
struction of all his built-up personality! 

But he was not angry. He was aston- 
ished—that was all. No, he was honestly 
disturbed. He put his hands in his pock- 
ets, and, his eyes very serious, he said, 
trying to think while he talked, as she 
saw: 

“Youre right about this, Kit. If Baker 
says all this—does he say this himself, 
Kit, or did Jimmie put him up to it? I 
don’t mind saying Jimmie turned pretty 
rotten on me.” 

“John Baker said it,” she answered. 

He looked still more puzzled. “Now 
why,” he began, “would Baker want to 
do this to me? Why, I went out of my way 
to be kind to him lots of times. He didn’t 
bring enough warm things, for instance, 
and I let him have my suede shirt to wear 
just as if it was his. I could have done with 
it, too, more’n once. But I never let on, 
because I saw him wearin’ it 

“There is nothing personal in him, Bert. 
It’s scientific truth he wants.” 

But Bert shook his head. “Everything’s 
personal, in the end,” he said mourn- 
fully. “A fellow isn’t going to hurt a fellow 
if he likes him. I thought I got Baker liking 
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She thought with exasperation and 
amusement and—yes, admiration—that 
Bert always won, not by artfulness or 
contriving, but by his invincible inno- 
cence. He had won again, even over her. 
For she could see now that he really was 
innocent of all that of which J ohn Baker 
had charged him. He had not meant to 
falsify figures or to pretend that he had 
done what he had not. 

“Bert, do you really think you reached 
twenty-eight thousand feet?” 
_ “Of course I did, Kit,” he said earnestly. 
“Sure I did. I had my measurements all 
correct.” His voice took on pain. “Why, 
Kit, you don’t think I’d lie about an im- 
portant thing like that, do you? Why, I 
wouldn’t lie about anything! I mightn’t 
let on all I know sometimes, but that’s not 
telling a lie.” 
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GHE was cornered by his astonished eyes 

and outraged voice. She could not pos- 
sibly say, “Yes, I think it is, Bert,” though 
she did think so. But if he didn’t mean— 
Now he was beginning to shake her 
again— What a pity he had forever to 
have those clear blue eyes! 

“Tf it is simply a mistake—” she began 
uncertainly. 

He broke in eagerly. “Kit, if he’s right 
and I’m wrong, I'll say so, of course. It’s 
the only decent thing.” 

“Tt will mean publicity—the wrong sort,” 
she said with distaste. “It will mean pub- 
lishing that you were wrong.” She looked 
at him, measuring him. Would he really 
say he was wrong? She did not believe 
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And then his face changed again. He 1 
no more than ordinary frankfurters. 


grew solemn with some sort of feeling 
she had never seen in him before. 

“Kit, you prob’ly won't understand me 
when I say what I’m going to say. But it’s 
the truth. I’m not the same fellow I used 
to be before all this happened to me.” He 
hesitated, and threw her an embarrassed 
glance. 

“Yes, Bert?” She felt herself wanting to 
help him if she could. What magic had he, 
even over her? 

“What I mean is, I used to think only 
about myself, Kit, whether I was getting 
what I wanted everywhere, and if I was 
having a good time and getting what I 
liked to eat, even. Now I’m different. I 
feel I’m responsible for myself.” 

She had not the least idea of his mean- 
ing. She sat’down on the bed and stared 
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at him. Was something going on in Bert 
that had entirely escaped her? 

“All the time I was climbing that moun- 
tain I kept saying to myself: ‘Bert Holm, 
thousands of people are thinking of you, 
thousands of fine Americans are saying, 
“Here’s hoping, Bert!” They’re all wanting 
you to get there.’ And when I was dizzy 
with the cold wind and the snow was fly- 
ing in my eyes and even my blood seemed 
to be aching and frozen in my veins, I 
kept myself going—because that’s what 
they’d all be expecting me to do.” He was 
hurrying along now, forgetting to hesitate 
and stammer, pouring out something to 
her that he had never before spoken 
aloud. “And when I was at the top—” 

She saw memory grow terrified in his 
eyes. He had been frightened there on 
the top, alone! Then he had got to the 
top! She leaned forward, forgetting— 

“Bert!” she whispered. “I’ve always 
wanted to ask you—what was it like on 
the top?” 

“It was awful!” He whispered, too. “Kit, 
I can’t tell you how awful it was, getting 
up there on that peak. It seemed to me it 
was hardly bigger than enough for my two 
feet to stand on. I sat down because I 
couldn’t stand up, I was so dizzy, and all 
around me the snow sloped straight down 
like precipices. I knew it wasn’t preci- 
pices, because I'd just come up some- 
how from the north col. It was too 
clear up there, Kit. The sky was awful 
blue, and the clouds were all below. I 
couldn’t see the valleys or even the place 
where the men had had to stop. It was only 
me, sitting by myself, on the top of the 
mountain and the snow all sloping away, 
and everything still. ’'d even left the wind 
behind. It was like I was sitting alone on 
a pivot.” 

They stared at each other. 

“It wasn’t fun,” he said very slowly. “I 
didn’t like it when I got there.” : 

She could not take her eyes from him, 
this amazing boy—this man. Her imagina- 
tion caught him and whirled him back 
to that glistening pinnacle. Yes, she could 
imagine him sitting there, alone—this sim- 
ple fellow, so simple he dared to climb 
where man had never climbed before, his 
only spur the hopes and beliefs of thou- 
sands of people he did not know, though 
he didn’t like it much when he got there. 
It was impossible not to believe him. 

“Has anyone ever really measured 
Mount Therat?” she inquired sharply. 

- “Well, I thought we did,” he replied. 
“But if Baker thinks we were wrong and 
has got the figures—” 

“I'm going to call him up,” she said. 
“Tm going to tell him he’ll have to prove 
his figures. No, I’ll call Mr. Brame and let 
him manage it. Because I know you 
reached the top of Therat.” 

“T sure did get there, Kit,” he answered, 
and grinned, and made a joyous leap to- 
ward her. She felt the hug of his long 
arms about her. 





THs was silly of her to grow excited 
again proving him right. What did it 
matter what he had done on the mountain? 
He had come down exactly what he al- 
ways was. No mountaintop could deepen 
him or enlarge him beyond the primer 
simplicity of his nature. Let her face the 
truth, say what she had all these months 
been avoiding lest she see it plain, the 
dull and commonplace truth: he bored 
her! He bored her—and love might grow 
in any soil, but not in the tedious clay 
of boredom. But she could not tell him 
—not yet, not at this moment. He would 
not understand what she meant. His arms 
were still about her, and she was weak 
with pity for him. So this was no moment 
for truth. There had been enough for one 
time. She must not decide when she was 
in his presence, compelled by whatever 
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it was he had that so compelled, that child- 
like magic he possessed. No, she must not 
think of herself now. After this trouble 
was all over— 

“Pm hungry,” he remarked, letting her 
go. 
“So am I,” she said, sighed, and was 
suddenly starved for mere food. 

There was no time to be wasted in seeing 
Mr. Brame. All the time she was eating 
and listening to Bert, her inner mind 
was planning what she would say to Mr. 
Brame. He must see John Baker at once. 
_Tf-Baker~could-be convinced that Bert 
had really reached the top of Therat 
alone, then it remained only to find a 
competent impartial person to study all 
the material and decide exactly how high 
Therat was—not so high as Everest, of 
course. But was it higher than the highest 
point on Everest ever reached by man? 

“Why on earth do I care?” she inquired 
of herself again, watching Bert across the 
table. Now that he felt all was well be- 
tween them again, he was laughing at 
everything. She watched him with eyes as 
detached as Gail’s might have been. 

“You're really insufferably good-look- 
ing, Bert,” she said, smiling. 

“That's what Gail’s always telling me,” 
he retorted without a particle of conceit. 

The amazing thing was that it was quite 
true he was not conceited.in any ‘small 
way. He had a vast unconscious vanity, a 
colossal self-centeredness that was never- 
theless completely amiable. And honestly 
enough, he did not care about his own 
beauty. He accepted the fact with enor- 
mous imperturbable complacence, an in- 
nocent complacence. What she had not 
been able to change in him—his sullen- 
ness, his laziness, his carelessness in 
dress and even in cleanliness—millions 
of other people had been able to do simply 
by worshiping him. What had finally 
changed him was_ the desire, awaking 
sluggishly and slowly but steadily at last, 
to be as far as he could what they thought 
he was. 

Or at least to seem to be. She would 
never know the truth about him— 
whether he was, or only seemed to be 
what he was. Simplicity so extreme was 
in its way as bewildering as complexity. 
One doubted it could be what it was. 
She felt, a little grimly, that she did not 


O 
like the public more for succeeding where { - 
she had failed. As for love—what non- e 
sense to think that Bert for love of her 
amo! 












































would have done anything! Love for him- 3 A Few F 
self—that was what had changed him. ark of life Kyanize products 
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Strange how her feeling for him veered 
from extreme to extreme! How could she 
ever decide what she wanted to do if she 
veered like a weathervane between this 
wind and that? 


B= voice broke her thoughts. He 
was saying cheerfully: “Get out, 
Smeddy. And shut the door, will you? I 
want to kiss my wife.” 

She glanced at Smedley—he’d be in a 
misery of embarrassment. His face was 
nearly purple. But it was not embarrass- 
ment. He wanted to laugh! 

“Yes, sir!” The words flew out of him 
like a cork out of a charged bottle, and 
he rushed for the door. 

‘No, Bert, please—not now,” she begged 


im. 

“Can’t I kiss you?” he demanded. 

“No, please—not now,” she repeated. 
She ought to prepare him a little. It was 
indecent to yield to him only to refuse 
him later—everything. He should at least 
know her indecision. 

“Why not? I love you, don’t I?” he said. 

Characteristic—“I love you”—never, 
“Don’t you love me?” 

“] don’t feel like being kissed,” she 
said. 
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“Not mad at me again?” he asked. 

She shook her head. 

“Because you don’t need to be, Kit. I 
wasn’t going to tell you, but I will, after 
all. She’s married.” His great grin broke 
over her. 

“Who?” she asked. 

“Why, her—Lil,” he answered, half- 
embarrassed. “To Jackie Rexall!” 

She stared at him and burst into laugh- 
ter she could not avoid. How absurd 
everything was! He was laughing, too, 
enjoying his success with her. 

“So you don’t have to be jealous any 
more, Kit!” he roared. 

Jealous! Useless, impossible to attempt 
the task of telling him she had never for 
one moment been jealous of Lil! He 
would never understand why she had 
suffered—not because of Lil, but because 
of himself. She went on laughing and 
laughing. 


OT until she was alone in Mr. Brame’s 
quiet little office did Kit have herself 
back again completely. 

She looked about the room. Above 
his desk Mr. Brame had hung Bert’s pic- 
ture, now framed and autographed. It 
was the largest and most conspicuous of 
all the photographs. Bert still looked ex- 
actly like it. How many years must pass 
before any change came upon that face? 
Those years—would she be part of them? 
Strange how the necessary decision she 
must make led always one step ahead 
somewhere! 

Yesterday she had thought that when 
she saw Norman, she would know clearly 
where her life lay. But when she saw him, 
it was only clear that even he could not 
crystallize the moment. And then she 
thought she must see Bert. And only more 
confusion had come from that. Now, here 
alone, she could not foresee at all what 
would in the end decide her life for her. 

“I don’t know if you know,” she began 
quietly to Mr. Brame, “that John Baker 
challenges my husband’s figures.” She 
stumbled slightly over “my husband.” 
Had decision been taking place in her 
unaware? She went on. “In fact, he does 
not even believe that Bert actually has 
broken any record.” 

Mr. Brame’s pale eyes bulged a little 
at her. “Will you explain, Mrs. Holm? 
im afraid I don’t take it in exactly,” he 
said. 

“I mean,” she began again, “that John 
Baker’s figures show that. Therat is over 
a thousand feet lower than Bert says it 
is. If you remember the pictures, Mr. 
Brame, the mountain rises by a series of 
plateaus, almost like setbacks, up to a 
crest. Mr. Baker says each one of the 
upper setbacks measures less than Bert’s 
figures say they do. That means that Bert 
has not climbed so high as he has let the 
papers say he has.” 

“My God!” Mr. Brame whispered, hor- 
rified. 

“Mr. Baker feels that he must publish 
his data, but will do so without making 
any definite charges against—anyone.” 
No use—she couldn’t say “my husband” 
again. 

Mr. Brame, in complete dejection, sat 
staring at her. “Why, I’ve built all the 
publicity on Bert Holm’s having broken 
all records. Unfortunately, I don’t suppose 
there is a more reliable man in the country 
than Baker. Anything he said would have 
to be accepted. I’ve never had such a 
thing happen before.” 

“I'm afraid I don’t know what you 
mean,” she said. 

The man looked near to weeping. “Why, 
my whole buildup—everything—it would 
all go like a skyscraper in an earthquake! 
You don’t know how peculiar the public 
is about its heroes. They don’t allow the 
least failure, Mrs. Holm. If in one little 
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thing the hero isn’t what they thought 
he was—” 

“But if it’s true?” she asked. 

“Truth. can be too disastrous,” he re- 
plied. “Besides, Mrs. Holm, there are all 
kinds of truth. Take Bert Holm, for in- 
stance. He exists, doesn’t he? I don’t mean 
your husband, Mrs. Holm, I mean the 
real Bert Holm, the hero, the man every- 
body knows and admires. He exists—just 
because people think he does.” 

“Yes?” He had no idea of what he had 
just said—not her husband, but the real 
Bert Holm. 

“Why, he staz.ds for the very image of 
truth to millions of people.” 

“I still think truth comes first,” she in- 
terrupted him. “If John Baker’s right—” 

Mr. Brame grew still more excited. 
“Mrs. Holm, right or wrong has nothing 
at all to do with this. Now, John Baker 
could be absolutely right in small things 
like figures and absolutely wrong in a big 
national thing like Bert Holm.” 

She was bewildered. “If you please—” 

But Mr. Brame was pouring letters out 
of his files recklessly. 

“Please, Mrs. Holm—if you ll just see 
for yourself what I mean. You aren’t ina 
hurry, are you? Just read some of these 
letters and see what they say—letters from 
all sorts of people. If you'll just read them, 
Mrs. Holm, and I'll leave you a little time 
while I telephone Mr. Baker and Mr. 
Frisk. I want you to read them ‘so that 
you will understand my peculiar respon- 
sibility to all these people and to thou- 
sands of others. You can’t build something 
up as I have, and then just destroy it.” 

He was shutting the door of the office 
softly, and she was alone. No, not alone. 
The desk was piled high with letters. She 
reached out an unwilling hand and picked 
one letter up—a small cheap white en- 
velope; a girl’s, probably. 

But it was not. It was a letter written 
by a young boy, a cripple, a boy who 
dreamed of airplanes and flying, and spent 
his days in a chair with his legs in steel 
braces. 

“Every day I read in the newspapers 
about how you are fighting your way up 
the mountain. I got my mother to find me 
a book in the library about mountain 
climbing. I wish I could buy the book 
to keep it to help me remember. But we 
are poor, so I can’t. But I would like you 
to know that you help me to keep on 
fighting, too, and trying to walk. Every 
day I say, ‘Bert Holm’s fighting his way, 
step by step. I can, too.’ So I get up and 
take one step and then the next, and I 
pretend I am climbing beside you. And 
when I sweat, I think about how the go- 
ing is hard for you; and when it hurts, I 
pretend it’s frostbite, and I got to rub my 
legs, like you do when you start freezing.” 


GHEE put the letter down. She could al- 
most hear the boy’s voice. And then 
she took up another, and another... 

Mr. Brame was still not back. She did 
not know what time it was. She seemed 
to have read hundreds of the letters, 
though as many more remained. But she 
knew now what they all were about. She 
could hear them all crying at her, all 
speaking to her with small separate 
voices. She sat, listening, thinking, hum- 
bled by that multitude of voices, crying 
their dreams. Yes, their dreams! 

That was what those letters were—not 
pushing, unwanted strangers, but the 
dreams of people. They were that pub- 
lic she had disliked and tried always to 
evade, that public who, she sometimes 
thought bitterly, had deceived her first 
into marrying Bert. For had they not 
raised him by their worship, he would 
have remained what he was born, and she 
would never have known so much as his 
name. And having deceived her, they had 
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Color 


Wild Life 








COPYRICHT OF 
(iTERWwoveN 
STOCKING 
COMPANY 


You'll like the new Interwoven 
Socks in the brilliant colorings 
and soft, rich Pastel shades. of the 
Tropical Birds...“not too wild... 
“3 not too tame.” 

Socks illustrated $1.00 the pair 
and up... others 2 pairs $1.00 

and 75c the pair 


Buter 
woven 


REG. U. S. PATENT OFF. 
THE GREATEST NAME IN SOCKS 
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then robbed her even of what he was. 

But what was this public, after all? 
People—separately feeling and longing 
and searching for that which they could 
worship. And as people worshiped in tem- 
ples the image of God, they worshiped 
also an image made with human hands 
and hopes. 

She sat, swept into a comprehension 
suddenly as vast as the universe. She 
leaned her head on her hands and trem- 
bled with feeling, and would have wept 
and could not. Tears were too small, her- 
self even too small,;-before this immense 
pathetic need to worship and to dream. 
And upon her like a judgment came cer- 
tainty, inexorable and huge. She could 
not break the image. Indeed she dared 
not. For then there would be emptiness 
—the awful emptiness of the dream gone. 
No, not when she herself had gone through 
that once upon a time. She saw now that 
Norman could never again be to her what 
once he had been—a god, a dream. Then 
how could she, in this pitiless clarity, out 
of what she had once suffered, destroy the 
dream of all these to whom Bert Holm 
meant achievement, chastity, courage? 

She could not do it. As quietly as the 
sun sets upon the day she gave up her 
separate hope. No, she was so made she 
could not do it. The dream must be kept, 
whole and undimmed, in all the glory of 
its untruth. For it did not matter, she per- 
ceived, what Bert Holm really was. It mat- 
tered less what she was, and whether or 
not she was happy. Besides, she could 
never. be happy anyway—not if she be- 
trayed these voices. No, the only thing 
that mattered— 


Tr door burst open, and Mr. Brame 
came in. He looked quite calm again, 
and his confidence had returned. 

“T’'ve_been gone unforgivably long,” he 
began. “I had no idea—but Baker wanted 
to see'me at once. We had a talk. I put 
it up to him that he must not publish 
quickly. It’s got to be gone into, I told 
him. It’s got to be quietly done by sci- 
entists—no publicity at all—checked, of 
course, and all that, but not to disturb 
anybody. 

“I don’t know if I make my point of view 
clear, Mrs. Holm. I am, perhaps, a little 
sentimental toward the public. I can’t let 
them down. They believe in Bert Holm. 
Everybody believes he did what he set 
out to do.” 

“He set out to climb to the top of 
Therat,” she reminded him. 

“Yes,” Mr. Brame agreed. “If we could 
establish that, I believe, even if it should 
leak out after a while that there was a 
thousand feet or so short, if the thing was 
handled right—” - 

She interrupted him. “I’m sure he 
reached the top, Mr. Brame.” 

“You are?” he exclaimed. 

“Absolutely,” she said firmly. 

“Then,” he said briskly, “I can fight 
it through.” He leaned back, sighed, and 
smiled. “I don’t mind telling you,” he 
remarked, “I was more scared than the 
day you came in here and talked about 
a divorce. Well, that passed, and this will, 
too.” 


she looked across the desk at this peculiar 
man; she saw suddenly that he at least 
wouldunderstand her—“Except—dreams,” 
she added. 

He looked back at her. “Exactly,” he 
said. “You see it.” 

What she really saw was his own soul, 
as wistful as any other. Less than any 
could it have endured the destruction she 
had threatened. Then he coughed and 
covered it up. 

“Now,” he said briskly, “now for the 
buildup—” 

THE END 


as advertised—see page 6 





“Yes,” she agreed, “it will all pass—” 





BUT I WASTED 25 YEARS 
OF MY LIFE” 
Iva Sheppard, Seamstress, 
Without Experience, Be= 
comes Hostess of Beautiful 
Hotel 


*51—and still a seamstress! Dis- 
couraged and dissatisfied with 
my position and earnings, I sent 
for the Lewis book. Here was 
everything I wanted—good pay, 
fascinating work. Best of all, age 
didn’t matter—both young and 
mature had equal opportunities. 

ss I enrolled. Soon I was House- 
keeper-Hostess of a beautiful hotel, and my mature years 
were a help, instead of a handicap. My success is due to 
Lewis Leisure-Time, Home Study Training.’’ 

STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL POSITION 
From coast to coast Lewis-Trained men and women past 40 
and younger men and women of 18 and over are winning 
success in the hotel, club, restaurant and institutional field. 
Previous experience proved unnecessary in this business 
where you’re not dropped after 40. Good grade school back- 
ground, plus Lewis Training, qualifies you at home, in 
leisure time. REE book gives details, explains how you 
are registered, FREE of extra cost, in Lewis National 
Placement Service. Tells how to be a Lewis Certified Em- 
ployee with our warranty that when you are placed in a 
position, you will make good. Write name and address in 
margin and mail this ad TODAY for YOUR copy. LEWIS 
HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS, Room TH-2472, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 4 
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£ SEE HOW THAT 
DIAPER SOAKS IT UP!” 


Baby has discovered his Curity diapers are 
very, very absorbent. That’s because they 
are made of a new-type, surgical-weave 
fabric — developed by a leading maker of 
hospital dressings. It is 30% more absorbent 
than old-time diaper cloths, it dries twice as 
fast and launders so easily that washing is 
no job at all. Curity diapers are softer, too, 
without a sign of a hem on them to bother 
baby. And they have the handy FOLDLINES 
woven into the fabric of the 20x 40” size 
which, with this simple guide, can be easily 
folded in various ways to serve the whole 
diaper period. Try one — mail the coupon! 
FASTER DRYING NURSERY PADS 
They are made of the same layettecloth fab- 
tic as Curity diapers so they wash easier, 
they are more absorbent and they dry four 
times faster than the old-fashioned kind. .., 
Check the coupon—or see them at your store, 


ALG, U.S. PAT OF 


DIAPERS 
NURSERY PADS + NURSERY MASKS 


Le AYA AADAYS 

KENDALL MILLS — Dept, 103 — Waipole, Mass. 

In Canada: Kendall Mills, Ltd., Station K, Toronto 
Please send me [only one to each individual) : 
OO) Full-size Curity Layettecloth Diaper, 10c¢ enclosed 
O Layettecloth Diaper and Nursery Pad, 50c enclosed 
Name 
Address 
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Glass and Light in the 


Modern House 


(Continued from page 158) 
fascinating little dressing room adjoining 
it are carpeted from wall to wall in a new 
textured carpet of soft beige. And let me 
digress here to suggest that, if you are 
building or remodeling, you see if you 
cannot take 5’ 4” by 7’ 5” for such a dress- 
ing room with closets. In the winter it 
gives a warm dressing space in the morn- 
ing, no matter what the temperature of 
the bedroom may be. It’s a gay, ex- 
travagant little room, with triple mirrors 
(made as previously explained) with a 
mirror dressing table beneath a broad 
wall mirror. Replace this with a wooden 
dressing table with a chintz petticoat you 
make yourself, hang a mirror above it, and 
you halve the expense of the room. Silver 
paper with a bold pattern in pinks and 
blues covers the bit of dressing-room wall 
space—a pleasant and needed contrast 
to the plain walls of the bedroom. 


Cooperators 

; (Continued from page 153) 

Co., Sutton Glass & Mirror Co., Inc.; 
SoLaRiumM FURNITURE: Lee L. Woodward 
Sons; Screen-Type CASEMENT WINDOWS, 
J. S. Thorn Company; Carrier Room AIR 
Conprrroners, Carrier Corporation; Harp- 
wakE, P.& F.Corbin; VENETIAN Butnps, The 
Columbia Mills, Inc.; SHEETROCK, United 
States Gypsum Company; WALL-TEX Can- 
vAS IN BEDROOM, Columbus Coated Fabrics 
Corp.; ANAGLYPTA DESIGN IN BeEpRoom, W. 
H. S. Lloyd Co.; “CatHay” WALLPAPER IN 
Dressinc Room, Richard E. Thibaut, Inc.; 
Licutinc Frxrures, Lightolier Company, 
Century Lighting, Inc.; INLAID LINOLEUM, 
Armstrong Cork Co.; CHANTILLY Loxk- 
WEAVE RUG IN LIvING Room, Bigelow-San- 
ford Carpet Co., Inc.; “TwEEDMooR” CARPET 
in BEDROOM AND DreEssinc Room, Alexan- 
der Smith & Sons Carpet Company; OZITE 
CircLe TREAD Rug Cusuton, Clinton Carpet 
Co.; Beppine: North Star Blankets, North 
Star Woolen Mill Co.; Castle Bower Sheets 
and Pillowcases, Fruit of the Loom Mills, 
Incorporated; Beautyrest Box Springs and 
Mattresses, Simmons Company; Luxease 
Pillows, Burton-Dixie Corporation; Fas- 
rics: Louisville Textiles, Incorporated, 
Cohn-Hall-Marx Co.; Coro-Net Glass 
Curtains, Quaker Lace Co.; BATHROOM: 
Fixtures, Crane Co.; Accessories, Charles 
Parker Company; Towels, Martex, Wel- 
lington Sears Company, Inc., The “Old 
Bleach Linen Co., Ltd.” ACCESSORIES: 
Glass Figurines, Marianna von Allesch; 
Andirons, Lamps and Shades, Cigarette 
Boxes and Ashtrays, Pictures, Waste- 
baskets, Mary Ryan; Crystal Vases, Ash- 
trays, Desk Set, Fruit, Bowls, Candelabra, 
Goblets, Dressing-Table Sets: Pitt Petri, 
Importer, Inc., Schoemaker & Co., Inc., 
Fostoria Glass Company; Lamp Shade, : 

Paul Hanson Co., Inc., Electric Clocks, : c T Md 


Surgical Bandages - °° ore 
‘n Albums -- _Windings on Golf Clu 
1 


_,. Clippings 9 
Lunch Packages 
Packages to 
Labels 


Gift Packages: -* 
rator Packages - °° 


Jam and Jelly 





_,. Incine 
be Stored - +> 
Window Shades 


Book Pages: °° 
Toys 


o Valuable Papers--- 


Warren-Telechron Company; Polaroid 
Desk Lamp, Polaroid Co.; China, Lenox, 


Incorporated; Sterling Dressing-Table A: 3 

Sets, The Gorham pe ena Set, — | Lean 
Manning, Bowman & Co.; R. C. A. ictor y oo 

Radio, R. C. A. Victor Co. oe rr ae 






BULLETINS 
FOR SPRING DECORATING Minnesota Mining & Mfg. Co. 
Charming Living Rooms.......... 15c Dept. M, Saint Paul, Minn. 


Gentlemen: 
Please send me a sample roll of Scotch Cellulose Tape, for 
which I enclose 10c to cover handling and postage. 


Slip Covers, How To Make Them.15c 
Styles, Directions for Curtains.. - Loe 
Bedspreads, Dressing Tables..... 15c 


Informal Rooms for Country INGMO «2 cles SEG PRT aoe ses. be's 49:0 98 
House or Camp.......--+++see> 15c Add 

Smart Modern Closets ee, 15¢ TESS, seve aie SiG wa eae eal tie Cielw se me cle eis wee» oO Coocece 

Nurseries, Children’s Rooms...... 15c CREP 2 CE Ho Ea O ASG TA SICIOL cioielgaeipedeeees 

Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin Madé by MINNESOTA MINING & MFG. CO., Saint Paul, Minnesota 


1856986, 1814132, 1895978, 1959413, 1954805. Re. Nos. 18742, 19128 


Service, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. Cc 
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NYON KIDDIES 


By James Swinnerton 
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IZV’S happy where he is— 

*Way out on a limb. 
Planes go higher, but this is 
High enough for him! 
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IHESE birds ate jumping beans, and so 
They can’t stay in their tracks; 

It’s lots of fun until they find 

They’re jumping on their backs. 


NCLE’S fierce disguise is good— 

His nephew cannot tell him; 
Pup’s not fooled because, you see, 
He only has to smell him. 
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“THE OR/GINAL NIAGARA FALLS PRODUCT 


With This Delicious 
Balanced Breakfast 


There’s nothing like that toasted whole wheat 
flavor of National Biscuit Shredded Wheat to 
tempt and thrill the morning appetite. It is the 
inner flavor we release from choice sun-ripened 
wheat. 

First we drench it in billows of pure steam until 
the rich, flavor-laden cells burst open. Then we 
crush and press the precious grains and cut them 
into fragrant biscuits. 

Watchfully we bake them to a golden brown and 
tender crispness—all the goodness of pure whole 
wheat— nothing added, nothing taken away. 

In National Biscuit Shredded Wheat with milk 
you get abundant balanced nourishment — eight 
vital food essentials for muscles, nerves, blood, 
teeth and bones: 


1 PROTEINS help develop the muscles and the other 
tissues. 

CARBOHYDRATES contribute abundantly to phys- 
ical energy. 

IRON is an essential element of the blood stream. 


CALCIUM ; 
PHOSPHORUS help build the teeth and bones. 


VITAMIN A promotes growth. 
VITAMIN B, stimulates appetite, digestion and 


assimilation. 
8 VITAMIN G (Bz) contributes to general health. 


Noauaho WN 


Only the choice top-grade wheat passes the exact- 
ing tests of our Quality Control laboratories for 
the making of National Biscuit Shredded Wheat. 
That is one reason why through more than 40 
years, in millions of homes, billions of breakfasts 
of National Biscuit Shredded Wheat have been 
served. Your food store receives supplies fresh and 
crisp by swift trucks. Ask for a package or two 
today. Make sure of having truly balanced break- 
fast nourishment. 


NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY 
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For remember... there’s 
no halfway quality in tuna! 
It’s either delicious, ten- 
der, and rich in food value 
...Oritisn’t! A tuna salad, 
a tuna cocktail, tuna en cas- 
serole is either a brilliant 
success or a dismal failure! 

So, take no chances; in- 
sist upon the tuna whose 
quality America has relied 
on for 27 years. Only the 
tender /ight meat is packed. 
Containing Vitamins ‘‘A” 
and ““D’’, and Iodine, that 


Van Camp Sea Food Co., 


‘THERE’S many a magic culinary triumph you can 
“pull out of the hat’:..if you use this superior quality tuna! 


Inc., 








effective preventive of 
nutritional goiter, it’s a 
“rich” food but nota heavy 
food; easy to digest; quick 
to assimilate. 

Some like it HOT, some 
like it COLD! Serve tuna 
several times a week, the 
year round. Cocktails, 
hors d’oeuvres, salads, 
sandwiches, creamed tuna, 
tuna en casserole, tuna cro- 
quettes; what other single 
food offers such a variety 
of uses! 


Terminal Island, Calif. 


SAUFORN A. 


SSANCYATUNAL 


And, here is this famous tuna in a new style ... 
grated! Much more convenient... and economical... 
for many tuna recipes, especially salads and sandwiches. 


No mincing, no shredding, no flaking; use it just as 


it comes from the can! 


fair crazed with recklessness, the young 
man took all bets, and before he could 
have had a chance to reckon up the score, 
he stood ready to be roundly beaten to 
the staggering tune of one pound, three 
shillings, and sixpence. Everyone there 
had bet against him but Sam Small. Sam, 
battling with himself, started from the Inn. 
But he got only as far as the door. He 
struggled, and then came back. 

“Tad,” he said to Walter, “it’s a crying 
shame to take advantage of thy weakness, 
but—well—put me down for two shillings 
on the same thing.” 

Now, of course, the whole village was 
all of an itch and a scratch, as you might 
say, over the famous bet that had been 
laid, and housewives and bairns were 
all peeping from behind curtains or over 
fences to report any latest move that might 
be made in the tremendous battle of wits 
that was sure to ensue. But did they have 
anything to report? 

Not a bit of a thing, they did. For all 
Walter Ashcroft seemed to do was 
lead the veritable life of the grass- 
hopper in the fable. Evenings he 
would sit in the pub and lose a 
round of drinks at darts, never 
seeming to get any better at the 
game. Especially did he seem a god- 
send to John Willie Braithwaite, 
who for years had been low man at 
the dart board. Daytimes he would 
moon around up the Green, and you 
can be sure all the neighbors wasted 
no time in reporting that the likely- 
looking lad was spending his time 
looking .balmy at Gaffer Sither- 
thwick’s lass, Barbara Alice. 

Now it must be said that that, at 
least, was one sign of sense in Wal- 
ter Ashcroft. For Barbara Alice was 
a right lass. Skin she had like May 
blossoms, and hair like burnished 
oak leaves, and her eyes were like 
nothing else if they weren’t the very 
spit of the bluebells that_come in 
April up in the Duke of Rudling’s 
woods, where no one is supposed 
to go because of the temptation that 
a fat rabbit might put before them. 

There she was, all cream and gold, 
and now growing up to be twenty- 
three and never a man had spoken for her 
because of her ways. 

And she had ways. For instance, she was 
uppy. It’s hard to tell just how she was 
uppy, but it might be explained this way: 
Other women in the village always wore 
their weekday shawls over their heads 
with a bit of a twist back over one shoul- 
der. Barbara Alice Sitherthwick always 
wore her shawl just over her shoulders 
with her head bare—even on a rainy day 
you would see her going along that way, 
setting off for town over the moor with 
her head bare and her fine feet stepping 
down firmly. That’s the kind of lass she 
was. 

And there was Walter Ashcroft, passing 
away the precious hours talking to her at 
her front gate, instead of attending to his 
business of catching up with Gommy 
Doakes, the Cockle Man. 

Now a right lad would have put himself 
on the trail of Gommy and with bulldog 
pertinacity would have made the Cockle 
Man’s days a living misery over that shil- 
ling. But Walter seemed to do nothing at 
all. And there was no doubt about it that 
Gommy was playing a very proper game 
with Walter. Let Walter come down Green 
Lane, and Gommy would go ducking over 
the street and fade away down the Ginnel. 
Let Walter turn down the Ginnel, and 
Gommy would pop over the Widow 
Braithwaite’s wall and slide like an eel 


Cockles for Tea 


(Continued from page 35) 


down the Snicket and out by the alley. 
Walter didn’t even seem to notice it, but 
everybody else did. 

When word of Walter’s attentions to 
Barbara Alice began to punctuate the 
nightly discussions at the pub, Gaffer 
Sitherthwick went home and faced his 


e. 

“Pll have ma say like any true York- 
shireman should,” he orated to her, “and 
then I'll have done. 

“Firstly, it’s not that I wouldn’t wish 
to see ma lass wed and having a houseful 
of bairns, as anyone knows is rightful and 
proper. Secondly, if yon lad is sparking 
our Barbara Alice, he’s: swinging on the 
wrong gate. For thirdly, I'd sooner have 
her on ma hands all the rest of her days 
than see her wed to a chap that squanders 
brass and that hasn’t gumption enough to 
go out and collect what's properly and 
justly due him. Because thirdly, in ma 
opinion, such a chap would make a varry, 
varry poor sort of husband, and his ways 


“BEAUTY, IS TRUTH ...” 


By Peter Gething 


WHO worships beauty knows no creed or caste. 
He sees a hawthorn-scented English lane 
In equal loveliness with storm clouds massed 
Above Cape Cod ... Or tawny roads in Spain... 
The plain Gregorian chants of cloistered men 
Bewitch his ears as do the songs of thrush. 
He draws from sunset in a highland glen 
The soul-enchanting peace of evening hush. 


So IN his heart an old truth is revealed: 
Unless one loves the temporal and seen, 
The unseen and eternal is concealed 
Behind life’s most impenetrable screen .. + 
Thus does he join the legion of the wise. 
Who worships beauty, truth has touched his eyes. 


would lead to nowt but indecent living. 
Now, has tha owt to say to that?” 

“That’s two thirdlys tha had, and take 
thy feet off ma fender—I just polished 
it,” Mrs. Sitherthwick said. “And besides, 
there’s nowt to it. They haven't said a 
courting word to each other.” 

Of course the Gaffer’s words got back to 
Walter—as they will in any village. But 
Walter only laughed at such talk. And 
anyhow, as Mrs. Sitherthwick had men- 
tioned, nobody could say for certain if he 
really was sparking Barbara Alice. 

The women in the neighboring cottages 
said—and it must be admitted it’s ter- 
ribly hard not to overhear what’s being 
said under your front window, especially 
if the window is open a crack and you 
happen to be sitting near it—they said 
that Walter and Barbara Alice had the 
funniest sort of conversations you could 
ever wish to hear, with nothing but talk 
about the weather and such. 

Actually, the weather didn’t entirely 
monopolize the conversation. Sometimes 
they’d talk of childhood and sometimes 
about America. To Barbara Alice, Walter 
felt he could explain about himself. 

“Tt don’t smell right out there, not like 
a home ought to,” Walter would say. 

“Smell right?” 

“Aye, tha knows—the smell of bubbly 
soap and steam on washdays, and smell 
of-bottom loaf cooling on bake days, and 


smell of a bit of a roast on Sundays, with 
gravy, like. You don’t get them there.” 

“Who does thy cooking?” Barbara 
Alice asked. 

“Well, I eat mostly in the restaurant— 
it’s handy to the business.” 

“Righ, that’s no sort of food for a man 
to be eating. No wonder tha looks poorly. 
I'll guarantee they couldn’t make a York- 
shire pudding that wouldn’t be sad as a 
bit of shoe leather.” 

“Yorkshire pudding! Why, lass, I haven’t 
had a mouthful since I went away.” 

“Not in ten year!” she breathed. Barbara 
Alice stood aghast at the horror of it. “aa 
should think a man would get heartsick.” 

“Nay, it’s none so bad.” 

“But it is! I should think ye’d get heart- 
sick.” 

So the women were right when they 
said Walter and Barabara Alice never 
spoke a courting word to each other. But 
there was one important feature they 
didn’t report—Walter Ashcroft was begin- 
ning to talk Yorkshire again. The 
women of Polkingthorpe Brig knew 
that a man’s born speech is needed 
for deep moments, for moments 0 
intimacy, and they heard Walter 
Ashcroft use the dialect in talking 
to Barbara Alice Sitherthwick. But 
they didn’t say anything about this 
to the men, for sometimes all women 
seem in league against the males of 
the world. 

So there was Walter, draped over 
the Sitherthwick white picket fence, 
his voice becoming more and more 
Yorkshire as he talked to her of 
the weather and the garden; and all 
the time there was Gommy Doakes, 
sneaking around the village and 
making a high mock of the reputa- 
tion that Walter should have had 
as a proper Yorkshireman. 

Suddenly there were only three 
more days left for Walter’s visit, and 
then it seemed as if he did wake up 
a bit—although most of the village, 
after proper discussion, decided that 
the encounter was accidental. Wal- 
ter had seen Gommy Doakes shuf- 
fling down Green Lane. Gommy 
crossed the street quick as a snake. 
Walter crossed. Gommy slid into the Gin- 
nel. Walter headed after him. With mad 
haste Gommy skimmed over the wall onto 
the Widow Braithwaite’s midden_ tip, 
scurried through her yard, and shot back 
to Green Lane down the Snicket. And 
there he ran smack into the arms of Wal- 
ter Ashcroft, who hadn’t gone up the Gin- 
nel at all. 

“Hello, Gommy,” Walter said. 

“Glory be if it ain’t Mr. Ashcroft. Nice 
mornin’, ain’t it,” said Gommy, his feet 
going like mad. 

But whereas his legs were going through 
the motions of running, Gommy wasn’t 
getting anywhere, because Walter was 
holding him up by the back of his coat 
collar, free from the ground. 

“And ye’re the varry man I wished to 
see,” added Gommy, seeing he was getting 
nowhere and swiftly changing his tactics. 
“Pye been looking for thee to tell thee 
about that there bob.” 

“Ves?” 

“Aye. Ah, sad is the day, Mr. Ashcroft. 
A wife and nine starving bairns I have 
hoam, and not a soul in the house to addle 
a penny but me. Tha wouldn’t rob a poor 
man—” 

“Come, now, Gommy. You manage to 
make both ends meet and more.” 

“That’s it, Mr. Ashcroft. When I make 
both ends meet, it leaves such a tarrible 
gap in th’ middle, as tha might say.” 
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We Spirit 


of the 
T Sth Centuny 


Beautiful mahogany furniture graced the 
fine houses of the 18th century, Pieces 
as beautiful can grace. your home, today. 
Drexel has caught the very spirit of that 
old furniture, all the charm of its pro- 
portion, subtlety of its design, richness of 
its mahogany! You can pick from the 
Drexel collections as a connoisseur would 
do, assembling individual, harmonious 
pieces. You could build your bedroom 
around the tester illustrated, or your din- 
ing room around the magnificent credenza. 
You can start with a few pieces, and add 
more, later, Write for our fascinating 
booklet and begin to browse and plan! 


See Drexel furniture in Homewood 
—The All Gas-Good Housekeeping 
Home decorated by Good House- 
keeping Studio, at the World’s Fair, 
New York, and in the Western 
Pines Association model home, 
World's Fair, San Francisco. 


ete 
Y,, PVC [y 


LOOK FOR THE DREXEL 
SEAL ON EACH PIECE 


Dept. GH, Drexel Furniture Co. 
Drexel, N. Carolina 


I enclose 10c for your new booklet: ‘‘So You 
\ t Lo Furnish With Fine Reproductions! 


EVERY 


And there was Gommy, wriggling and 
whining and weaseling to get out of pay- 
ing his debt, with everyone in the village 
peeping through the shop windows, but 
keeping themselves politely hidden, and 
Walter looking at the watch on his wrist 
and saying, 

“Talk fast, Gommy, for I have an ap- 
pointment in the city today.” 

It was exciting news, for fair, and there 
was nothing else talked about that evening 
at the Spread Eagle. No one saw Walter 
the rest of that day. And no one saw him 
get off the bus from the city—which was 
why he happened to walk into the Inn 
|right while they were talking about him. 
| There was a silence, and then Sam Small 
saw it was no good hiding the topic. 

“Us was just discussing, Walter lad,” he 
said. “Us heard tha catched up wi’ Gommy 
Doakes. Did he pay thee?” 

“Well,” Walter said slowly, “as you 
might say, he didn’t; but in a manner of 
speaking, he will.” 

“What dosta mean: ‘as tha might say,’ 
and ‘in a manner o’ speaking’?” thundered 
the Gaffer. 

“It’s this way,” Walter explained. “He 
admitted he has nine shillings. But there’s 
a sack o’ cockles waiting at the railroad, 
and he must pay ten shillings for ’em, or 
they’ll go bad. Now if he could get those 
cockles, he’d make a few shillings’ profit.” 

“So?” roared Gaffer Sitherthwick. 

“So,” Walter finished lamely, “I lent him 
the other shilling.” 

The stunned silence that followed was 
more eloquent than words. Those horrified 
Yorkshiremen trooped from the Inn. The 
whole village soon had the unbelievable 
word that far from paying back the shil- 
ling,Gommy Doakes had weaseled another 
bob from that Walter Ashcroft. 

The next day was the last full one of 
Walter Ashcroft’s visit. But it was a mem- 
orable one. For in midmorning a rumor 
came to the village that Gommy Doakes 
had started over the moor at dawn going 
as if headed for Scotland; but that Walter 
Ashcroft had gone strolling after him not 
three minutes behind. 





Be the people shook their heads. For 

there was no one for walking like 
Gommy Doakes when he was headed 
away from a debt. The way Gommy knew 
the moor, and the twisting, turning tricks 
he had in coming through near-by villages, 
would shake off many a man who knew 
the country better than Walter. But in 
midafternoon, amazing word came to the 
Inn. Gommy was streaking for home, but 
Walter Ashcroft was swinging heel and 
toe not fifty yards behind, unconcerned 
as you please. 

They all rushed out just in time to see 
Gommy, panting wearily, come up by the 
Green. Aud right by the Inn, with a dra- 
matic gasp, he gave up and dropped to 
the curb. Walter camie up to the sitting 
figure, cool as you please, and looked sur- 
prised—just as if he’d noticed Gommy for 
the first time that day. 

““Good-afternoon to you, Gommy 
Doakes,” he said. 

Gommy held his chest and panted. Any- 
one could see now that clearly it was a 
case for skill, not endurance any longer. 

“Why, bless ma heart and sowl,” Gommy 
came back, short on breath but long on 
trickery. “If it ain’t young Mr. Ashcroft! 
And, for one in this village, I say long may 
he have a chair by his chimney, and coal 
for his grate when he’s old and poor and 
without a true-hearted friend to aid him 
through stress and strife, trial and tribu- 
lation, poverty and want.” 

“Thankee, Gommy Doakes. But, to put 
it in a nutshell, isn’t it nigh time you were 
off to get your cockiles to be selling this 
night?” 


“Oh, sad’s the day, Mr. Ashcroft! And 
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if I’d nobbut seen thee earlier this day, I 
would have explained to thee.” 

“Why, what’s up, Gommy?” 

“Ma barrow, Mr. Ashcroft. Eigh, broke 
it is, and so bad that not a foot could ye 
push it, up hill nor down—and no other 
one in this sad village but that of Robbie 
Cobble the coal man. But it’s the cruel 
price of sixpence he’ll be asking for the 
lend of it. And here’s poor me, who’s been 
walking all this day in solitude, as tha 
might say, just to try and think out this 
problem. For if I spend ma ten shillings 
for cockles, then I’ve no sixpence left to 
rent a barrow to put ’em in; while if I pay 
sixpence for a barrow, then I’ve no ten 
shillings left for to get cockles to put in 
it. What can I do?” 

“igh, it’s a tale t’old miser is telling,” 
Sam Small’s voice put in from the crowd. 

“Nay, it’s truth, and may I have ma 
throat cut if it’s not,” Gommy protested. 
‘“Bigh, if I nobbut had another sixpence!” 

Walter looked up, and you might almost 
have said that there was a bit of a nod 
passed between him and Barbara Alice, 
who was standing sedately away from the 


crowd. 

“Oh, don’t fret, Gommy Doakes. Here, 
lad. I’ll lend you another sixpence. What’s 
more, I’ll even go with you and get the 
barrow and help you push it up the station 
to get your cockles.” 

In dumbfounded amazement everyone 
stood aside and watched Gommy and Wal- 
ter head up the street. Finally the crowd 
woke, and there rose a sort of muffled 
moan of anguish from those Yorkshire- 
men. Then they began to scatter, not 
speaking as they went. Only their faces 
left no doubt as to what they felt. Walter 
Ashcroft’s Yankee wealth had surely 
driven him mad. 

Walter Ashcroft, sitting in his room 
after dinner, heard the age-old sequence 
of sounds that meant the village was end- 
ing another day. The familiar routine filled 
him with the same feelings that had made 
him come so many miles. This was home. 

The sounds claimed Walter and chained 
him to his Yorkshire youth. But there was 
an American side to him now. And it was 
the American side that made him rise 
when he heard the hum of voices beneath 
him as the men gathered in the public 
room. He straightened his tie. He had a 
job to do that was more than winning bets. 
He wanted to win the respect of the village 
in its own terms—and he felt American 
enough to do it. 


““1OOD-EVENING, all,” said Walter as 
he went into the pub. 

They did not answer. 

“How about a game of darts for a round 
of ale?” Walter offered. 

Sorely tempted as they were, they still 
made no answer. Only Sam Small spoke. 

“igh, hasn’t tha learned yet that it’s 
always thee that pays?” he said, not un- 
kindly. 

“Well, seeing I go away tomorrow, I 
thought we might have a real farewell 
game,” Walter explained. “Perhaps even 
for a half-crown a man—winner take all.” 

Now indeed they were sorely tried, and 
they made noises in their throats and 
shuffled their feet. Finally Gaffer Sither- 
thwick rose. 

“Ba gum!” he exploded. “The lamb that 
hangs around the wolf’s door deserves all 
he gets. Come on, lads.” 

So up they jumped, and each put up 
his money—nine half-crowns including 
Walter’s—on the window sill. Winking to 
each other, they stood back while Walter 
took the three darts in his hand and toed 
the line. 

There is no need to recount that game. 
If you want the details, you can drop in 
at the Spread Eagle Inn in Polkingthorpe 
Brig any day, and there'll be chaps there 


ae 


Right you are, Madam, _ 


that’s why we eall it... 
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who can tell you point by point how Wal- 
ter Ashcroft threw a perfect score, throw- 
ing with the unerring certainty of a 
master. 

And as he picked up the half-crowns 
from the window sill, the admiring voice 
of Sam Small broke the dead silence: 

“Lads! I begin to suspect we’ve been 
had.” 

“Tha can play darts,’ Gaffer Sither- 
thwick said accusingly. . 

“Just laying back for sucker bets,” said 
Walter calmly. 

“High, there’s summat varry funny go- 
ing on,” old Capper said slowly. 

“Nay—just a Yankee trick,” Walter ex- 
plained. “What did you all think I’ve been 
buying drinks for, this last couple of 
weeks, except to learn the game?” 

“Well, I'll be jiggered,” old Sitherthwick 
said. “I feel it’s downright cheating, al- 
most, as tha might say. And—” 

What Sitherthwick wanted to add was 
never heard, for Walter Ashcroft suddenly 
hissed, and stood silent, listening. 

And then, faintly, they heard floating in 
from the night the doleful wail of Gommy 
Doakes, chanting his cockles. They could 
hear him coming along Green Lane, sing- 
ing his call: 


“Cockles eelive, buy ’em eelive-oh. 
Sixpence a quartern, thrupence half a 
quartern. 
Any cockles eelive, buy ’em eelive? 
Fine big cockles! 
Great big cockles! 
Buy ’em eelive, all eelive-oh.” 


Va slipped the jingling silver 
coins into his pocket. 

“You must pardon me,” he said. “I’ve 
got another little matter.” 

With everyone at his heels, out he strode 
and planked himself right in the middle 
of the street before Gommy Doakes’ cockle 
barrow, lit up with its lantern. 

“Good-evening to you, GommyDoakes,” 
cried Walter. 

“Glory alive, if it ain’t Mr. Ashcroft,” 
said Gommy, dropping the shafts, now 
Walter barred his way. “Oh, sad is life. 
Here I were just saying to mysen that not 
a penny do I have and that good Mr. Ash- 
croft will be sailing away tomor’t morn, 
and I'll never see him again so’s I could 
pay him as I wish. Oh, ill is the luck.” 

“What, haven’t you made any money 
yet, Gommy Doakes?” 

“Not a penny—pushing ma weary way 
uphill and down with ma feet nigh walked 
to the ankles, and a chap can cry his lungs 
pony varry chest and not a cockle have 

sold.” - 

The waiting men stirred, for anyone 
could see that half the load of cockles was 
gone from Gommy’s barrow. 

“Well, happen business’ll pick up, Gom- 
my,” Walter said. “And I mustn’t keep 
thee from thy work.” 

“Aye, I must be on ma weary road,” 
Gommy said, delighted to have weaseled 
out of it. “So long.” 

“Nay, I'll go along with thee, Gommy.” 

“Tha’ll what?” 

“Tll go along with thee. A poor, com- 
fortless chap like thee needs a trusting 
friend to walk a way with him on his 
weary rounds. Up with thy barrow, lad.” 

And before Gommy could say a word, 
Walter up with the shafts and off he went 
toward the Green with the Cockle Man 
trotting alongside and all the men follow- 
ing like a procession. 

“Come on, Gommy Doakes,” exhorted 
Walter. “Cry thy cockles, man!” 

“But I been round t’Green once,” Gom- 
my protested, grabbing back the barrow 
shafts. 

“Happen second time is better luck. Cry 


| out, man!” 


“Cockles eelive,” Gommy chanted weak- 
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ly, pushing as fast as he could in the hope 
of leaving Walter behind. But Walter 
stayed right by his side. 

“There, tha sees how it is and all,” Gom- 
my said. “Not a soul to spend a meg on 
a poor old Cockle Man.” 

“Perhaps you don’t cry loud enough, 
Gommy,” Walter suggested. 

“Glory be to the Black Prince,” Gommy 
moaned. “Here’s ma voice cried to a mere 
shadow of itself, as tha might say, and 
then the lad would have me cry louder.” 

Walter said nothing until they reached 
the corner of the Green. Then, suddenly, 
he roared in a voice that would have wak- 
ened old Wada, the Giant: 

“Fine big cockles! Great big cockles!” 

He made Gommy rest the barrow while 
he looked up and down the Green. Then 
a door opened, and out came none other 
than Barbara Alice Sitherthwick. And she 
was carrying a pail. Up she came, right 
to Walter. 

“Oh, what champion cockles, Young Mr. 
Cockle Man,” she said. “I think I'll have 
a pailful.” 

“A pailful,” groaned Gommy suspi- 
ciously. 

“Fill it up, man. A customer,” cheered 
Walter. “Here, Ill do it.” 

And he toppled and tippled in the 
cockles. 

“How much?” asked Barbara Alice 
when he was done. 

“Six quarterns,” Walter reckoned. 
“That should be three shillings—but as 
it?s almost wholesale business, as you 
might say, we'll call it a half-crown even.” 

Sweetly she passed over a shining half- 
crown to Walter. And Walter passed it to 
Gommy. 

“Thank you, miss,” Walter said. “Now 
Gommy Doakes, it just so chances you 
owe me a half-crown. Wouid you like to 
pay me now?” 

Gommy shoved the coin in his slop 
pocket and put a protective anand over it. 
He looked at the circle of waiting faces. 
Then he looked at Walter’s set jaw. 

‘Mr. Ashcroft,” he moaned. “Tha 
wouldn’t be taking the bread and butter 
right out of the varry mouths of my wife 
and bairns?” 

“Gommy Doakes, you mean old skinflint 
of a miser,” Walter said. “I wouldn’t be 
wanting to take thee by the heels and hold 
thee upside down so that all the shillings 
tha’s made this night would come tum- 
bling out to shame you. I wouldn’t want 
to do that, because I’d rather have every- 
one in this village see thou art an honest 
man who is paying his debts of his own 


free will.” 


Nate a final cry of despair, Gommy 
passed over the money. “Well,” he ex- 
ploded. “Well! Ah never was so cheated 
in all ma born life!” 

“Away wi’ ye, ye weaseling, mawngy 
old miser,” called the men. 

And away Gommy Doakes the Cockle 
Man went; muttering and bumbling nasty 
names on the entire family of Ashcroft, 
past, present, and future. 

“Now gentlemen,” Walter said to the 
men, “I have collected from Gommy 
Doakes.” 

“And we've been beat,” Sam Small cried. 
“But if there’s one thing a Yorkshireman 
admits gladly, it’s when he’s fairly bested. 
So I'll pay up wi’ a good heart. Let’s see, 
it were a shilling I bet thee, weren’t it?” 

“Tt was not, Mr. Small,” Walter said. “It 
were two shilling.” 

“Ba gum, he had thee there, Sam,” 
Rowlie Helliker said. “So we'll pay up 
fairly.” 

And pay up they did—all until it came 
to the Gaffer, who was standing by his 
front gate. And he suddenly roared: 

“Hold on a bit! I’m being right roundly 
done here somehow. He collected ’cause 
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ma lass bought a pail o’ cockles—I’m sure 
I don’t want no pail o’ cockles.” 

“Aye, we do, Feyther,” Barbara Alice 
said. “For the party. Won’t ye all step in 
and have a little summat?” 

“Hold on,” roared the Gaffer. “Us is not 
having no party.” 

“Oh, aye, us is,” said Mrs. Sitherthwick, 
appearing at the door. 

“May a man in his own house and home 
be allowed to ax just why he should be 
giving a party?” the Gaffer demanded. 

Barbara Alice looked up quickly, and 
her eyes caught those of Walter Ashcroft, 
but she didn’t say a word. 

Mrs. Sitherthwick clicked her tongue 
as if to say she despaired of ever making 
some people see the light. 

‘Don’t thee dit-dit-dit at me! I wean’t 
have it!” the Gaffer thundered, poking his 
chin at her. 

“T want to talk to thee, Harry Percival 
Sitherthwick,” said his wife. “Come in! 
Barbara Alice, go in and fix them cockles! 
Widow Braithwaite—if tha wouldn’t mind 
giving a hand wi’ some sandwiches? The 
rest o’ ye—if ye’ll just wait a few minutes. 
Now, Harry Percival. Come!” 


ND in she stalked, with Gaffer Sither- 

thwick following her tiny figure 

obediently. Through the kitchen she went, 
and into the bedroom. 

“Sit down, Harry Percival,” she said. 
“And not on ma new counterpane—over 
on that chair.” 

The Gaffer sat. 

“Harry Percival Sitherthwick. Here us 
has a lass that’s so funny and uppy, not 
a lad in the county comes courting, and 
her rising twenty-three—” 

“Twenty-two,” said Barbara Alice’s 
voice. 

“Go away from that door and stop lis- 
tening, Barbara Alice, or I'll skelp thee, 
big as tha is,” Mrs. Sitherthwick said, 
without drawing a breath. “She’s rising 
twenty-three, Harry. And now here comes 
a likely lad, and I have a chance at last 
to get her off ma hands, and tha has to 
put thy big foot in it.” 

“Walter Ashcroft?” yelled the Gaffer, 
turning purple. “Ba gum, nay. I wean’t 
have it!” 

“What in the name o’ goodness is thy 
objection?” 

“It’s his ways, lass! Flinging brass about. 
He’s not—not practical! A lad who wastes 
his shillings like yon does, well—he’d 
make a varry, varry poor sort of a husband. 
for a daughter o’ mine.” 

“Ts that thy only objection?” 

The Gaffer nodded. 

“Indeed!” exploded Mrs. Sitherthwick. 
Then up she jumped and got paper and 
pencil from the chest of drawers. “I heard 
about that dart game tonight,” she said, 
looking sideways. 

“What’s that got to do wi’ marriage?” 

She did not answer. Instead she wrote 
busily for several minutes, Then she 
handed her husband a piece of paper. 

“When tha’s read that, come out and 
join the party,” she said. 

Slowly the Gaffer took out his spectacles 
and read. The paper said: 


To one bad debt collected Gommy 


Doakes i. tick. fence eee 0.2.6 
To bets collected over Gommy’s 
Paying eS. a. bea eee eer 1.3.6 
To dart game, which you ninnies let 
him, trick you Hitows assess tee 1.0.0 
ANISWED. ccise + sete £2.6.0 


Which just about pays his bill at the Inn. 
P.S. Now who’s flinging whose brass 
about? 


For a long time the Gaffer studied this, 
and then he rose. For the Gaffer was a 
Yorkshireman, which means that he was a 
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fair sportsman at heart. Firmly he stalked 
through the kitchen where the cockles 
were steaming and the women were busy 
as hens, buttering bread and setting the 
table. He flung open the door and ad- 
dressed the waiting people. 

“Come in to ma house and hearth, all 
on ye,” he roared. 

And no one needed any second bidding. 

“Now, Walter Ashcroft,” boomed the 
Gaffer. “I hear tha wants to wed ma lass.” 

Barbara Alice blushed prettily and hid 
her face in a cloud of cocklesteam, while 
Walter opened his mouth. 

“Drat ma buttons, don’t interrupt,” hol- 
lered the Gaffer. “Tak’ her and bless ye; 
but on one condition. I don’t believe in 
long courtships; so when can ye be wed?” 

“Well,” Walter began hesitatingly. “You 
see, in America we move fast, and I’ve 
learned a lot of Yankee ways myself—” 

“Pll say tha has,” Sam Small shouted. 
“Thy Yorkshire blood and thy Yankee 
training has combined to best every one 
on us in th’ village. Hasn’t it, lads?” 

The men roared approval, but the Gaffer 
was a singleminded man. 

“Never mind that,” he boomed. “When’s 
tha off to tak’ this lass off ma hands?” 

“I was coming to that. You see, there’s 
so much to do these days what with pass- 
ports and tickets and such, that it all 
couldn’t be done at the last minute.” 

“So!” shouted the Gaffer. 

“So,” Walter said. “Barbara Alice and 
I got wed in the city yesterday.” 

For a moment the Gaffer looked like a 
turkey cock about to burst. Then he 
looked at his wife and cleared his throat. 

“In such a case, there’s only one thing 
to do,” he said. 

“And what would that be?” Mrs. Sith- 
erthwick asked, sticking out her chin. 

“Sit down and eat these here cockles,” 
said the Gaffer. 


Make Friends with Manhattan 


(Continued from page 29) 
the Museum of the City of New York, 
where you can shake hands with all the 
ghosts of the city’s turbulent past. Lower 
down, at 82nd Street, is the Metropolitan 
Museum of Art. Straight across the Park 
from the Metropolitan is the American 
Museum of Natural History, which no 
sightseer in his right mind will ignore— 
its equal is not to be found on this conti- 
nent, if anywhere in the world. And next 
door is the Planetarium, where cosmic up- 
heavals such as the birth of a nebula or 
the end of the world are everyday occur- 
rences. 

But perhaps a lonely visitor will object 
that in spite of this array of animals and 
museums and whatnot he still doesn’t 
know anyone to speak to. He may com- 
plain, quite justly, that he can hardly 
engage in uninvited conversations with 
the lovers on park benches or the small 
children sailing boats in the wading pond. 

Well, a person who is both loquacious 
and lonely can always go over to Colum- 
bus Circle at the southwest corner of the 
Park and see if anyone is making a politi- 
cal speech from a soapbox, in which case 
he can challenge him to open debate. Or 
failing this, he can just take a taxi. 

For the taxi drivers are the philosophers 
of New York, and almost any one of them 
will discuss, over his shoulder and with 
appalling disregard for traffic conditions, 
any topic under the sun, from the state 
of the weather to the state of the nation. 
Most of them will offer shrewd advice, 
if any is required, or condole with you, 
if need be. Some of them will even sing 
duets with you, given half a chance. 

A pleasant way to spend a half hour is 
to get some taxi driver started—both 
vocally and mechanically—and instruct 




















Sophisticates tramp the town to 
find shoes as fashion-wise as these 
Air Step Shoes. They’re demure 
deceivers — their classic simplicity 
the height of artfulness. You'll 
find chic in every Air Step type, 
conservative or high-style. You'll 
find a new idea in comfort, too— 
the patented Magic Sole. You walk 
on air—a cushion of thousands of 
tiny air cells that absorb shock, 
rest your nerves and keep you 
“fresh at five.” Ifyou haven't found 
Air Steps yet in your town, write to 
BROWN SHOE COMPANY, St. Louis, 
for name of your local store. 
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step on a pebble in your present shoes, then with 
an Air Step, You can actually feel how the 
magic cushioned sole absorbs 
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® At first you won't believe it. How 
can a piano that fits so graciously into 
even the smallest room produce such a 
vibrant, full-voiced tone? And then 
you realize that from the house of 
Baldwin has comé the greatest forward 
step in piano design in this genera- 
tion. A small piano that is also a fine 
piano. Only 3514” high, 5814” wide, 
extending just 2514” from the wall — 
yet, because of the exclusive Acrosonic 
Scale, musicians acclaim it the equal 
of the better pianos of traditional size. 
See and hear this amazing piano at 
your Baldwin dealer’s today—learn its 
surprisingly low price. 

New 1939 Exposition Model! 
he piano of tomorrow for to- 
day’s smart homes. So deft and 
graceful in design it appears even 


smaller than it is. 10 other beauti- 
full period models to choose from. 
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him to drive you slowly down the West 
Side elevated highway, where the great 
trans-Atlantic liners lie nuzzling the side 
of the island with their blunt bows. 

There’s always a salty tang in the air 
down there, and the smell of paint and 
hemp, and the sight of the ships alone is 
worth your taxi fare, even if the driver’s 
conversation isn’t. Visitors are often wel- 
come aboard these floating skyscrapers, 
provided it’s not too close to sailing time. 
And if you’ve never done it, you should 
find out when one of the monsters sails 
and come down (preferably at midnight 
sailing) just to feel the thrill that runs 
through the crowd when the gangplank 
thunders ashore and the last hawser is 
cast off and the great ship slides, siren 
bellowing, into the darkness of the river. 
Try it some night when you’ve nothing to 
do; you won’t be wasting your time. 

See to it that you have as many such 
nights as possible, and don’t fill them in 
with obvious time-killers. If you can’t 
think of anything better, go out to Fifth 
Avenue—below 57th Street, say—and take 
the first bus that comes, heading in either 
direction. There’s no telling where you'll 
end up; the suspense is quite exciting. 

If you board one heading north, it may 
do one of three things. It may turn right 
at 57th Street and go crawling over the 
Queensborough Bridge like some ungainly 
luminous beetle scuttling for safety to 
the darkness beyond the East River. It 
may go straight up Fifth Avenue, with 
the Park silent and mysterious on one 
hand and the apartment buildings tall 
and pompous on the other—tall and 
pompous, that is, until the bus proceeds 
beyond the smug 80’s and 90’s into the 
noisier, dingier atmosphere of Harlem 
and the Spanish quarter. 

Or the bus you have chosen at random 
may turn left at 57th Street and take you, 
via Columbus Circle, up to Riverside 
Drive, where the Hudson River ferry 
boats gleam like aquatic fireflies and the 
Gothic spire of Riverside Church loses 
itself among the stars. You'll probably 
want to get off at that church and pay 
homage to the soaring spirit of it. Then 
afterward you can go over and stand 
beside the dark bulk that is Grant’s Tomb, 
and see if you can make out the words 
inscribed on that dead warrior’s grave: 
Let Us Have Peace. 

Of course, if you get on a southbound 
bus—above 50th Street, and take any ex- 
cept one marked Pennsylvania Station— 
it will take you down the jeweled cor- 
ridor of Fifth Avenue, past St. Patrick’s 
Cathedral and the looming shadow of 
Radio City, past the floodlighted tower 
of the Empire State, down to Washington 
Square, where sometimes in summer the 
artists of Greenwich Village display their 
canvases—and themselves—in an open-air 
art market. The Square itself is a dignified 
place that seems to suffer these exhibitors 
with weary condescension. But it has to 
put up with them, being, as it were, the 
rich relative of the Village itself, which 
is just out of sight around the corner. 


ipPHe Village is a quaint old place, with 
its narrow winding streets and its old- 
world restaurants and taverns, some of 
which still have sawdust on the floor and 
stoutly refuse (for better or worse) to 
admit ladies to their gas-lit precincts. 
Artists and proletarian writers still live 
in the Village, convinced, apparently, that 
poverty, though uncomfortable, can be 
romantic. They come out of their attics to 
attend the festive Village Fairs, when a 
section of street is roped off and booths are 
set up and there’s music and dancing and 
general merry-making. But the flaming 
Bohemian life of the Village, so publicized 
a few decades ago, has joined the lurid 
gang wars of the Prohibition era and the 
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t is a fact that there are no finer 

blankets made than Esmond’s 
“Royal Ermine”. All wool, of course 
—wool, so soft, so highly napped, so 
lively and springy that your touch 
tells you immediately, “‘Here is 
blanket-quality unsurpassed.” The 
‘“*Royal Ermine’’ is made with 
Esmond’s exclusive “Pelage” Proc- 
ess. By borrowing Nature’s way of 
keeping furry animals warm in 
winter, Esmond gives you double 
warmth without adding an ounce of 
weight. Esmond makes fine blankets 
in every price range. At all good stores. 


Send for Free Book 


“Good Morning—or is it?”, beautifully 
illustrated guide to refreshing sleep. 


In U.S.: The Esmond Mills, Esmond, R. I. 
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Tong wars of Chinatown in the limbo of 
the past. 

Chinatown is still worth seeing, though, 
and so—from a distance—is the Bowery. 
On another of those nights when you’ve 
nothing to do, walk over and climb up to 
a station on the Third Avenue Elevated 
Railway. The whole structure, you'll find, 
is so antique that you wonder what’s hold- 
ing it up. Everything, from the inevitable 
round-bellied stove to the old denizen 
behind the ticket window, is hoary with 
age. But if you’ve never ridden on the 
El, you'll find it exciting to watch the red 
eyes of the train come leering up the 
track between the canyon walls of the 
houses. And to tell the truth, there’s some- 
thing quite fascinating about the prospect 
of looking into people’s third-story win- 
dows, even if you can’t see anything. 

Groaning and shuddering, the El will 
bear you southward. Once past 4th Street, 
you'll be riding directly over the Bowery, 
which is anything but bowerlike, in the 
original sense of the word. The shade of 
Peter Stuyvesant must have difficulty in 
recognizing his former country estate. 
From your vantage point on the El you 
can look directly into the common rooms 
of the “hotels” with which the Bowery is 
lined. In these establishments—flophouses 
to the initiates—beds are usually 25¢ per 
night, or less. Judging from the common’ 
rooms, crowded with card players and 
blue with tobacco smoke, both the beds 
and the prices are popular. 


CTUALLY, the Bowery of today looks 
more squalid than sinister. Aside from 
an occasional police car cruising up and 
down and a few ragged panhandlers in 
the shadows, it fails dismally to live up to 
its former reputation. In between the flop- 
houses are pawnshops and the offices of 
diamond merchants that may have known 
a more glamorous past. But nowadays 
about the most exciting thing you can do 
on the Bowery is accept one of the vari- 
ous offers to have your tattooing (if any!) 
removed “painlessly and without acid, by 
means of the Arab method,” whatever 
that may be. 

If you get off when the train stops at 
Chatham Square, however, and walk 
down to the street, you step directly into 
Chinatown. Confronting you will be a 
theatre offering Chinese motion pictures. 
On the corner a news vender will be sell- 
ing Chinese journals. And the majority 
of pedestrians will be yellow-skinned, 
dark-eyed Sons of Heaven. 

Prowling down Mott street, and up Pell 
Street, you're not likely to see any opium 
dens or hatchet men, but you will see 
some curious old shops and restaurants 
that display all sorts of gastronomic 
oddities. And by the way, when you're 
in any foreign quarter, it’s always a good 
idea to try to eat some of the foreign food. 
You may not always like it, but at least 
you can say you've had it. 

The best way to win New York’s affec- 
tion is to ramble about it aimlessly, the 
way this article seems to be doing. If you 
keep your feet moving and your eyes open, 
you're bound to stumble on something 
that will repay your efforts. 

For instance, any night you can take 
a taxi down to the theatrical district and 
pay a stiff price to get into a mediocre 
show, or a fabulous price to get into a 
good one. Maybe you'll get your money’s 
worth; maybe you won't. But how many 
people know that New York boasts the 
oldest free theatre in the world? 

Go down to 27th Street any night but 
Monday and walk along the south side 
of the street between Lexington and Third 
Avenues, keeping a sharp lookout. Pretty 
soon you'll see it—an old church con- 
verted into a tiny theatre seating perhaps 
two hundred and fifty people. As a church 
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Says Mrs. Young-Married 
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Sor Sandwiches 


. . OF Snacks 


It’sahoney for your money—Underwood 
Deviled Ham — snappy, spicy, savory. 
Everybody likes it just as it comes from 
the can. But fora change, try these new 
combinations, for sandwiches or snacks: 


une woop DEVILED HAM 


WITH PEANUT BUTTER 
(Children like it !) 


unpent WOOD DEVILED HAM 


WITH CREAM CHEESE 
(Nice for tea!) 


unvent WOOD DEVILED HAM 


WITH MINCED PICKLE 
(A picnic favorite !) 


unpERf{ woop DEVILED HAM 


WITH CHILI SAUCE 
(For snap and xest!) 


unpERf woop DEVILED HAM 


WITH MAYONNAISE 
OR SALAD DRESSING 
(New and different!) 


Underwood Deviled Ham is prepared 
only from delicious whole hams, smoothly 
blended with pure spices — nothing else. 





Now made IN CANADA as in the United States, 
and sold at the same price. 
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it had but indifferent success, and as a 
theatre it can hardly be reckoned a gold 
mine, inasmuch as there is no admission 
charge at all. You simply walk in through 
the unpretentious lobby, past the slightly 
cracked bust of Moliére, into the scru- 
pulously clean theatre where you sit down 
and watch the show. 

It’s not a bad show, either, considering 
that most of the actors have to be re- 
cruited from the neighborhood, or even 
from the audience. The sets are more than 
adequate, and as for costumes—well, Solo- 
mon in all his glory was not arrayed like 
some of the actors. But it’s the spirit of 
the thing that counts. Interested visitors 
can prowl around backstage and talk to 
the actors, or even act themselves, if they 
will submit to four weeks of rehearsal. 
And when a collection is taken up between 
the first and second acts (it seems quite 
appropriate in the faintly ecclesiastical 
surroundings), they can contribute what 
they like, or nothing at all. Go to the Free 
Theatre and you may not see great, or 
even good, acting, but you’ll feel some- 
thing that you'll remember long after a 
Broadway hit has faded from your mind. 

Of course the Broadway hit is at one 
end of the theatrical scale, and the Free 
Theatre is at the other. But it’s a good 
idea, when some aspect of New York 
seems particularly stuffy to you, to go 
out and look for the other end of the scale. 
Take the clubs, for instance. The ones 
you hear about are lordly structures, as 
exclusive as they are expensive. Visitors 
seldom penetrate their marble halls, and 
feel a little awed and uncomfortable when 
they do. But at the other end of the scale 
are clubs which arise solely from the de- 
sire of less privileged people to make 
friends, to have some sort of social life. 

They’re called Cellar Clubs, because 
that’s what they are—cellar rooms fitted 
up by young people, sometimes with a 
phonograph, sometimes with a ping-pong 
table, sometimes with nothing but a few 
chairs. The dues range from 25¢ to 50¢ 
per week, the proceeds being used to 
finance an occasional dance or pay for 
equipment. They’re very unobtrusive 
places, these Cellar Clubs; you won’t find 
one unless you’re looking for it. But if 
you do, once you’ve convinced the inmates 
that you’re not a Health Inspector trying 
to close their club, you'll receive the 
friendliest welcome in the world. 


O H, NEW YORK is a city of contrasts, all 
right. If you’re a contrast collector, 
some night you should go and watch beau- 
tifully groomed men and women leaving 
the opera house after a performance. And 
then go quickly to one of the Night Courts 
that are part of New York’s vast system 
for the prevention and punishment of 
crime. You may have to talk your way 
past the policeman at the door, but once 
inside you will see a side of life that is 
very seamy indeed. And you will be im- 
pressed with the intelligence and the hu- 
manity of the magistrate who sits in 
judgment upon the endless stream of 
derelicts and unfortunates who are 
brought before him. 

But there are many places pleasanter 
than Night Court. If you enjoyed your 
ride on the El (in summer it is preferable 
to the subways), you ought to take it 
some day all the way down to South 
Ferry at the tip of Manhattan. The early 
morning is the time for this excursion, for 
then you can get acquainted with some of 
the smells of the city—smells of bread- 
baking and beer-brewing, of fish near 
Fulton Street, and the delicious aroma of 


| roasting coffee around Hanover Square. 


By reaching the Battery early you'll 
have time to go and sit for a while in 
Trinity Churchyard at Wall Street and 
Broadway, where the moss-grown grave- 
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This accomplished archer has more than 
One arrow to her bow. Straight as she 
can shoot, her real “forte” is preparing 
delicious meals which she makes even 
more savory by keeping a bottle of A. 1. 
Sauce always handy. on her table. Why 
don’t you do what this young matron 
does: use A. 1. Sauce generously. You'll 
be surprised how it improves the flavor 
of steaks, roasts, chops, fish, baked ham, 
baked beans, eggs,soups,stews, 
salads, tomato juice, and a host 
of other simple dishes! 


IN COOKING, USE A-1 SAUCE 


BROWN BUTTER SAUCE FOR BROILED 
FISH — Brown 3 tablespoons butter, 
being careful it does not darken too 
much. Add 1 teaspoon A. 1. Sauce; 
Y%, teaspoon paprika; and 1% table- 
spoons chopped parsley. ... Stir well 
and pour over fish which has been ar- 
ranged on a hot platter. 
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stones of Alexander Hamilton and Robert 
Fulton and others still hold their own 
against the towering skyscrapers. Then, 
should you become bored with that peace- 
ful setting, walk down Wall Street (so 
named because of the rampart once 
erected there by the Dutch against Indi- 
ans and Englishmen) to Broad Street, 
where stands the building that houses the 
financial nerve center of the nation—the 
New York Stock Exchange. 

To observe the Exchange in action you 
must persuade some friend whose firm 
is an Exchange member to provide tickets 
and escort you, but the view from the 
visitors’ gallery on a busy day is well 
worth any effort. The sound and the fury 
almost lead you to believe that high 
finance is a province entirely reserved for 
lunatics. If you look closely, you may be 
able to detect a method in the apparent 
madness. Anyway, you will certainly be 
impressed. 

There are many things to do in that part 
of town. You can visit old Fraunces Tav- 
ern, over two hundred years old; or look 


i ek 


_ WHAT MAKES A MARRIAGE 
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We wanted to know, so we 
asked 200 experts—Gold- 
en Wedding couples who 
give you the benefit of 
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in Gretta Palmer’s article 
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in on the Aquarium—everyone does. And 
for 35¢ a round trip you can take a ferry 
over to Bedloe’s island and pay your 
respects to the Statue of Liberty—for 
which courtesy you will be rewarded with 
a magnificent view of Manhattan and 
sundry vital bits of information concern- 
ing the length of Miss Liberty’s forefinger 
(eight feet) or the breadth of her finger- 
nail (ten inches). 

There are other ferry rides worth taking 
—to Staten Island or Governor’s Island. 
There’s even a boat which, like a magic 
carpet, will transport you completely 
around Manhattan—not in the twinkling 
of an eye, perhaps, but in three hours, 
more or less. There’s no better way to 
appreciate the magnitude of the city. 

A simpler way to see New York is to let 
an elevator whisk you up to the top of any 
one of the three tallest buildings in the 
world. This should really be done twice, 
once by day and once by night. It’s hard 
to say which view is more impressive, but 
the city at night, with the fiery serpent of 
Broadway winding across it and the giant, 
floodlighted liners lying like toy boats in 
their slips, is a sight not soon forgotten. 

There are countless ways to view New 
York, none of them the same. From the 
Brooklyn Bridge, from a hansom cab (yes, 
you can find these at Fifth Avenue and 
59th Street), from a fire escape in the 
tenement district—the list is endless. 

The size of New York, indeed, is some- 
times appalling, but one of the chief ad- 
vantages is that you can always find a 
background to suit your mood. If on some 





If you want to be sure that the 


crystal you give or keep is per- 


fectly acceptable, select “Ameri- 


can! This fayorite colonial pat- 
tern, so coveted by great-grand- 


mothers, is again America’s most 


popular for every occasion. 


Its sparkle catches every eye. 
Its colonial simplicity is in har- 
mony with every setting. Its rugged 
quality is ideal for everyday 


use. Its good taste recommends 
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“American. for smart entertaining. 

Occasional pieces are shining 
proof that regal beauty need 
not be expensive. In fact, some 
“American” gifts cost as little as 
50c each. And the entire luncheon 
set is well within every prudent 


budget; for gifts, for keeps. 


You will find ‘‘American’’ on display 
at your favorite Fostoria store. Should 
you prefer selecting before shopping, 
write for folder 39-J. Fostoria Glass 
Company, Moundsville, West Virginia. 
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“DRY CLEAN” WINDOWS 


No Dirty Water 
WIPE... IT’S CLEAN 
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O NEED to chap hands when you-clean 
your windows if you use Shell Glass 
Kleanzit! It’s a quick-acting cleaner you 
spray on... wipe off. Removes dirt, haze, 
grease and insects. Makes windows sparkle 
like crystal. Wonderful for windshields, too. 
You can get Shell Glass Kleanzit and a handy 
sprayer at Shell Dealers, drug, grocery and 
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@ KB, the seasoning sauce gives a 
rich,brown color and an appetizing, 
zestful flavor to cooked foods. Try 
it—and let your own taste be the 
judge. Send for FREE trial-size bot- 
tle and Recipe Booklet today. 


f- — MAIL THIS COUPON TO~ 


KITCHEN BOUQUET 
Box 15, Union City, N.J. 


Please send me trial-size bottle of Kitchen 
Bouquet and new Recipe Booklet Free. 





SHELVADOR 
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sunny afternoon you feel lazy and schol- 
arly, you can go and browse in the open- 
air library in Bryant Park, just behind 
the New York Public Library at Fifth 
Avenue and 42nd Street. 

If you’re in a playful mood, you can go 
to a penny arcade. Ask for a dollar’s worth 
of pennies—or less; they'll last you for 
hours. There are dozens of games to play, 
strength-testing machines, fortune-telling 
dummies, shooting galleries with electric 
guns, all for a penny or at the most a 
nickel. It’s a harmless and slightly foolish 
diversion. But it can be fun. Just as it 
can be fun, if your mood is sentimental, 
to make the rounds of the petshops and 
fall in love with a hundred different 
puppies. 

If you feel the need for something his- 
toric, take the Independent subway out 
to 174th Street, where once the guns of a 
Revolutionary fort frowned down upon 
the Hudson, and where now stand the 
Cloisters, a magnificent museum of me- 
dieval art presented to the city by John 
D. Rockefeller, Jr. Out there the majestic 
sweep of the George Washington Bridge 
dominates the landscape. But even if you 
are a bridge lover, remember that there 
are engineering marvels under the river 
as well as over it. Take a bus ride through 
the Holland Tunnel or the Lincoln Tunnel, 
and see. 

Similarly you can find foreign back- 
grounds to suit your mood. If it’s gemiit- 
lichkeit you’re after, try one of the 
Bavarian beer gardens on East 86th Street 
—Yorkville, this German quarter is called. 
There you'll find the atmosphere you're 
seeking: beer and singing and waiters in 
Tyrolean costumes and a friendliness that 
is not merely commercial. If you prefer 
a slightly gloomier gaiety (pardon the 
paradox), you can find it in any of the 
Russian restaurants. Or if you are chiefly 
interested in good food and a quiet spot 
in which to eat it, try a French place. 

The restaurants of New York, in fact, 
are so colorful and various that you could 
devote years to investigating them and 
never find all the good ones. The 50’s are 
renowned for their good restaurants, just 
as Third Avenue is famous for its antique 
shops. But actually the town is full of 
them—lItalian, Ukrainian, Chinese, Ger- 
man, Spanish, and just plain American— 
and half the fun of eating in them is going 
out and finding them for yourself. 


eee is, indeed, so much that is foreign 
in New York—foreign movies, foreign 
churches, foreign consulates—that a visi- 
tor might be pardoned for wondering, 
occasionally, who the real New Yorker is, 
and where he comes from. Sometimes it 
seems as if New Yorkers are made, not 
born. Certainly in Manhattan itself the 
majority of people you meet in business— 
or even socially—were not born there. 

This foreign legion of workers is drawn 
from all over the country. Every year 
thousands of ambitious youngsters, boys 
and girls, pour into the city, attracted 
rather than dismayed by the fierce compe- 
tition that awaits them. Theirs is the 
philosophy of that legendary Dutchman 
(surely the spiritual ancestor of all New 
Yorkers) who, burning to visit his sweet- 
heart on the other side of a deep, swift 
creek in upper Manhattan, swore that he 
would swim it “in spite of the devil.” Pre- 
sumably he succeeded, for the creek is 
named Spuyten Duyvil to this day. And 
the Dutchman’s spirit still animates the 
young Lochinvars who come out of the 
west (or the north or the south) to scale 
the shining pinnacles of fame. 

Many are disappointed, of course, for 
many should never have come in the first 
place. But if a census were taken of the 
top-ranking executives in almost any 
metropolitan organization, it’s safe to say 


that the small-town men from Carolina 
or Ohio or Kansas would outnumber 
their city-bred colleagues at least three 
to one. 

These people form a large part of the 
working population of Manhattan, but 
what about the other boroughs of the city 
—Brooklyn, Queens, Richmond, and the 
Bronx? Are they not as much a part of 
New York as Manhattan? They are in- 
deed, and in a sense are more typical, 
since their proportion of native New 
Yorkers is higher and the foreign element 
correspondingly low. If they have been 
neglected, it is simply because lack of 
space prevents a description of the Zoo- 
logical and Botanical gardens in the 
Bronx, or of Coney Island on the shores 
of Brooklyn, or of that new development 
in Queens that seems destined to put 
Manhattan’s nose very badly out of joint 
for the next year or two. Maybe you’ve 
heard tell of it; they call it the New York 
World’s Fair. 

But perhaps these boroughs can console 
themselves with the thought that there 
are lots of aspects of Manhattan that have 
been slighted for the same reason. The 
prevalence of dogs, for instance, and the 
lack of post offices; the street singers and 
the pushcart markets; the strange sense 
of humor developed by New Yorkers 
which impels them to do things like lead- 
ing a goose attired in blue checked trou- 
sers down Madison Avenue (a certain 
lady does this regularly) . Such aspects are 
endless; even if you spent a year in New 
York, you’d never exhaust them. 

But by now it should be self-evident 
that you don’t have to stay very long in 
New York to have at least a speaking 
acquaintance with the city. It is said that 
you must live in New York a year before 
you like it, and that thereafter you will 
never be happy anywhere else. This is 
silly, of course; there is no such hard-and- 
fast rule. Some people like the place in- 
stantly; others despise it even after a 
lifetime. 

For those who do stay in New York a 
little while, however, there are certain 
infallible symptoms. If the milkman’s 
horse, mincing down the street on rubber 
horseshoes, begins to eye you wistfully 
every morning in hope of his daily ration 
of sugar; if bus drivers begin to grumble 
to you confidentially about their troubles; 
if you’re no longer frightened when traffic 
cops roar at you; if, finally, on Sunday 
mornings you find yourself listening— 
cringing—for the inevitable flat note in 
the serenade of the barrel-organ in the 
street below—then beware, for whether 
you like it or not, you are making friends 
with Manhattan. 

And like all friendships made slowly 
and with some difficulty, Manhattan’s is 
well worth having! 


















FOOD DELIGHT 


Try Crosse & Blackwell's 
Date & Nut Bread—and 
give your family, friends, 
ests a real taste treat. 
here are hundreds of 
a ways to serve it. 
ere are a few, - 














Quick Desserts— 


elightful hot, with a 
thin sauce, and so easy 
to prepare, Favorite rec- 
ipe, directions on label. 












Sandwiches— 
for parties, picnics, 
school lunches. Deli- 
cious with cream 
cheese, jams or jellies. (% 

























Vacuum Packed 
Always fresh, 
ready to- serve. 
Keep a supply 


Midnight Snacks— 
Great with butter, jelly, 
jam or marmalade. Fine 
for luncheon, too. 


At Your Grocer’s. If he cannot supply you, mail 
15c and we will send you a can pet paid. The Crosse & 
Blackwell Co., 6843 Eastern Avenue, Baltimore, Md. 


ferete Delight—Crosse & Blackwell's Chocolate Nut 


Bread—At Your Grocer’s in vacuum sealed cans. l5c 















CROSSE & BLACKWELL'S 


Date and Nut Bread 





Consult your doctor regularly. 
Ask him about Hygeia Nipples 
and wide-mouth Bottles. Nipple 
easily inverted and thoroughly 
cleaned. Patented tab helps to 
keep nipple germ-free. nside 
valve aids in preventing & 

collapse. 


Have You Had Your Minerals 
Today? 


(Continued from page 161) 
cereals, meats, and fish are all rich in this 
element. There is greater danger of not 
getting your calcium requirement; dairy 
products, fruits, and vegetables are good 
sources of calcium. And remember, when 
you take your vitamin D, that it can’t do 
any good unless at the same time you sup- 
ply your calcium and phosphorus needs. 
What is the iron requirement? Studies 
of children indicate that they require 
about 0.3 milligrams per pound of body 
weight each day. Adults need about 15 
milligrams a day. During pregnancy a 
woman needs at least 20 milligrams a day. 
There is still considerable controversy 
over whether the human body can suc- 
cessfully use iron alone to build red blood. 


~ LEARN 


Srupy in spare time to be a practical 
nurse. Many earn $25-$35 a week. Course 
endorsed by physicians. Thousands of 
graduates. 40th yr, One graduate has 
ae charge of 10-bed hospital. Another saved 
$400 while learning. Equipment included. Men and women 18 to 
60. HighSchool not required. Easy tuition payments. Write now. 
CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 
Dept. 135, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago, III. 
Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
Name = 


City. 
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THE WORD 


‘FLORENCE 
_MEAN TO 


A BEAUTIFUL 
NEW STOVE 
WITH ALL 

THE MODERN 
FEATURES 





Whether she uses oil, gas or electricity, the 
smart buyer knows that a Florence Range brings 


new beauty and easier living. Streamlined style, 


fast powerful burners, big roomy ovens with 
rock wool insulation, and lustrous porcelain— 


make FLORENCE first choice for thousands. 


A new free booklet illustrates all Florence 
Ranges. There are Oi] Ranges for small, med- 
ium, and large families; Gas Ranges for man- 
ufactured, natural, and bottled gas, including 
special CP (Certified Performance) models ; 
Electric Ranges that bring new luxury. A re- 
liable Florence Dealer near you will be glad 
to show you these models and give you a copy 
of the new booklet. Or use the coupon. 

Oil Ranges: ‘Focused Heat” wickless burn- 
ers. Fingertip oven heat control. Balanced 
baking. 20 important features. 

CP Gas Ranges: 22 Certified Performance 
features. Robertshaw oven thermostat. ‘Fo- 
cused Heat” top burners. Smokeless broiler 
with aluminum grille. 

Electric Ranges: Every up-to-the-minute fea- 
ture. Chromalox units. Deep well cooker. 
Automatic oven control, Electric clock. 


PLOT ANGES 
Ot. as Korte 


A Range for Every Fuel... 
A Model for Every Pocketbook 


------- 
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Florence Stove Co., Gardner, Mass.; Dept. G-5 
Please send free booklet. I am interested in 


{ } Oil { ] Gas { ] Electric Ranges 
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Speed up the Blood Flow 
— Flush Fatigue Acids Out! 


On your feet for hours? Then the circulation of 
blood slows down and poisonous fatigue acids 
settle in them—make them swell and ache! 
Splash on Absorbine Jr.! Accepted labora- 
tory tests prove it speeds the blood through foot 
muscles, tendons, ligaments. And the blood 
flushes away the acids faster! No need to soak 
or rub. Pat on Absorbine Jr. and swelling and 
soreness are relieved. At all druggists, $1.25 
a bottle. 


Free sample, address: W. F. Young, Inc., 
352 Lyman Street, Springfield, Mass. 


VSO LE 


"UNCORK’ YOUR 


CORN 
THIS EASY WAY 
















e Don’t suffer. Now it’s easy to remove those painful 
corns and prevent their coming back. Just do this: 


Put scientific Blue-Jay pad (C) neatly over corn. 
It relieves pain by removing pressure. Special 
Blue-Jay medicated formula (D) gently loosens 
corn so it can be lifted right out. 

2Simply by avoiding pressure and friction which 
caused your corns you can preyent their coming 
back. Don’t suffer needlessly. Get Blue-Jay Corn 
Plasters today—only 25¢ for 6. 


FREE OFFER: We will be glad to send one Blue- 
Jay absolutely free to anyone who has a corn, to 
prove that it relieves pain and remoyes the corn. 
Just send your name and address to Bauer & Black, 
Division of The Kendall Co., Dept. J-94,2500 So. 
DearbornSt., Chicago, Ill. 
Act quickly before this 
trial offer expires. 


Wisconsin investigators claim that the diet 
must provide at the same time about one 
part of copper to ten parts of iron to get 
satisfactory utilization of the iron. Fortu- 
nately copper is pretty widely distributed 
in foodstuffs, so the ordinary diet will ac- 
tually supply all the copper one needs. 

As for iodine, there seems general agree- 
ment that we need about 0.5 milligrams 
per day. Sea foods and vegetables grown 
in most parts of the country supply an ap- 
preciable amount of this element. There 
are, however, certain districts where the 
soil is devoid of iodine, and in these dis- 
tricts vegetables and fruits fail to supply 
the required amount of the element. The 
result is that in these districts goiter tends 
to develop. The existence of these goiter- 
ous areas and the problem of supplying 
people living in them the satisfactory 
amount of iodine led to the development 
of iodized salt. Iodized salts usually con- 
tain about 5 milligrams of iodine per 
ounce. The average daily consumption of 
table salt in the United States is said to 
be about 7 grams per person. It is evident, 


iodized to the extent noted above, its use 
will insure satisfactory supply. 


you see, then, that we have fairly spe- 
cific data about calcium, phosphorus, 
iron, and iodine. But what of the other 
minerals—zinc, manganese, cobalt, copper, 
fluorine—that the body needs? Unfortu- 
nately our knowledge of requirements of 
many of these is still far from complete. 

The statement I quoted at the beginning 
of this article with regard to zinc is the 
first definite information of zinc require- 
ment that has been published. In the case 
of magnesium, there are some observa- 
tions, made on children and on women 
during pregnancy, which indicate that 
children should have at least 6.5 milli- 
grams per pound of body weight and that 
during pregnancy the daily intake for 
women should be at least one-half gram. 

We know very little also about the exact 
requirements of manganese. One experi- 
ment indicated that for children .2 milli- 
grams per pound of body weight was suf- 
ficient. What the adult requirement is and 
the requirements during pregnancy and 
lactation remain to be determined. 

The study of fluorine has brought out a 
very interesting finding. Fluorine is found 
in tooth enamel, in skin and nails, and 
elsewhere in the body—an indication that 
it is an essential mineral. On the other 
hand, in several regions of the country 
where the water contains a considerable 
amount of this element, it has been found 
to produce mottling of tooth enamel. It is 
evident that it is important to know not 
only what the requirement is but also 
what the body’s tolerance is. The effect of 
exceeding this tolerance is quite as bad 
as getting too little of the element. That is, 
the case of fluorine and other minerals 
is not the same as that of vitamins. 

To date there is evidence that we can 
without harm take far more vitamins than 
we need. But of minerals we have a re- 
quirement, a tolerance, and a_ possible 
toxic dosage. A small amount of copper, 
for example, is essential; a little more than 
that can be tolerated by the body without 
harm; but you can still kill people by giv- 
ing too much copper—and even calcium 
taken in excess may produce disease con- 
ditions. 

When building your menus and balanc- 
ing your diets, don’t neglect the mineral 
quota. Most textbooks on dietetics will 
give you tables showing the percentage 
of these essential minerals in the common 
foods. For example: Dietetics for the 
Clinician by Dr. M. A. Bridges (Lea & 
Febiger); Chemistry of Food and Nutri- 
tion by Dr. Henry C. Sherman (Mac- 
millan). 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


therefore, that if the table salt used is. 















Beautiful hair was never 
easier to have! For a fraction 
ofa cent, you can give your- 
self'a soft, lasting, natural- 
looking wave, with Dr. Ellis’ 
Wave Set. Dr. Ellis’ is quick- 
drying, greaseless, easy to 
use, Sold everywhere—get 
a bottle today! 

Dr. Ellis Sales Co., Inc., 
Pittsburgh, Pa., Toronto, Ont. 
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WAVE SET 


“GREEN” OR “CLEAR” 
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Mother: NURSE 
YOUR BABY 


This Way--to Give Him 
A Better Start in Life 


ia help give your baby strong bones and 
rich, red blood—you need special nour- 
ishment during the nursing period. That’s 
why so many physicians today recommend 
Ovaltine as a “galactagogue’’—as a special 
protecting food-drink to help increase the 
quality and flow of mother’s milk. 


For Ovaltine provides, inreadily digestible 
form, the very food elements needed for 
building muscle, nerve and body cells—as 
well as “protective” minerals and Vitamins 
A, B, D and G. And furnishes nourishment 
in concentrated form. Thus fostering your 
baby’s normal development—as well as 
helping you to meet the added burden that 
nursing imposes upon you. 

Get Sample—For the sake of your child 
and yourself, try Ovaltine. Drink it mixed 
with milk 3 or 4 times a day. Sold at grocery 
or drug stores. Or mail this coupon for a 
generous trial supply and literature. 

a SSS oe — Ee) ED ee ES eS 
T ovALTINE, Dept. V9-GH-5 
| 360 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. | 
I enclose 10c to cover cost of handling and mail- 
| ing. Send me your test package of Ovaltine. ! 


Name << .sciateacccee ners Onn) leu ees wea Sse | 
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The Protecting Food-Drink 
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Standing in the Place of 
Mother 


(Continued from page 23) 
the women’s clubs, or the parent-teacher 
associations, they are accepted only after 
a complete investigation of their health, 
their home life, and their general fitness 
and standing in the community. In every 
case they are chosen to fit the needs of 
the child who is to be placed with them. 
Some have a real flair for mothering the 
very young. Some do better with older 
girls and boys. Others take in the whole 
swing from infancy through adolescence. 

Today, after twenty-five years, 97,350 of 
our boys and girls of all races and creeds— 
a number equal to those now in institu- 
tions—are thriving under the care of these 
mothers, a third of whom are receiving no 
allowance for what they are giving. 

But no matter whether they are paid or 
not, there is no amount of money that can 
compensate for what they are doing. 

The responsibility they have accepted 
is not a light one. Many of the children 
have dark histories, the effects of which 
are stubborn. Often, when they are taken 
in charge, they are frail and sickly from 
having lived so close to the fringe of ex- 
istence. Others have been little drifters in 
the city slums. Some of them have never 
known what it means to have a home. 
Some come from good stock, but because 
of hard times their parents are unable to 
provide for them. Whatever their former 
circumstances, from the day they are 
placed with their foster mothers a whole 
new and constructive way of life opens 
up for them. 
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The Safe Speedy Cleanser 


















Comb, curler, rat-tail 
. all in one! Makes 
roll or pin curls 
EASILY! Detachable; 
hand-bag size. 


MAKE BEAUTY CURLS AT HOME WITH 
Sunbrite’s New Curling Comb... 40¢ VALUE for 
only 10¢ and three SUNBRITE labels... Send to 
SUNBRITE, Chicago 


2” NBC Blue Network every Thursday P. M. 


HE best way for you to understand the 

simple magic of what the mothers are 
doing is to take you back over a round of 
visits recently made by the writer of this 
article. 

First I want you to meet Mrs. Marion. 
Thirty-two years old, she has to her credit 
six youngsters, brought to her as infants 
from clinics or public hospitals, who are 
now in perfect health. Two of them have 
been adopted by well-to-do couples. Two 
of them have been returned to mothers 
now able to make a home for them. Two, 
a boy of seven whom she and her husband 
have adopted, and a little girl a year 
old, are still with her. 

Before her marriage Mrs. Marion was 
a trained nurse in a country hospital. 
When she came to the city to live, she 
was lonesome in the daytime, as the work 
in her apartment was not enough to keep 
her occupied. She and her husband had 
looked forward to having a family, but 
after the premature loss of her first baby, 
the doctor shook his head and said “No 
more.” 

Then one day, in a religious periodical, 
she saw an advertisement for someone 
who would take a sick baby into her 
home. “Some way,” she told me, “I knew 
it meant me. My husband thought it would 
be a fine thing for me to do. An answer 
to the ad brought me a letter from a 
children’s agency. After going carefully 
into my credentials, the director took me 
to see the baby at the hospital. He had 
a bad case of rickets. But with the help 
of a good doctor we pulled him through, 
and by the time he was a year old—he 
was six months when I took him—he was 
a straight and beautiful child. I had him 
with me until he was six years old. Then 
his mother, who had married again and 
was able to take care of him, took him 
away. 

“Tt was just as if we had lost a child in 
death. We had another little boy at the 
time, an orphan. When we took him, he 
had rheumatic fever. With the help of a 
specialist he grew well and strong. The 
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Goop HouskKEEPING has Guaranteed all products as advertised in its 
pages since 1902. You will find this Guaranty in every issue on page 6. 
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RECIPE: For this delicious meat 
pie use 1 can Anglo Corned Beef (spe- 
cial, high quality corned beef of fine 
rich flavor and tender texture), Cube 
the Anglo Corned Beef. Turn into a 
baking dish. Add 2 large potatoes, 
cut into small cubes; 2 onions, cut 
very fine and 1 cup hot milk and 
water mixed. Bake covered, in hot 
oven 14 hr. Then add biscuit dough 
top, return to oven and bake addi- 
tional 20 minutes. Serves 4 to 6. 
Approximate cost 28¢. 


For FREE recipe booklet write 


‘The Tupman Thurlow Sales Co., Inc, 
155 East 44th Street, New York City 


ANGLO Corned Beef 


NO BONE, GRISTLE OR EXCESS FAT 
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NEW...a CREAM DEODORANT 


which safely 


STOPS under-arm PERSPIRATION bs 


1. Does not harm dresses, does 
not irritate skin. 





. No waiting to dry. Can be used 
right after shaving. 


Instantly checks perspiration 
1to3 days. Removes odor from 
perspiration, keeps armpits dry. 


A pure, white, greaseless, stain- 
less vanishing cream. 





Arrid has been awarded the 
Approval Seal of The Ameri- 
can Institute of Laundering 
for being harmless to fabric, 












39%, 


Also in 10¢ and 59¢ jars 


AKRKID 






15 MILLION jars of Arrid 
have been sold...Trya 
jar today—at any store 
which sells toilet goods, 










Learn the Thrill of Earning 


EXTRA MONEY 


In Your Spare Time! 


O YOU need money for a new hat or a 

complete new outfit? Are you worried over 
unpaid bills? Do you want to help out at home 
without taking a full-time position? Hundreds 
of men and women of all ages are earning extra 
money through our spare-time, money-making 
plan. 

As local subscription representatives for Good 
Housekeeping, Cosmopolitan and other leading 
magazines many are adding from $5 to $50 a 
week to their incomes. The same opportunity is 
open to you! 


The work is simple, easy and pleasant and 
you work only when you want to. There’s no red 
tape about starting . . . no experience or special 
training required. You can begin earning money 
the moment you receive our reply. Mail the 
coupon now. 


Goop HouseKkeepPinc, Dept. 539-C 
57th St. at 8th Ave., New York, N. Y. 


Please send me, without obligation, complete details of your money-making plan. 


Name 
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agency wanted to place him out for adop- 
tion. We just couldn’t stand the thought. 
My husband was doing well enough to 
meet the financial requirements, so we 
adopted him ourselves.” 

While we were talking, Tommy came in 
from the back yard for his afternoon glass 
of milk. He is a beautiful child. Before I 
left, the baby awakened from its nap. 
“You’d never think to look at her,” said 
Mrs. Marion with justifiable pride, “that 
when she was five months old and was 
brought here from the hospital, she 
weighed less than the normally healthy 
baby of two months. The doctors had not 
been able to find a food that would agree 
with her. I don’t think that was what was 
wrong with her. I think she needed some- 
one to love her. I hadn’t had her a week 
before she began to gain.” 


T WAS a late summer afternoon when I 
arrived at the O’Rourke home in the 
country. It was a rambling cottage, strewn 
end to end with children’s things. A doll’s 
buggy; paper dolls and cutouts and the 
remainder of the paper they had been 
clipped from; a jumping rope; a red 
wagon; a pair of rubbers; a battered ten- 
nis racket; and, purring in the sun, an 
enormous gray cat. 

In response to my knock, Mrs. O’Rourke, 
who mothers little Catholic girls, opened 
the door. She was wearing a voluminous 
checked apron on which she was wiping 
her hands. “Sure, but I’m glad to see you,” 
she said. “T didn’t look for you until to- 
morrow. I'll be taking you into the kitchen 
where I’m after baking a cake. Tomor- 
row,” she explained, “is my Katie’s 
birthday, and she’s having a party.” 

As she whipped up the frosting for the 
cake, she told me her story. She has three 
children of her own. Two are married, 
and the other is working in the city. They 
were still young when the parish priest 
prevailed upon her to take one of his 
orphaned parishioners. “I had her until 
she was eighteen,” she said, “and she was 
married right here in this house last year. 
Sometimes, counting me own, I had as 
many as six around me. Today we have 
three. Children ain’t much trouble if you 
love ’em, and one or two more don’t make 
much difference.” 

Looking through the screen door, I saw 
two little girls. Clad in sunsuits, they were 
making mudpies at a bench under an 
apple tree. One of them had bright red 
hair. She was as fat as a butter ball, and 
you couldn’t have put a pinpoint between 
the freckles on her arms and face and 
back. The other was tall, slender, blue- 
eyed and black-haired, and brown as the 
proverbial berry. As I got up to look out, 
I was joined by Mrs. O’Rourke, who 
pointed at an older girl of twelve or so, 
who was sitting on a bench reading. 

“That’s my Katie,” she said, “always 
with her nose in a book.” - 

It did not take me long to see that in 
this home the four great needs of child- 
hood—affection, religious training, good 
food, and a lot of fun—were being met. 
Every room in the house had its quota 
of holy pictures. And on the table in the 
living room were three little prayer books 
all in a row. 

When Mrs. O’Rourke took me outside, 
the little girls came running up to her, 
and there was real-adoration in their eyes. 
As I was about to leave, Mr. O’Rourke, 
who has a filling station not far away, 
came in through the gate of the high fence 
which separated the back yard from the 
front garden. 

“Why, Daddy,” his wife called out as 
the youngsters ran shouting to greet him, 
“what’s bringing you home at this hour?” 

He was a roaring giant of a man in his 
late forties. As he tossed the youngest girl 
in the air he called out that it was such 
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a hot day he had knocked off to take the 
“kids” out to the lake. “Now get into your 
suits, all of you,” he shouted, “and step 
on it.” 

He invited me to go with them, but 
where I could have squeezed in I don’t 


know. For the old sedan, which was wait- | 


ing outside on the road, was spilling over 
with neighborhood youngsters. 

“He’s just crazy about kids,” Mrs. 
O’Rourke laughed, as she waved good-bye 
to them. “Every morning when he drives 
our three to school, he picks up a half 
dozen more on the way.” 

*Way out at the north end of Harlem in 
New York City, where the tenement dis- 
tricts give way to a green park, in a 
cottage with a garden lives Mrs. Rebecca 
Brown, who looks as if she had just 
stepped down from a pancake poster. In 
the last twelve years she has been foster 
mother to nine colored boys. One, whom 
she took when he was nine years old, is 
now twenty-one, and he still makes his 
home with her. With her help—the allow- 
ance for him stopped when he was four- 
teen—he went through high school, and 
by his own efforts he has worked his way 
through college and is now in his second 
year of medical school. Another boy, who 
came to her when he was ten, had been 
so badly neglected that he was half- 
starved. When found by the Society for 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Children, he 
was running the streets foraging for him- 
self. He is now an instructor in a Negro 
training school. 

While she was talking with me, the back 
door slammed. Going out to see who it 
was, she returned with a boy of thirteen 
whom she introduced to me as her son--- 
that is the way she speaks of her boys. 
Abe, in his last year of grammer school, 
wants to be an undertaker. “It’s like this, 
ma’am,” he told me. “People have to die 
whether it’s hard times or not. And they 
have to be buried. Undertaking is good 
business, and you have to wear silk hats.” 

Mrs. Brown gave a long chuckle. “He 
was sitting right there at that table the 
night he came to me when he said that 
for the first time. And he’s never changed 
his mind. I tell him to get his education, 
and then we'll see.” 


New I want you to know the prize 
mother of them all--Mrs. Gayley. 
Over a period of twenty-five years she has 
reared thirty boys, who came to her be- 
tween the ages of eight and thirteen and 
to some of whom she has given a free 
home. Out of that great family she has 
had but one failure. 

She and her husband live in an old 
farmhouse surrounded by wide acres of 
field and woodland. They are now in their 
late fifties, and the serenity of their faces 
tells the story of lives well lived. They 
have a son of their own. And it was as 
a companion to him that they took their 
first foster child. 

In speaking of Mrs. Gayley, an agency 
Director said: “She has a gift for under- 
standing boys that is divine. She knows 
how to gain their confidence and affection. 
And she has a genius for striking the bal- 
ance between too great indulgence and 
too rigid discipline.” 

The Gayley farm is in no sense a work- 
ing-home. The boys, of course, have their 
chores to do, and if they are so inclined, 
they may help out with the planting. 

At present Mrs. Gayley is looking after 
three boys, one of whom, Joseph, has been 
with her but a few weeks. Nine years old, 
he is a thoughtful child, too thoughtful 
for his age. He had been in an institution 
ever since he was four years old. He is 
keen about his new home. “Everybody 
was good to me in the * institution,” he 
said to me. “But, you see, when you're 
inside like that, you don’t know what's 
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going on on the outside, and you feel kind 
of out of things.” 

What Mrs. Gayley did for a boy whom 
we shall call Peter is, perhaps, her great- 
est triumph. He was ten years old when 
his father was put away. A few months 
later he came home from school one after- 
noon to find his mother dead in the 
kitchen. She had turned on the gas. He 
had two sisters, both of whom were mar- 
ried. They were not happy about having 
to look after him, and he was shunted 
from one to the other, neither of them 
paying much attention to him. A good 
part of his time was spent on the streets, 
where he fell in with a gang of boys who 
were breaking into stores. All of them, ex- 
cept Peter, who made his escape, were 
caught by the police. Peter knew that they 
were looking for him, so he ran away from 
home and did not go to school. Several 
weeks later a social worker, making her 
rounds, found him blacking boots in a 
slum district. He told her he was working 
to buy a tombstone for his mother. She 
felt that any boy who felt that way about 
his mother had good stuff in him. His 
teacher said that he was unusually bright 
and that he had been very helpful to his 
mother, sometimes going out to sing and 
dance on the streets to earn money for 
her. The social worker took up his case 
with the judge in the juvenile court, who 
gave Peter into her keeping, and he was 
placed with Mrs. Gayley. 

“All that was the matter with that boy,” 
she said to me, “was excess energy. He 
was determined to have a tombstone for 
his mother, so I got him odd jobs in the 
neighborhood and helped him out a bit 
by paying him for extra work about the 
place. Later on we managed to give him 
singing lessons.” 


jae worked his way through high 
school and a course in certified public 
accounting. Today, at twenty-five, he is 
an auditor with a well-established firm. 
Two years ago he was married; he has a 
boy a year old, and he is building his 
own home. 

And there was Allan, whose mother 
died when he was eleven. Placed in an 
orphanage, he was so lonely that he was 
on the verge of becoming a mental case. 
He developed what amounted to a mania 
for starting fires. The psychiatrist said 
that the only cure for him was the affec- 
tion and individual care which he would 
receive in a foster home. 

“He was a grand boy,” said Mrs. Gayley. 
“He loved to work about the farm and 
was particularly good with chickens. Now 
he has a poultry business and is doing 
splendidly.” 

She spoke with feeling of the one boy 
who went astray. “Jimmie had been 
shunted about too much. His mother died 
when he was seven, and his father, who 
worked on the river, took him to live on 
a barge, allowing him to run wild. He had 
had no moral training and very little 
schooling. At eleven he was picked up by 
the police and sent to an institution from 
which he ran away. He was thirteen when 
he was brought here. But it was too late. 
He didn’t like the country, and he couldn’t 
stand restraint of any kind. He ran back 
to the wharves, where he got into’ trouble 
and was sent to the reform school. That 
finished him. 

“But he had a lot of good in him, and if 
he had had a decent childhood, I’m sure 
he would have turned out all right. In all 
youngsters,” she went on, “there is more 
of good than of bad. But the good has to 


|be brought out. You never know what’s 


going on in their minds. And it doesn’t 
take much to make them creep into their 
shells, but it sometimes takes a lot of 
patience to coax them out again. Affection, 
making them feel that someone is inter- 
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ested in them and that they are real mem- 


bers: of the family, enough and: not too alg 

much work, outdoor exercise, a little re- nh ) 

ligion and enough play, with a word here : 4 

and there to guide them—that’s about the { Ot 
whole recipe. But you have to begin with 


them in time.” WITH THESE SMART SHOES 


I have not been telling you of just a 
few homes here and there, but of thou- 
sands where women like Mrs. Gayley, Mrs. 
Marion, Mrs. Brown, Mrs. O’Rourke are 
spreading the mantle of motherhood over 
a growing brood who would otherwise be 
left to the winds of ill chance. Wherever 
they are carrying on, the infant and child 
mortality rate has been reduced, the stand- 
ards of health and living and morals have 
been raised, and the figures of delinquency 
have been held down. 

And it is these foster mothers who are 
making possible the provisions of the 
Children’s Charter, which grew out of 
the White House Children’s Conference 
called by President Hoover and of which 
the most significant lines were, “For every 
child a home and that love and security 
which a home provides .. . and for that 
child who must receive foster care the 
nearest substitute for its own home.” 


How long it will be before this ideal 
will be realized cannot be told exactly. 
But at the spring convention of the Na- 
tional Council for Social Work, a group 
of delegates in an informal discussion 
were unanimous in their faith that before 
another twenty-five years have elapsed 
the only children remaining in institu- 
ee Les be ae who Bees a_ special 
ind of training that can be given only Oe 

Vf, Ci o 61 Canal St., Rochester, N. Y- 
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of the League of Nations, as twenty-four A MADE-TO-MEASURE FIT IN READY-TO-WEAR SHOES 
countries signed a pact looking toward 
foster homes for all children, no matter 
what their race or creed, whom fate had 
left stranded on their doorstep. And so we 
can know that in spite of the confusion 
and cruelty of the current years humanity 
is marching on. 
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Appointment With To- 


morrow 


(Continued from page 27) 
and Mr. Roades. That he was managing 
both your businesses as well as he could, 
and you were not to worry. He also said 
he didn’t know which of your businesses 
was more boring, but I don’t suppose that 
was part of the message. I fear Mr. Haver- 
lock has little sense of adventure.” 

“You said he had gone ashore?” Bevan 
wanted to know. 

“To fly back to New York to take care 
of your businesses, I expect. His grand- 
mother told him at luncheon it was an in- 
teresting experience for him, that it was 
time he got over his some sort of attitude 
toward life. Oh, yes, I remember. Dilet- 
tante attitude. She told me a dilettante 
attitude was always to be avoided.” 

“His grandmother didn’t mention any- 
thing about the duration of this ‘adven- 
ture’?” Rosamond’s voice despised the 
word. 

“No. Except to say that we were going 
to stay on her island until she had proved 
a theory. She told her grandson to stop 
protesting, that if he wanted to manage 
her fortune when she was dead, he must 
prove himself capable of managing mild 
complications. He acted as if the compli- 
cations were not very mild. I do like 
Madame Haverlock, Father.” 

‘Do you know why you like her, 
Emily?” 

“No. Except that when I’m very old, I 
hope I.still take an interest in managing 
things and people. Is the island nice?” 

“What we saw of it looked nice.” 

“I expect it must have been a little dis- 
concerting for you,” Emily said thought- 
fully. “A trouble with adults is they like 
to know what they are going to be doing 
days and weeks ahead. At school, where 
one does know it will just be more Latin 
and more geometry weeks and months 
ahead, one is always pleased by inter- 
ruptions.” 

She went on breathlessly: “Madame 
Haverlock said she wouldn’t consider 
leaving me in New York for a lonely 
Christmas. That’s why she had her grand- 
son bring me down. It was very thoughtful 
of her.” Her enthusiasm seemed to dwin- 
dle suddenly, as she realized none of them 
shared it. 

“I did think Christmas in the West 
Indies would be wonderfully different, 
Father. Would you rather have it just as 
usual in New York?” 


IAN rose to the occasion. “No, since 

you think this is more exciting.” Then 

he was aware that he meant what he said 

—that his daughter’s delight in the ‘“ad- 

venture” had in these minutes lessened 
his own irritation. 

A steward opened the door of the salon. 
They went outside into the brilliant sun- 
shine. Rosamond found a bathing suit for 
Emily. They all joined her swimming after 
a while. 

Vivian sat silent as the island grew 
larger before their sight, watching his 
pretty daughter. He had believed that he 
was devoted to her. Yet he was invariably 
busy. The little time they shared in the 
intervals between her schools and sum- 
mer camps he spent conscientiously in the 
ways he thought would entertain her. He 
took her to theatres, to concerts occasion- 
ally, for brief journeys by car or train to 
places supposed to be of interest, historic 
or otherwise, to a growing girl. But—there 
hadn’t been time to know her well, and 
their relationship had grown increasingly 
formal. 

He was delighted that Madame Haver- 
lock had kidnaped Emily, along with the 
rest of them. 

























































after the other, strange yet serene. In 
the swift dawns a maid brought coffee to 
their bedrooms. They rose, went out into 
the first coolness of light, walked through 
the great gardens or down the river path 
before the trade wimds dropped as the 
sun lifted and the heat grew steady and 
intense. 

They assembled for a rather formal meal 
with their hostess at eleven, separated for 
siestas then, and met again to swim or 
walk or play languid tennis through the 
long, long afternoons. 

At sunset the trade winds rose. Then 
the rapid tropic dark came down, and the 
stars shone suddenly in the deepening 
blue as if turned on by the clicking of a 
switch. Through the evenings the winds 
stirred in the trees, rustled the shutters 
of the house, while the guests rested in a 
far wing, in an exquisite room of painted 
French furniture whose decorations were 
a little blurred by time, as its brocade up- 
holsteries were a little faded. 

There was only one thing vivid in that 
room—a Sargent portrait of Madame Hav- 
erlock painted when she was a young 
woman. Typically Sargent, that picture, 
in the beauty of the rose satin frock, the 
luminousness of the pearls around the 
throat; and exceptionally fine in the in- 
tensity of life in the pose, the smile, the 
young dark eyes. It was the face of a 
woman beautiful, arrogant, yet tender. She 
smiled down on the people in that quiet 
room, a smile that was eager yet a little 
mocking, gay yet oddly wistful—a smile 
of one who shared a jest yet kept a secret. 

The original of that portrait never sat 
in that room with her guests any evening 
after dinner. 
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ONY wondered about that. There was 

the obvious reason—that she who had 
lived to be so old, so long past her young 
beauty, might feel, confronted by her vivid 
young loveliness, the hurt of time. Yet he 
doubted that explanation. She had kept 
so much which was the spirit of her beauty 
that the comparison would not be cruel, 
only strange. 

Evening after evening as he sat in that 
room playing backgammon sometimes 
with Rosamond, reading sometimes, or 
talking idly, he was conscious of wanting 
to see Madame Haverlock standing be- 
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wold aes neath her portrait. Young Deborah Haver- 
Wipe it off. lock in a rose satin frock tight of bodice, 
In: handy, curved of skirt, stood erect, a small white 
ane 4 -hand lightly on a table before her, her 
ee eta shining dark eyes defiant of anything that 


time could ever do to her. 

Anthony Nash said in his thoughts to 
her: “Stand now, fifty years afterward, 
outside your picture frame, and assure me 
that time did nothing consequential. You 
who from every account they ever gave 
of you loved once, wholeheartedly and 
forever, tell me you never were sorry.” 

The portrait dominated the room. In the 
diffused golden light of the silver lamp, 
another dark-eyed girl sat, talking some- 
times to Vivian Yule and sometimes gently 
to his daughter, talking never at all with 
any personal significance to Anthony 
Nash. Never since a day when they had 
walked by the river to the sea. 

She would marry Vivian Yule when this 
odd interlude was ended for them all. She 
would spend the years of her life with him. 
But he, Anthony Nash, who had thought 
he would never love anyone, had been 
sure he was of necessity too focused on 
practicalities to believe in romance— 
though he acted romance year in, year out 
—was sure that he would love her always. 

He could tell no one ever, perhaps, ex- 
cept the girl in the portrait, who lived un- 
touched by time within its frame, and yet 
lived, too, a half century afterward, out- 
side it. That girl smiled. That girl said: 
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CLUB ALUMINUM 
CLEANER 


Cleans and polishes 
all cooking utensils 
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Club Aluminum Cookware 
Chicago 
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Opens round, square, 
oval cans. No jagged 
edges. Used world over. 
5-year guarantee. 50¢ at 
Hardware, Dept. Stores, etc. or from 
\\ Edlund Co., Burlington, Vermont. 


Can Opener 


May 1939 Good Housekeeping 


pe brilliant-lighted days went by one | 
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Mincastlevrarenies 


. . ready-to-hang; yard goods for 
make-at-home draperies, bedspreads, 
furniture slip covers, couch throws, 
coverlets, and Fincastle upholstery ma- 
terials... come in such a wide variety of 
patterns and weaves you will be amazed 
at the ease with which you can re- 
decorate. Ask to see the new Fin- 
castle Fabrics . . . their reason- 
able cost will surprise 
you, too! 
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aan aaaamaaawaasaanseanaaasaaamosenas 











Louisville Textiles, Inc. 
Louisville, Ky.,Dept. M. 


3 Please send me the Fincastle book on home 
acy 22, decorating “” Window Wisdom.” | enclose 
‘ 10 in stamps (or coin) 
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e Don’t wait for a man ™ 


to do your household re- #7 
pairing. Do it yourself 

with this newshock-proof 
CASCO FLEXIBLE CEMENT. 

Sticks quickly—wood, paper, metal, 
leather, cork, glass, etc. Used by lead- 
ing industries for its stronger, durable 
bond that withstands handling, jolts 
and moisture, Leaves no stickiness... 
it rubs off your fingers. 

25c at hardware and paint stores. 

sample tube, enough 
for a big cementing 
address on a penny post card to— 
CASEIN COMPANY OF AMERICA 


FREE For generous-size 
job, send name an 
Dept. F-539, 350 Madison Ave., New York 
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Baker Furniture enjoys the 
esteem of Connoisseurs as the most impor- 
tant line of 18th Century reproductions in 
the country. Each piece is endowed with the 
qualities inberent in choice antiques. 


Without charge Cif you will mention Good 
Housekeeping) you may have our illustrated 
brochure. Jt tells the interesting story of 
these qualities that are your assurance of 
permanent value. ti. 
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NEW CHARM-NEW BEAUTY 
FOR ANY ROOM - in 10 minutes 
with thrilling new DECALS! 


Easy fo apply as a postage stamp 
Cost only a few cents! 
} Here’san amazing, inexpensive way to give thrill- 
ing new charm to furnitureand walls. Gay, color- 
ful Meyercord Decals look like real hand paintings— 
add sparkling beauty to kitchen, bathroom, play- 
room, etc. Come in a variety of ultra-smart, fasci- 
nating designs—birds, flowers, fruit, vegetables, 
tropical fish, Mexican scenes, circus animals and 
many others. These amazing Decals are actually as 
easy to apply as a postage stamp! No painting, no 
pasting. Just place Decal in water, and put it on 
wall or furniture in easy 1-2-3 steps. Meyercord 
Decals are surprisingly inexpensive. Permanent and 
washable. See the many thrilling new designs. New 
low prices. At leading 10¢ stores, department, paint 
and hardware stores, 
Send name, address and 10¢ for beautiful full-size 
Decal, and folder showing how easily and inexpensively 
you can beautify your home with Meyercord Decals. 


THE MEYERCORD COMPANY 
Leading Makers of Decalcomania 
oS Te 


Decorations—Name Plates— 
Truck Lettering— Window Signs 
Dept. 162, 5323 W. Lake St. Chicago 


A 


NEW LOW PRICES NOW on Spring and Sum- 

er Quality Yarns—Standard tor 30 Years. 
CLIVEDEN YARN CO. * 

Dept. E-2, 711 Arch St., Philadelphia, Pa. 
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“Time passes. Things of importance en- 
dure.” : 

Anthony Nash told her: “I agree. If fifty 
years from now I appraise the whole pat- 
tern of my life, I truly believe nothing 
will be so important in remembrance as 
the echo of a dark girl’s voice, her profile 
against yellow lamplight, these quiet hours 
of days and weeks when I knew her. You 
understand?” 

With her fine eyebrows lifted a little, 
her warm mouth compassionate, young 
Deborah Haverlock looked as if she well 
might understand. 

But he had already told someone else 
of his love for Paula. He had told Rosa- 
mond. 

It was on the morning of Christmas Eve 
that he discovered that she knew. He had 
slept restlessly, was dressed before his 
morning coffee arrived, and went out then 
into the first orange-rose brightness of the 
sunrise. Surprisingly, Rosamond, who kept 
the late-rising, late-retiring hours of the 
theatre rigidly as if by diverging from 
them she might admit that she was di- 
verted from her whole life’s course, was 
on the terrace before him—a crumpled 
white-frocked heap in a long terrace chair. 

He was startled at the utter discon- 
solateness of her appearance. “What is 
the matter, Rosamond? Haven’t you ever 
heard that tears age the young ingenue’s 
complexion more than years of theatrical 
make-up?” 


BY? flippancy was not, this morning, 
good enough for her. She sat up, and 
he recognized the extremity of her misery 
by the fact she didn’t bother to reach for 
a powder puff, lipstick, or even a mirror. 

‘T'm glad it’s you, Tony. Talk to me 
about Hollywood. I mean, in Hollywood 
on Christmas Eve they have whole ave- 
nues of Christmas trees, very absurd in 
that climate among the palms and peppers. 
In Hollywood on Christmas Eve no one 
ever works at the studios, but everyone 
goes visiting about from one party to the 
next. It feels awfully important to be 
someone like me. Of course it’s even more 
important to be someone like you. But 
someone like me is quite good enough 
and rewarded with the most interesting 
aeons of packages on Christmas 

ve.’ 

“Rosamond, my dear. You have as acute 
an attack of homesickness as I ever saw!” 

“Say ‘Rosamond, darling.’ It doesn’t 
commit you to anything. In Hollywood 
everyone says, ‘Merry Christmas, Rosa- 
mond, darling—darling, darling, all day 
long on Christmas Eve.” 

“All right, Rosamond, darling.” 

She stood up, shrugging her thin grace- 
ful shoulders. “Let’s get out of here. 
Everyone will appear on the terrace any 
minute and make conversation about sun- 
rises. Let’s go see the white-orchid tree, 
or the river, or the garden. What else is 
there? ... Well, begin, Tony. ‘In Holly- 
wood on Christmas Eve,’ or ‘In New York 
on Christmas Eve.’ ” 

“You will only feel worse.” 

“Never mind. Begin.” 

“All right. In Hollywood on Christmas 
Eve the snow is artificial.” 

Tears streamed down her cheeks. “So 
probably are many of the sentiments, even 
much of the jewelry that’s given as gifts. 
But the sentiments sound sincere, and the 
gold-plated jewelry shines very prettily. 
Tony, I want to go home and be a good 
actress in a good part.” 

“You'll do both those things.” 

“When?” 

“T don’t know. What does it matter?” 
He couldn’t help the indifference in his 


voice. Her response to it surprised him. 


“Poor Tony!” 


Well, if discussing him would distract 
her from her own loneliness—“Do you 
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- gane: “What beautiful 
glass! You folks must 
be in the money.” 
RUTH: It’s Rock Sharpe 

Crystal, darling. I’ve 

started a set. 
























LEAR as an Alpine lake! It’s Inter- 
Jaken in Rock Sharpe Crystal. It 
rings to a finger tap like Swiss bells. 
Floral design, with a counter-motif of 
curves and lattice-like cuttings. The 
distinctive ornament in the stem, too,, 
makes this glass one of interest in a col- 
lection of rare beauty. . 

Sizes from goblets to cordials. Start a 
set, at $1.25 to $1.50 each (price de- 
pends on pattern and locality). At lead- 
ing stores. Folder on request. Dept. C-1, 
Cataract Sharpe Mfg. Co., Buffalo, N. Y. 





























THE LONGER WEARING MONEL POT CLEANER 
Here you are, ladies—a metal sponge pot 
cleaner that doesn’t go to pieces in a jiffy—a 
kitchen helper that lasts several times as long 
as any metal pot cleaner you've ever known. 
Why? Because Silvylocks is made of MONEL, 
one of the strongest metalsin the world. Does 
not get frayed or ragged because it is knitted 
from a continuous MONEL ribbon and then 
lockstitched by a process patented by Metal 
Textile Corp., Orange, N.J. Silvylocks ac- 
tually gets brighter with use—will not rust or 
corrode because Monel is eternallyrust proof. 
Ideal for scouring pots and pans, scrubbing 
vegetables, etc. For sale at leading department, 
hardware, variety and grocery stores every- 
where. Or if your dealer cannot supply you 
send 25¢ in coin or stamps with dealer’s 
nameto Dept. J, The International Nickel 
Co., Inc., 73 Wall Street, New York. 
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LEMON PIE FILLING 


Used for 20 years by thousands of 
housewives. Saves time, fuss. and 


failare. Ask your 


grocer, or write us. 








mind telling me why you said ‘poor 
Tonyne 


She said: “Don’t mind. No one guesses F 
but me. And I haven’t-told even Bevan, 4 3 
though. it would give him an interest—to 
watch. It’s a rather theatrical situation.” 3 


He insisted, hoping that he was mis- 
taken, “Still I don’t know what you are 
talking about.” 

“It is fairly theatrical, Tony, that you 
who get fan letters by the hundreds a : St. Marys blankets in enchanting new 
week, and attention amounting to adula- 
tion at every party you attend, should fall 


They're glamorous creations—these lovely 


colors and refreshing new patterns, cre- 


deeply in love with a girl who doesn’t even ; Vile ated by one of America’s foremost 
take you seriously.” 1 A ie 
He hesitated, then he said, “What makes } stylists. Loomed of finest virgin wools, 
you believe all that is so?” \  wondrously soft, luxuriously napped. 
She laughed gently. “I would notice for rere Fars ti ie 
various reasons. First, perhaps, because I ; i ei icc bed LN A peat dk 
. a os a wasn’t ever in - leading stores in a wide range of prices. 
ove with you, nor did you encourage me ‘ is 
to be. It’s just that because you are every- y bbe cease sad latent ele ll 
thing and have everything I want in our f Blankets." ST. MARYS WOOLEN MFG. 


world of the theatre, I was a little in love F 

with the idea of you. But down here I’ve COMPANY, Dept. G59, St. Marys, Ohio. 
had time to think, to understand myself 
a little better, and so, other people. Do 
you remember the day I told you you 
were mad to think there was any other 
life as important as the life of the theatre?” 

“I remember.” 

“What nonsense I talked! It’s true that 
I care about the theatre deeply—as an art, 
as a magic. But why on earth should you 
if you don’t? You would like a quiet life, 
a quiet love—” 

She stopped. The words echoed in his 
mind. “A quiet love.” Yes, Paula’s beauty 
was quiet, and so were her voice and her 
smile; and quiet, undramatic, was her 
loyalty to Vivian Yule, that loyalty that 
would keep him from his chance with her. 






E SAID aloud: “Ill never break 
through the habit of friendship they 
have for each other. Perhaps, because I 
like Vivian, I have no right to try. Yet 'm 
convinced they’re not in love.” 

‘Not in love with each other as you are 
in love with her, perhaps.” But her tone 
agreed that he had no chance. 

They heard voices in the woods, and 
around a bend in the path came three men 
from. the ship’s crew, laden with garlands 
of a tropical vine that somewhat resem- 
bled bay. “Christmas decorations,” one of 
the men told them. 

Rosamond abandoned without pretense 
consideration of Tony and Paula. “Oh, 
dear, I want Christmas at home.” 

“Next year, Rosamond!” 

“How are you so sure? Madame Haver- 
lock might keep us here months, years, 
all our lives, for that matter. What’s to 
prevent?” 

He waited until he was sure the men 
were out of earshot behind them, though 
he only said, “Many things.” 

She laughed, but she dropped her voice, 
too. “Don’t make a great fone Bt it, eee a 
Bevan tells me everything—about the 
boat, and about Charles Haverlock.” A YI B i @) S | rN 

Tony said, “Let’s sit down here if we're | [Adkainibedaleiihedbaae = = Oe a ea: 
going to talk.” 

There were smooth-worn stones by the 
river’s edge. She seated herself, but he 
went to the next curve on the path and 
looked to make sure no one was approach- 
ing before he returned to her. He, Bevan, 
and Vivian had discussed the fact that 
they were seldom as alone as they seemed 
to be. Most of the ship’s crew was ashore 
continuously, making some pretense at 
working in the gardens or the kitchen of 
the house, but rather obviously guards. 

The Negro field hands who lived on the 
far side of the hill seemed to be occupied 
fairly close to wherever Madame Haver- 
lock’s house guests gathered for picnics. 

However, the three men had considered 
two possibilities for escape. They realized 
that, since the launch was always tied to | 
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In cleansing your face, avoid 
methods that stretch pores and 
make them coarse, unsightly. Am-= 
brosia, the liquid cleanser, con- 
tains no wax or grease. Will not 
clog or stretch pores. Ambrosia 
helps fight blackheads, cleans 
your skin thoroughly, leaves it re- 
freshed. Let Ambrosia help you 
to glamour-smooth skin. At drug, 
dept. and 10¢ stores. Start today ! 


kia For generous trial size send 10c to AMBROSIA, 
on Bre Dept. G-5, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, New York, N. Y. 









Enjoy the 
real comfort 
and greater utility 
of Swaggerettes—fabric 
4 lined rubber gloves— 

will not bind the hands, 

sur Women say “best yet 
for all household and 
My) garden chores” Buy 
them at drug, hard- 
ware, departmentstores, 
FABRIC or send 50c for postpaid 
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EDMONT MFG. CO. - Coshocton, 0. 























SMART COLORFUL SWAGGERETTES 


available in green, salmon, or black— 
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If a preparation is truly “just like” or 
“just as good as” Lavoris—it too will 
probably bear the Good Housekeeping 
‘ Bureau Tested and Approved Seal. It is an 
impartial award —let it be your guide. 





Pleasing mouthwash and gargle 
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Ot Fashioned about YOUR EYES 


Pale, scanty lashes and straggly eyebrows are definitely 
“out.’”’ It’s smart to step up your charm with Maybelline — 
the modern eye make-up in good taste. 

Maybelline Mascara darkens your lashes to long sweeping 
loveliness that looks natural. Delightful to use, either in Solid- 
form or the popular new Cream-form (easily applied without 
water). Harmless, tear-proof, non-smarting. Keeps eyelashes 
soft, lustrous and in good condition. 





___ Maybelline Mascara The Maybelline smooth-marking Eyebrow Pencil is per- 
Bo enn ne a ae fectly pointed to form trim, tapering contours. Try this easy 
Black, Brown, Blue. === = way to accent your brows — see how it adds grace and char- 


acter to your expression. 

Why not enjoy the thrill of looking your loveliest, today! 
Make sure you get genuine Maybelline Mascara and Eye- 
brow pencil— approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. 
Generous introductory sizes are obtainable at all 10c stores. 





Maybelline smooth- 


marking Eyebrow Pencil 
in Black or Brown. e 


EYE BEAUTY AIDS 








“i wish I knew some way to 
earn extra money at home?’ 


Thousands of young girls and married women 
have wished they could find some kind of light, 
simple, pleasant work they could do in their 
spare time that would help them to increase 
their personal funds. Perhaps you have often 
felt the same way. Hundreds of women (and 
men too) have discovered the ideal answer to 
their personal financial problems in magazine 
subscription work. 


There’s No Exeuse 
for Empty Purses 5 





— 


There’s really no reason why you can’t # ™""""=MAIL THIS NOW ----" . 


have a substantial income of your own 

. an income that will help you to 
enjoy many of the things you want but 
have always felt you couldn’t quite af- 
ford. Many of our representatives earn 
from $5 to $50 a week extra in their 


Goop HovsreKEeEpPInc, Dept. 539-B, 
57th St. at 8th Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
Please send me, without obligation, com- 
plete details of your money-making plan 
and all necessary supplies. 








Name. ee ae 
spare time. We show you just how to 
start and send you all the information Address 
and supplies you need to begin earning City 
extra money at once. Mail the coupon State 





now ... you'll be glad you did! 
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the yacht far out in the cove, and the 
yacht always guarded, there was no op- 
portunity there. However, there. was a 
small sailboat, scarcely larger than an 
oversized rowboat, anchored by the little 
village where the field hands lived. This 
apparently was unguarded. Some moon- 
less night, they thought, there was a 
chance of seizing it and sailing. But since 
they couldn’t plan on provisioning it and 
had only the vaguest idea of where the 
ship lanes to the large West Indies lay, the 
chance was desperate. If they were even 
twenty-four hours at sea without being 
rescued, they would in that cabinless boat 
expose the women to suffering from the 
intense heat of the sun at least; and if a 
sudden wind rose, to the gravest possible 
danger in those barracuda-filled waters. 

Their better risk, they decided, was in 
the promised arrival of Charles Haver- 
lock. His grandmother had mentioned two 
or three times in the last few days that she 
expected him for Christmas, or, if he were 
delayed, certainly before New Year’s. 

Tony, who realized that he was absurdly 
content to remain indefinitely, to wait 
what happened next, because while he re- 
mained he could see Paula continuously, 
had let himself be persuaded by Bevan 
and Vivian to taking drastic action, if a 
chance offered, when Charles Haverlock 
arrived. They assumed that he would not 
bother to be guarded as carefully or dis- 
creetly as Madame Haverlock arranged 
to be guarded. 

They were resolved to seize him at the 
first opportunity, sail with him in the fish- 
erman’s boat, leaving the women ashore, 
and convince him they would not sail back 
to the island without his promise to take 
them home. How, returned to the island, 
they would compel him to fulfill his prom- 
ise if he chose to contend it was made 
under duress and therefore not binding, 
Tony did not see either. 

However, Bevan said so many times: 
“Charles won’t let us sail twenty minutes 
in that wretched little boat without food 
and water without agreeing to everything 
we want. Charles likes his comforts,” that 
the theory seemed to gain in plausibility 
at every hopeful repetition. 


WEEN Tony came back to Rosamond, 
she said, “You don’t like either of 
those plans, do you?” 

“How you’ve grown in perception down 
here! I think they’re both equally silly. 
Whether we all sail in that dubiously sea- 
worthy boat, or whether Vivian, Bevan, 
and I kidnap Charles in it, what’s to pre- 
vent the launch catching up with us before 
we're half a mile offshore, for one thing?” 

“I know. But it makes Vivian and Bevan 
more cheerful to plan.” 

“They don’t know anything about sail- | 
ing without charts or even a compass. 
They have a touching faith that Pll man- 
age to land them in the path of a cruise 
ship within two hours.” | . 

Rosamond tossed back her tumbled red > 
hair. “I have an idea. Emily gets on beau- 
tifully with Madame Haverlock. They’re ~ 
going to trim a Christmas tree together 
this afternoon. They’re deep in conference 
continually about Christmas surprises for 
the rest of us. Children Emily’s age aren’t 
too grown-up to love secrets.” 

“Well?” 

“T think Emily could get Madame Hav- 
erlock to tell her a great many things we 
all want to know, if she promised not to 
repeat them.” 

“And then you’d have her repeat them?” 

“And then we’d know where we were 
at. Don’t look so indignant, Tony. If it 
isn’t exactly honest, it wasn’t honest either 

for Madame Haverlock to bring us down 
| here.” 

| He didn’t answer. 

| Rosamond sighed. “Tony, you would be 





Notice how your 
children gain! 


Give Horlick’s, 
Malted Milk 
at meals and ¥ 
in between 








LL over the country, happy mothers are 

marveling at the “‘build-up”’ qualities 

of Horlick’s Malted Milk. It’s a tempting, 

delicious drink packed full of valuable body 

nourishment. Chocolate flavored or plain, 

also in compact tablets that youngsters love 
to eat like candy. 

Horlick’s contains the wholesomeness of 
full-cream milk with nutriments extracted 
from wheat and malted barley, proteins, min- 
erals good for teeth and bones and natural 
vitamins. You and all your family can benefit 
from this delicious build-up drink. Insist on 
Horlick’s—a stand-by for over 50 years. Ask 
for Horlick’sat the fountain, too. For sample 
tin of Horlick’s Malted Milk Tablets send a 
3-cent stamp to “Dept.G-5, Horlick’s Malted 
Milk Corp., Racine, Wis.”’ 
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To Bryten 
Hard to Bryten Teeth 


Iodent No. 2 must remove brownish 
smoké stains and polish your teeth 
to gleaming brytness SAFELY— or 
your money back. Contains no grit, 
no pumice. Cannot injure enamel, 
for Iodent Toothpaste and Powder 


are specially made 
by a Dentist and 
guaranteed safe and 
sure. Try refreshing, 
minty Iodent today 
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YOUR IRON! // 


content to stay here admiring the scenery 
luntil you grew a long golden beard and 
looked more like a Viking than ever.” 

He laughed reluctantly, said: “(Come on 
back to the house. It’s time for swim- 
ming.” 

The reason for his willingness to stay 
would be sitting by the pool talking ami- 
ably to Bevan or Emily or Paula. She 
would greet him no more and no less 
amiably than she greeted Rosamond. Still, 
he could see her and, if he were lucky, 
think of something to say that would 
amuse her. 

Rosamond refrained from uttering “Poor 
Tony” again, but—she looked it. 


Ane breakfast, when Emily excused 
herself, saying, “Madame Haverlock 
and [ have ever so much to do today,” with 
delight in her voice, as if she were speak- 
ing of a favorite contemporary, Vivian 
suggested that he and Paula walk across 
the hill to the small cove by the field 
hands’ village. 

Paula said, “Yes,” but she had begun in 
the last week to detest that walk. When 
they reached the wooded point that made 
one arm of the cove, Vivian would sit 
staring at the little sailboat anchored there, 
as if by force of will he could change it 
into a comfortable large ship and put 
them all aboard it sailing north. 

That day it happened as usual, until she 
voiced protest against arguments he had 
not made. 

“It’s a very small boat, Vivian. Tony 
says it will be clumsy to handle, and very 
slow. After all, we’re thoroughly com- 
fortable here, and nothing desperate is 
happening to us. It’s only the last days 
that you have seemed to be unhappy.” 

His voice was more impatient than usual 
with her, “Can’t you understand that noth- 
ing happening is the thing I can’t bear? 
Nothing but endless days and evenings in 
which there’s time to think of all the mis- 
takes one has made in one’s life.” 

Paula was surprised at her own irrita- 
tion. She thought: “Am I one of them? 
Has he had time to think that our engage- 
ment is a mistake? Because that’s easily 
remedied.” But she did not say the words 
aloud, and, in a minute, was glad. 

Vivian took her hand. “I simply could 
not bear these aimless days without you 
here to share them. I know I’m being very 
difficult, and I am sorry. But I’ve worked 
too long to change. Days had a purpose, 
or seemed to have.” 

She told him steadily, “And will again, 
as soon as we’re at home.” 

But he went on with his own thought. 
“You’re right that it is only recently I’ve 
been unhappy. At first I believed that 
Madame Haverlock would announce at 
any moment that we were sailing home, 
and make some sort of explanation. Now 
I realize she might keep us here months 
or a year. It would be perfectly possible 
for her.” 

Paula attempted to jest. “She would 
probably grow bored with us long before 
a year.” But she was thinking that she 
ought to care about the date of their re- 
turn; ought to grieve for Vivian’s business, 
in the building of which she had helped 
him through years; ought to miss her own 
fairly purposeful days—but did not! 

Vivian said: “When I talked about my 
mistakes, I meant principally that I have 
neglected Emily, that I don’t know her 
very well, that she seems content for us 
to be casual friends and no more. She 
wasn’t even very much interested when 
I told her you and I were going to be 
married.” 

“We've been around for years in her 
life. We can’t expect to compete with all 
these novelties.” 

Vivian looked more cheerful. He said: 
“T suppose that’s so. Still, I can’t under- 
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stand why she admires Madame Haver- 
lock so much.” 

“That’s easy, too. The benevolent god- 
mother of all the old fairy tales. The per- 
son who waves a wand and produces air- 
planes, yachts, tropical islands, and so on, 
in this modern version. Our hostess is 
rather like that—except you’ve stopped 
believing she is benevolent. I wouldn’t be 
too sure she was anything else, Vivian.” 

He was again impatient. “Appearing for 
forty-five minutes at luncheon and an 
hour at dinner, making conversation about 
impersonal matters, as at one of the dinner 
parties she no doubt dominated in the 
nineties, when she looked like her Sargent 
portrait!” 

“You hate having anyone dominate your 
life but yourself, Vivian.” 

“I suppose so.” He hesitated. “Will you 
promise to marry me the day we land in 
New York, whether that day’s near or 
fanaa 

“Why?” Yet—her reluctance was just 
not sensible. 

“T’]1 be comforted for the uncertainty 
of our present by settling our futures as 
definitely as possible.” 

That first day that he had asked her to 
marry him “after Christmas,” she had said 
“in the spring,” had wanted time to feel 
secure in their new relationship. That was 
all. Now, when she hesitated, it was for 
some illogical reason connected with Tony 
Nash, some feeling that he and she still 
had something important to say to each 
other before— She stopped her thought. 
They had nothing important. They had 
shared a mood once, one bright day when 
they landed on this island. That was all. 

She told Vivian: “I won’t promise to 
marry you the day we reach New York, 
for two practical reasons. First, that we 
shall have a hundred things to do to repair 
the damage Charles Haverlock has done 
to Yule Incorporated. Second, because I 
shall want to buy clothes and feel myself 
a conventional bride with a trousseau.” 

There was a question unspoken in his 
dark glance upon her. 

She gave him reassurance hastily. “But 
I will promise to marry you two weeks 
from the day we reach New York. Will 
that do?” 

She was glad he had not asked the ques- 
tion, the same question she would never 
ask. Four words. “Do you love me?” 

He said, “That will do,” and kissed her. 


Meta’ HAVERLOCK sat in a-tall 
chair in the room with the Sargent 
portrait, a room much disordered now by 
boxes of Christmas-tree ornaments. Miss 
Devereaux, the housekeeper, had come in 
to offer her services in the tree’s decora- 
tions, but Emily had said hastily, 

“Madame Haverlock and I can manage, 
thank you,” and when she was gone, “More 
fun by ourselves, don’t you think?” 

“Very much more fun,” Madame Hav- 
erlock agreed. 

The tree, though huge, was artificial. 
That had disappointed Emily slightly until 
Madame Haverlock explained that the 
needles of a real pine tree would drop off 
too quickly in the heat, even if she had 
had the forethought to import a real tree. 

“Well, you couldn’t be expected to re- 
member everything,” Emily assured her. 
“Fortunate you had this artificial tree from 
that other Christmas you were here.” 

Madame Haverlock’s chair was beneath 
the Sargent portrait, so she was sitting as 
Tony Nash had wanted to see her. Emily, 
between arranging garlands of tinsel, made 
comment on the contrast unhesitatingly. 
“You were very pretty when you were 
young, weren’t you? Judging from that 
picture. Still, you’re more interesting- 
looking now. My father says it’s better to 
be interesting-looking.” 

“It’s a comfort, at least. Are you glad 
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your father is marrying Paula Hum- 
phreys?” 

Emily hesitated, said: “No, I’m not ex- 
actly glad. When I was a little girl, I used 
to pretend my mother would come back 
from India one day, miraculously unmar- 
ried, and she and Father would remarry, 
and then I would have them both. Things 
don’t come out like that except in very 
old-fashioned novels. Do they?” 

“No. Not usually,” Madame Haverlock 
agreed. 

“Aside from that, I like Paula very 
much, and she’s not likely to order me 
about. Still, when I grew too old to believe 
Mother would come back from India by 
a miracle, I looked forward to being 
hostess for my father when I grew up, and 
being useful and important to him gen- 
erally. Now that won’t happen.” 

“But, Emily, that might last for a few 
years; then you would marry, and your 
father might be lonelier than ever.” 

“I suppose so. Still those of us at school 
who are children of the divorced agree 
that if our parents didn’t want to be lonely 
when they were old, they might have 
stayed together when they were young.” 

“Quite.” 

“Tet’s not talk about all that any more, 
if you don’t mind, Madame Haverlock. It 
upsets me a little.” 

“All right. What do you want to talk 
about?” 

“T ache to know why you brought us 
here, naturally. But you’d better not tell 
me. Bevan and Rosamond would try to 
make me tell them, if you did. I don’t 
think Tony or Father or Paula would.” 

“T promise to tell you before I tell the 
rest of them, Emily.” 


ee girl arranged six strings of green 
balls in sequence. “That’s a nice com- 
position. If I can’t paint by the time I’m 
twenty well enough to know I’m going to 
be good, I shall insist Father let me help 
him. Photography is the next best thing, 
don’t you think?” 

“I expect so. Which of our guests do you 
like best, aside from your father and 
Paula, of course?” 

“Oh, Tony Nash. Don’t you like him 
best?” 

“Yes, in a way.” 

A sudden humming sound filled the 
morning air, increasing to a roar. 

Emily looked up, startled. 

“It?s only my grandson, Charles, arriv- 
ing by seaplane. If you like, Emily, you 
might advise your father and the rest of 
them not to try to kidnap him or sail wit 
or without him in that fisherman’s boat. 
It’s a most uncomfortable boat, and very 
slow.” 

Emily laughed. “Madame Haverlock, 
you are wonderful. They’ve all been so 
secretive. I didn’t know whether it would 
be fair to tell you—” 

“No. You were quite right, child. But 
anyone except a thorough imbecile would 
have recognized the conspiratorial expres- 
sion on Bevan Roades’ face. He’s been 
walking up and down outside the French 
windows trying to hear bits of our con- 
versation, you know, for the last half 
hour. Now he’s no doubt gone down to 
welcome Charles.” 

“Let’s finish the tree before they all 
come bothering us.” 

The silence was unbroken for several 
minutes; then, “I’ve got a nice present for 
you to give your father, Emily.” 

“What?” 

“A most elaborate camera and great 
quantities of color film.” 

“He'll be delighted.” 

“Yes,” said Madame Haverlock drily. 
“It proves one can’t change the leopard’s 
spots, generally. I don’t mind telling you, 
Emily, that this experiment is not working 
out altogether as I hoped.” 
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“That’s not fair,” said Emily. “I mean 
if you aren’t going to say what the experi- 
ment is, you shouldn’t make me more 
curious than I am.” 

Madame Haverlock smiled, but before 
she could reply Miss Devereaux knocked 
and came into the room. 

“Mr. Charles wants to know if you are 
free to see him, Madame.” 

“All right. Tell him to come in,” Madame 
Haverlock said. 

The sound of the seaplane’s motors had 
brought Bevan from his pacing outside 
the shuttered French windows, Rosamond 
and Tony from the swimming pool, Vivian 
and Paula from the point by the smaller 
cove. Vivian, Bevan, and Rosamond hur- 
ried down toward the dock, but Tony said: 

“Ten to one it’s just Charles Haverlock, 
as more or less promised. Let’s wait here 
to greet him, Paula.” 

“Here” was the seaward side of the 
house. They could see the plane taxiing 
toward the dock. 

“The terrace is cooler and more com- 
fortable, Paula.” 

“Yes, it is.” 


paey went through the house. As usual, 
at that hour in the morning, there was 
a pitcher of lemonade, tall glasses, and a 
plate of cookies on a terrace table. Tony 
poured lemonade for*them both, passed 
cookies to Paula. “Stage set, just like any 
terrace on Long Island, any undramatic 
Sunday morning after golf among the 
young-married, isn’t it?” 

“If one leaves out the tropical foliage 
in the near foreground, Tony.” 

“l’m afraid, my sweet, you’re literal- 
minded.” 

“I shouldn’t wonder. It’s almost the same 
thing as being practical, and I’ve always 
been practical.” 

“Inconsistent, though. Don’t you realize 
every normal instinct of curiosity should 
send you panting down to the dock to see 
if by chance the seaplane brings you a 
rescuer?” 

“Rescuer from what?” 

“From exile. Or do you still not mind 
exile any more than I do?” 

“Tt’s bearable.” 

-His smile was warm. “Just possibly 
more than that? Just conceivably a state 
from which you don’t want to be res- 
cued?” 

“What charming nonsense you talk, 
Tony.” 

“Is it charming? Then why have you 
avoided it, insofar as the fairly narrow 
limits of the island have permitted?” 

She was frank, and he wondered 
whether that frankness masked anything 
at all, or just indicated his unimportance 
in her eyes. 

“Tye been avoiding you because you 
make me a little uncomfortable.” 

“T haven’t meant to make you uncom- 
fortable.” 

She flung her dark head back. Her eyes 
were fixed on the distance, on the river . 
winding to the farther sea, or on her 
thoughts. He could not tell. 

She quoted, mocking a little, the words, 
“‘For there in a far forgotten place, the 
life I might have led is lost to me!’ That’s 
from a somewhat forgotten poet, Tony. 
ree cies Lang. My father was fond of 

im 
“What’s the relevance of the quotation, 
between you and me, Paula?” 

“Tf I had been a’glamour girl, involved in 

a glamorous career, I might have believed 

3 someone glamorous as Tony Nash, per- 
apsen 

He stood up, walked the length of the 
terrace. “I hate the noun ‘glamour’, Paula, 
and the adjective ‘glamorous.’ You might 
guess I would hate them and use them for 
that reason, as a way of indicating the 
hopelessness—” 
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She said: “I don’t dislike you, Tony. I 
don’t.” 

He turned and faced her, looking rather 
white under his tan. “No. I suppose not. 
You dislike the fact that I’ve tried to 
intrude on your well-organized life. Yes, 
I know. For years and years and years 
you worked hard, set your days in a pat- 
tern. You’re afraid to throw the pattern 
away. You will marry Vivian Yule, who is 
an extremely nice person and deserves 
better, if you asked my opinion—which 
you have not, because you're afraid of 
the disorder that would ensue if you ex- 
amine your own emotions toward him; 
or his toward you, for that matter. You 
won’t admit that all the years you worked 
beside him were finished the day we 
sailed. You pretend that this is an inter- 
lude of no more significance than a wait 
at a railroad station for a train that was 
delayed. You won’t admit that these weeks 
could change your life or his or mine. 
It would be dangerous to admit it.” 
“You have no right to be so angry with 
e. 
He laughed. “Probably not. I’m plead- 
ing for the right to be angry with you, 
bored with you, gay with you, at ease with 
you, intensely happy with you—in gen- 
eral, in love with you.” 


m 


GHE was breathless and waited until her 
voice was steady. But she had not 
meant her voice to be so stiff. “I am going 
to marry Vivian two weeks after our return 
to New York. You are being ridiculous.” 

He crossed the terrace to her. He picked 
her up off her feet and held her close 
against him. “Then why didn’t you run 
down to the dock, my darling, to see 
whether just possibly the seaplane was 
the harbinger of good tidings that we 
sailed for New York tomorrow?” 

“Tony, let me go.” 

“In a minute, Paula. When you tell me 
you don’t love Vivian, who doesn’t love 
you. I’m going to tell Vivian he doesn’t 
love you and I do. I’m going to tell him 
today.” 

She said, “No, no,” and something in her 
tone startled him. 

He put her down very gently in a ter- 
race chair, and stood looking at her, his 
face puzzled. 

“TI grant you this, Tony. I may not love 
him as love’s supposed to be. But I like 
him much too much to let you hurt him. 
Listen for one moment, and I'll tell you 
why you must never hurt him.” Her voice 
grew quieter as she spoke, almost as if 
she were repeating a passage she had 
read in a book and was attempting to 
phrase it precisely. “He doesn’t love me. 
I know that. All his life he’ll love Emily’s 
mother in the way men seem to have of 
loving forever the person who has most 
hurt them. That doesn’t touch me. But I— 
to whom he’s given opportunity, friend- 
ship, advice, comfort, everything that’s 
made my life happy since I was a girl 
alone, only two years older than Emily is 
now—will never hurt him if I can help it. 
And I shan’t be unhappy married to him, 
either. I’m not sacrificing anything. I shall 
be very happy, very peaceful.” 

“That again!” Tony’s voice was aston- 
ishingly bitter, as if he who had such fine 
control of the situation had reached at last 
the end of patience. “You aren’t preparing 
for a career on the stage, Paula. There is 
no need for you to dramatize yourself as 
—as Rosamond does. You know as well 
as I do that peace is a goal to be reached 
at the end of life, not the impetus for one’s 
beginning. Why don’t you admit reality? 
Why don’t you say to yourself: “Vivian for 
seven years gave me opportunity, friend- 
ship, advice; in return for which he re- 
ceived my friendship, loyalty, and good 
service. We have been everything to each 
other that two staunch friends can be. 











CHEAPEST anc 
SUREST WAY 


to stop Moths— 


bij” $F 





to the bother and expense of sprin- 
kling, wrapping, storing away. This 
year, mothproof with Larvex and save 
yourself time, trouble and money! 

Larvex is quick, cheap, sure! Sim- 
ply spray each garment with liquid 
Larvex (the Larvex hand sprayer is 
easy to use, the power sprayer on your 
vacuum cleaner even easier). For 
blankets and washables, use Rinsing 
Larvex according to instructions. 
That’s all there is to it—yet every 
Larvexed woolen is safe from moth 
damage. Moths will not—cannot eat 
Larvexed woolens._ 

And this colorless, odorless, real 
moth protection is cheap to use! 
When Larvex is bought by the gallon, 
you can mothproof a man’s suit for 
only 25¢—you can protect every Tug 
and chair for surprisingly little! 

This year, mothproof as 
big woolen mills do. Use 
Larvex—and know 
you’vedonethejobright! 


THIS YEAR DO YOUR 
MOTHPROOFING RIGHT 


LARVEX 


1S QUICK, CHEAP, SURE 


LARVEX 


GOTHES-FURNITURE-RUGS 





THIS NEW WAY 


Make beautiful, becoming 
clothes for yourself, and at 
the same time discover 
what an exciting hobby, 
what a thrilling adventure 
the making of lovely 


: dresses can be. Mary 





Brooks Picken, America’s Mary Brooks Picken 
foremost sewing authority, has created an en- 
tirely new 100-Point Plan that brings class- 
toom methods to you in your home. There 
are no tedious “lessons” to study. You learn 
by actually making 17 attractive garments, 
including daytime, afternoon, and evening | 
dresses and ensembles. Al) fabrics, patterns, 
+ and supplies are furnished. Their made-up ¢ 


* value far exceeds your tuition. Send for free ft 
‘ booklet containing full information. te 
} MARY BROOKS PICKEN SCHOOL, Inc. + 
* Dept. 37, 285 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. b 
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use your OLD 
Rugs, Clothing 


Mail Coupon or 1c Postal 
for big FREE BOOK of 
Rugs and ModelRoomsin 
Color.Shows how we merge, 
shred, sterilize and reclaim 
wool in all kinds of old rugs, 
clothing—bleach, respin, 
redye and weave luxurious, 


Seambens, Reversible 


OLSON RUGS 
—Any Size You Want 


CHOICE of 66 Early Amer- 
ican, Oriental and modern 
designs, solid colors, blends, 
ovals. Orders Filled in Week. 
PHONE your Freight or 
Railway Express man to call 
at your door for material, 
and ship it at our expense. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed.Our 
65th year. Factory-to- You! 
(Beware of agents.) 


aaa 


ata 
HUG Lit) 


+ lees 


uG CO. 
LSON R 6 
es NEW yORK SAN Pn ps 
Mail to 2800 N. Crawford, CT ae at 
Mail this Coupon or 1¢ Postal for 


FORA 


STURDY 





_____________— 
YA acquainted offer—2 balls white Angora, $1. 


FOR SPORT SUITS - COATS - DRESSES. F 
Our yarns are Ist Grade quality. Specialists for over 25 


Satisfaction or Money Refunded. 
J.C. YARN CO., Dept. GH-5S, 


































But now the time is reached when we can 
do no more for each other. Vivian shall 
go on to his peaceful years. I will go on 
to love, to making a home with Tony, who 
loves me.’” 

Their eyes met and held. Paula thought: 
“How handsome he is when he is angry! 
I should be furious with him for speaking 
to me like that. But I’m finding it increas- 
ingly difficult to be annoyed with him 
about anything. What was it he said—‘to 
be angry with you, bored with you, gay 
with you!’ But I will forget that when I'm 
in New York with Vivian. I must forget 
Tee 

Then Tony’s eyes were looking beyond 
her shoulder, and one of those swift 
transitions changed his expression as he 
said: “She who is about to be your step- 
daughter is coming out of the far wing, 
Paula. You had better compose your face, 
which looks—disturbed. You needn’t be 
so upset, my dear. I promise you I shan’t 
speak to Vivian. I don’t suppose I ever 
meant to really.” 


Ae EMILY came abreast of them, he 
turned to her, and sounded gay enough. 

“Well, Emily, why aren’t you down on 
the beach welcoming the equivalent of the 
Marines? Or are you too young to have 
heard of the Marines as symbols of rescue 
of people in distress?” 

“We aren’t any of us in distress, are 
we?” Emily inquired. “Besides, it’s only 
Charles Haverlock, and I saw enough of 
him on my way down here. He’s gone to 
talk with his grandmother. I expect all the 
others are trying to bribe the pilot to fly 
them somewhere or other. Although none 
of that’s any use. Madame Haverlock told 
me to tell you so.” 

Tony laughed and laughed at that. 
Emily, seeming to sense the tension in the 
atmosphere, glanced carefully from one 
to the other, and her eyes grew bright 
with satisfaction as if she had made a great 
discovery and was storing it in her mind 
for some future use. 

“I guess I interrupted you,” she finally 
said, turning to leave them. “T’'ll look up 
the others, although it seems to me that 
we'd all enjoy this place more if we 
stopped trying to think of ways to get 
away from it.” 

“You're quite right, my dear,” Paula 
echoed, and added in her thoughts, “I 
don’t want ever to get away from here— 
or from Tony.” 

(To be continued) 





PORTRAIT 
By Gertrude Ryder Bennett 


YOUR eyes have sketched me till I dare 
to feel 

There is a likeness of me in your heart. 

Would there be restless times to make you 
steal 

An upward glance if we should ever part? 

The valued canvases are often those 

Upon whose surface years have left their 
sign; 

And one who loves a mellowed painting 
knows 

A reverence for every shade and line. 

I like your eyes to sketch me as they do. 

With all my heart I pray that this may be 


»| A canvas that will grow more dear to you 


When hung upon your wall of memory. 


Perhaps some day, alone and wondering, 


: : ‘ ; 
dei batel a meet You might regard it as a treasured thing. 


08 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


















KLEAR-VU Pliofilm Covers 
are air and moisture proof. 
KLEAR-VU Covers seal the 
flavor- prevent foods from 
drying out. Odors cannot 
pass through and 
contaminate your re- 
frigerator. Save food 
, .. save dollars with 
KLEAR-VU. .. 


ON SALE AT CHAIN & DEPT. STORES 


ATHLETES FOOT 


TWO WAY TREATMENT 


if a 





AT ALL 
5and 10+ STORES 


CroxPaxFormulafor Athlete’s Foot 
For Soreness, Itching, Cracks, Blisters between 
toes due to Athlete’s Foot, apply freely at night. 
As a Liniment, massage sore muscles or bruises. 
CroxPax Osmidrosis Foot Powder.. 
An Antiseptic Deodorizing Powder for the treat- 
ment of odorous perspiration and Athlete's 
Foot. For day use sprinkle in hose and in shoes. 
Soothes hot, tired, aching feet. Mentholated. 
OVER A MILLION PACKAGES USED 
FOR FOOT HEALTH INSIST ON 


CRO«PAX FOOT AIDS 


If your 10c Store can’t supply you, send name 
of store and 25 cents to Dept. D, CroPax Prod- 
ucts Co., 1272 Ontario St., Cleveland, Ohio. 


Name 
Address : 


Store Name 





DR. EDDY’S 


Question- ox 


Questions addressed to Good 
Housekeeping Bureau will be an- 
swered only when accompanied 
by a stamped envelope. Prescrip- 
tional advice cannot be given, 
nor can food or drug samples be 
analyzed. Address Dr. Walter H. 
Eddy, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Vine. 


They Do Not Lose Much 


How can string beans have any food value 
after having been processed for two hours and 
then boiled before being served? 

Mrs. HE. H. 


It has been found that vegetables may 
carry the germ that causes a poison called 
botulinus and that, in order to destroy 
both the germ and toxin, a certain period 
of heat treatment is essential. Processing 
and cooking, therefore, insure against 
poisoning by this organism. If heating is 
done with exclusion of air, or slight con- 
tact with air, there will be no destruction 
of either vitamin A or C. Vitamin B suf- 
fers some destruction by heat alone. These 
are the only factors of nutritional signifi- 
cance which are affected by the cooking 
process. You still have all of the protein, 
fats, carbohydrates, minerals, and calorie 
values which are in the beans to start 
with, regardless of the processing by heat. 


It Conserves Vitamins 


Does the pressure cooker destroy vitamins ? 
Mrs. G. S. M. 


Two advantages of the pressure cooker 
are that, first, it accomplishes the cook- 
ing of products in a shorter period of 
time, and, second, it tends to do the cook- 
ing in steam instead of air. As a result 
of the exclusion of air and the shorter 
period of heat application, cooking with 
the pressure cooker causes less vitamin 
destruction than does open-kettle prepa- 
ration of food products. 


Good Protein 


Has. egg white any value? 
Mrs. J. M. 


Egg white, or egg albumen, is actually 
a mixture of about three kinds of protein 
of good quality. For repair purposes the 
ordinary individual requires that about 15 
percent of his total calorie intake be of 
protein of good quality. Egg white, there- 
fore, could supply part of this requirement 
very efficiently. 

The yolk of the egg contains not only 
protein of good quality but certain fatty 
substances that are of value, and it is also 
the place where the hen deposits vitamin 
A and other vitamins. We could put it, 
then, that egg white is valuable as protein; 
the egg yolk is valuable in supplying not 
only protein but vitamins and nutrients. 
Incidentally, the yolk is a good source of 
iron and other minerals the body needs. 


Good Sources of A and C 


I should like to know what vitamin is con- 
tained in parsley. 
Miss O. P. 


Most people think that sprigs of parsley 
are simply decorative. They are exceed- 
ingly rich in vitamins A and C, and we 
strongly recommend that the next time 
you serve the meat dish garnished with 
parsley, you eat the parsley as well as 
the meat. 


Frozen and Canned Foods Are Nutritious 


Do foods lose any of their nutritional values 
when canned or frozen? 
Myre: V.oP. 


Dr. Carl Fellers of the Massachusetts 
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Royledge Shelving im- 

mediately wins confidence. 

It doesn’t curl at the edges to 
become a catch-all for dust. It 
goes up in a jiffy without tacking 
—lies straight and neat—stays 
fresh and clean for months. 


Why is Royledge so satisfying—so practical? Because of its 
wonderful patented edge, which is double thick and strong. 
Just “feel it” and you'll understand why this is the most 
serviceable shelving you can buy. It’s beautiful, too—in a 
choice of colorful patterns for every closet in your house. 


Royledge costs 5¢ for 9 ft. at all 5¢ and 10¢, neighborhood, 
or dept. stores. (10¢ sizes, too.) Roylace, Brooklyn, N. Y. 


SAVOGRAN 
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SAVOGRAN 
CLEANER 


Cleans every- 
thing easier. 
Removes grease and ground- 
in dirt like magic. 45 yearsa 
favorite. A little does a lot. 


ratedond Approved 


oe 3340 


Good Housekeeping 
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SAVOGRAN 
CRACK FILLER 


The patented powder form plastic. 
Just add water. Fills, repairs, tight- 
ens, seals, patches. Will not shrink, 


SAVOGRAN 
WOOD PUTTY 


The real wood powder plastic — 

easily tooled. Ideal for wood re- 

pee and craft uses. Patented. 
akes paint or stain, 


SAVOGRAN 
REMOVER & BLEACHER 


For floors, Triple action. Removes 

old wax, varnish, shellac; cleans 

and bleaches in one operation. 
a Write for Free Folder 

THE SAVOGRAN COMPANY, 34 India Wharf 

Boston, Mass. 





Ironing shirts is easy as pie SAAT) 
you starch with Staley's handy, 
| starch CUBES. No 
chance of starch being too thick, too 
thin. No lumps to cause sticking, 
scorching. Ironing 
is quicker, easier. 
A.E. Staley Mfg. Co., 
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COSTS NO MORE 
THAN OLD-TYPE 
STARCH 
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f Ly FURNITURE 
Or COURSE, I didn’t have them made to 
order. These ready-to-put-on covers, with the 
Patented STA-FAST feature (exclusive with Sure- 
Fit) work wonders with the furniture. Right 
now, my room is alive with bright, beautiful 
cretonnes, with one of the chairs covered in a 
new striped material. And they’re so easy to put 


on and take off. Make sure to insist on 
genuine Sure-Fit Furniture Covers. 


CHAIRS $995 DAVENPORTS §$ 95 
nei eee up 
At leading Department and Furniture Stores or 
write for FREE swatches to Dept. G-5,. 
Sure-Fit Products Co., H & Westmoreland Sts., Phila., Pa. 


Makers of Swanks—Self-adjusting 
Knitted Furntture Covers. 


4429 
vat 








Take a tip from the food editors 
of leading magazines, They have learned that bright 
red pimientos are a sure success in planning colorful, 
appetizing meals. Even inexpensive, creamed chipped 
beef with Sunshine Pimientos becomes glorified 
creamed beef a la King. Sunshine Pimientos are 
healthful, too, being rich in vitamins A and C. 


FREE—tut color roman- 
tic story of Pimientos, 
recipes, 16-pagecookbook 
and directions for making 
a famous chef’s Butterfly 
salad. See how millions of 
women use America’s fa- 
vorite garnish. Send post- 
card to Pomona Products 


Co., Box G, Griffin, Ga. 





=~ pIMIENTOS 


21 EVERY 









Agricultural College at Amherst, Mass., 
has reported studies of frozen foods and 
their vitamin-C content. From these re- 
ports it seems the freezing process protects 
very satisfactorily against destruction of 
vitamin C. 

In the case of the canned products, there 
is likewise little loss of vitamin C due to 
the fact that the modern canning process 
effectually excludes air from contact with 
the vitamin C in the canned foods. Heating 
alone will not destroy this vitamin; but 
if air is present, destruction takes place, 
slowly when the product is cold and more 
rapidly when it is warm. 

The other vitamins suffer little change, 
in either freezing or canning. 


It Depends On Oxidation 


Is it true that home-canned tomato juice 
put up in airtight glass jars and stored in a 
dark place loses food value? 

Mrs. D. KE. G. 


The only losses that are liable to occur 
in home canning of tomato juice, as con- 
trasted with commercial canning, are due 
to the difference in efficiency of the two 
methods in preventing the access of air 
during the canning process. 

There is no reason why, if sufficient at- 
tention is given to preventing oxidation 
during the canning process, there should 
be any significant loss of vitamin C in 
home-canned tomato juice. 


Margarines Are Good Sources of Energy 
Is there any food value in margarine ? 


Margarines are combinations of edible 
fats and milk solids. They have all the 
values of butter except vitamin-A content, 
which is in the butter fat. Recently a num- 
ber of margarine brands have added vita- 
min A or vitamins A and D. 

Whether the margarines are reinforced 
with vitamins or not, they have practically 
the same calorie value or energy produc- 
ing power as butter. 


Some More Than Others 


I should like to know whether the body 
stores up vitamins. 
Mrs. V.8. 8B. 


The ability of the body to store vitamins 
varies with the kind of vitamin. For in- 
stance, the liver is a natural storehouse 
for vitamin A, although it is also stored 
in other parts of the body. Consequently 
stored vitamin A may carry one over a 
low period for a considerable length of 
time. In the case of test animals, white 
rats for example, it takes nearly 35 days 
to deplete completely the storage supplies 
of this vitamin. 

In the case of vitamin B, depletion takes 
place much more rapidly. This is one rea- 
son for urging a daily intake of this factor 
to insure against deficiency. Vitamin-C 
depletion also takes place rather rapidly 
through excretion of the C in the urine. 

In brief, vitamin A is the only vitamin 
which has any long period of storage in 
the body, and it is advisable to plan your 
diets so that your quota of vitamins may 
be supplied daily if possible. 


Little Protein in Butter 


IT am wondering if there is any protein of 
good quality in good butter. 
Miss F. M. D. 


Butter is the fat of milk and runs almost 
100 percent pure fat. You will find that 
most tables giving food values give no 
protein value to butter. 


The Answer Is No 


_ Does it harm food to salt it when cooking 
in an aluminum receptacle? 
Mrs, M.T. L. 


You can use salt on foods in your alu- 
minum cooking utensils without any fear 
of harmful effects. 
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New self adjusting back design. Stretchable 

TCM Me aC AC Cou Cr 

for ease. Preshrunk materials. Write Jane 
Jackson for free figure analysis. 


VENUS FOUNDATIONS, INC. 
NEW YORK +- CHICAGO + SAN FRANCISCO 
Color Afghan Yarn $2.64 Ib. Pom- 
padour and Saxony $3.00 Ib. Shet- 
land $2.25 lb. Tweed Coat Yarn 


$2.75 lb. Also Four Extraordinary Specials. Est. 20 Yrs. 
YARN NOVELTY CO., 42-F North 9th St., Phila., Pa. 
a ee ee eee 
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SALADS with VEG-ALL 


MIXED VEGETABLES 





Send for 600 FREE Samples 
Detailed instructions FREE, 4 


“l make Springtime vegetable 

salads quickly... easily... with 

Veg-All Mixed Vegetables. 

You should try them.”” 

Yes, you SHOULD try Veg-All 

Mixed Vegetables. Not until you 

havetried them yourself can you appreciate their 
convenience, fresh color and fine flavor. Every 
can of Veg-All brings you 10 choice vegetables, 
perfectly diced, perfectly cooked, ready to serve 
...extra fancy celery, string beans, peas, corn, 
green lima beans, potato, carrots, okra, onion, 
pimento. For aspic salads, ring mold salads and 
salad bowls, Veg-All gives you theperfect variety 
of vegetables. Ask your grocer for “‘Veg-All.”” 


send for FREE RECIPES 


Mail coupon for 19 interesting 


recipes and menus. Look also 
for helpful recipes and menus 
on every Veg-All label. 


THE LARSEN COMPANY, GHS59 


Green Bay, Wisconsin 
Please send me your FREE “‘Veg-Al! Meal Planner.” 


Name 





Grace at the Awkward Age 


(Continued from page 52) 
Accessories. Most little girls don’t like 
hats. But they have to wear them on occa- 
sion: to church, to school, to town. A 
classic brimmed felt in a bright pastel is 
becoming to all girls and is invariably less 
objectionable to them than any other kind 
of headgear. On page 49 Gloria wears a 
perfect little girl’s hat, and reluctantly 
admits that she likes it fine! 

Most. little girls groan when their 
mothers ask them to wear stockings. Girls 
prefer socks. But again there are times 
when they have to wear stockings. Many 
schools require them; stockings look better 
with afternoon clothes, and should be 
worn in the city. A girl’s stockings may be 
lisle or service-weight silk. The latter is 
the less’ expensive, and wears well, too. 

Short white cotton gloves are pretty 
with navy blue and with sunny summer 
pastels; brown cotton gloves are most 
serviceable for everyday wear, and look 
best with tweeds. 


FOOT REST 
STYLE and COMFORT 


Your stride will be brisk because 
you’re proud of your smart and 
colorful new Foot Rest shoes. Your 
step will be energetic, graceful,sure, 
because your feet are cushioned and 
supported by Four-Spot Comfort 
features. You active women who 
want both style and comfort, try 
Foot Rests. You'll like them.There’s 
a Foot Rest shoe for every woman. 
Free style folder, and list of 
BE dealers. The Krippendorf- 



















Underclothes. Gloria, Dottie, Lucretia, and 
Mildred are old enough now to wear cot- 
ton, rayon, or silk slips that are fitted, that 
have soft princess lines. The straight slips 
younger children wear are too bulky for 


developing figures. Silk or rayon panties = ma : i 

may be substituted for the younger cot- ON Laas Dittmann Company, 367 E. 
ton pants. A loose uplift bra helps a de- FOOT REST 7th Street, Cincinnati, O. 
veloping bust to remain firm, high, proud. ae 


Good Grooming. Fine feathers do not 
make fine birds unless the feathers are 
carefully tended. A girl is never too young 
to learn to take care of her clothes. She 
should wash her stockings every evening; 
wash her gloves frequently. Some part of 
each week should be devoted to repairing 
runs in stockings, to mending gloves, see- 
ing that hems are all tightly stitched, to 
brushing hats, shining shoes, brushing 
coats and skirts. 

The Beauty Clinic joins the Fashion De- 


partment in stressing the fact that every : | GUARD & Jz EASIER TO 


morning and evening a girl should take Soe YOUR 


care of her skin, hair, and teeth! Hair is vs - voc9 b 
not glossy, healthy, or pretty unless it is ie FAMILY’S WASH WINDOWS 
brushed daily, shampooed at least every ry f yD 

two weeks, and kept neatly in curl. Strag- oa ; 
~ gling ends, dull, lack-luster hair will make 
any little girl look shabby, no matter how 
smartly she may be dressed. 

Teeth need scrupulous scrubbing with a 
good dentifrice and a good brush, both 
morning and night, and after luncheon, 
too, when that can be managed. A mild 
mouthwash should be used every morn- 


All Styles 56? 


Denver West $6.85 


4-SPOT COMFORT 


A— Heel Cushion ° 

B— Rolled Insole, aids poise 
C— Metatarsal Cushion 
D—Snug Heelast, grips heel 


g. 

Water and a good complexion soap will 
go a long way toward keeping a young 
skin young and healthy and is the only aid 
for an oily skin. But if a girl has a dry or 
chapped skin, she should lather cream 





over her face while she bathes (And every a 2 ion bat : oy With the Du Pont Sponge made of 

girl must make a habit of bathing every ae ¢ A a : cellulose, that... 

single day!), and of using a little cream Zz | -c e HOLDS 20 TIMES 

before going to bed. | ~ eotteeay —\ ats WEIGHT IN WATER @ IS 
alae merece aa care. ches epee our wee WHEN WET ’ 

of course, be kept clean, neatly filed. ae 

short oval is the best shape for a young FEATURING— OTHER USES: bath: dishwashingand other 


girl. A good buffing lotion and plenty of | = housebold cleaning jobs + car washing 
buffing will keep the nail healthy and D | G FE ST oC S A | EE your grocet, druggist, hardware or 


bright in color. Now and then she should automotive dealer cannot supply you, 


use a cuticle lotion to soften her cuticle ANTACID POWDER send 25¢ in U. S. stamps to Du Pont, 
so that she can keep it pushed back neatly : Dept. G-2, Wilmington, Del. 
from her moons. For parties the little girl A PUREPAC HOUSEHOLD REMEDY (Three other sizes—45¢ to 
can use a rosy cake polish and buff her Tested and Approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau || | $1.10) 
nails until they shine. If she will always A teaspoonful of Digestosal in a half glass 
remember to spare a few seconds to use of water usually relieves promptly digestive 
a hand lotion after each hand scrubbing Ad ha Niedios epee as PR 
5 as, Belching, Hear F , 
(And we hope these will be frequent!) she belongs in aieri Famtiy's medicine eae 


will be rewarded by having lovely, soft 





hands. ; hae Rint raat 
The habit of careful grooming will keep (Econinlenl large size’ Sc) hacia 
a girl lovely and smart long after she is a | we 


grandmother. PUREPAC CORPORATION - NEW YORK, NW. Yt 
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“The night of my thirteen year old daughter's 
return from her first summer at camp was un- 
usually cold for the end of August. A fire seemed 
indicated. As | was about to lay one she quickly 
knelt by the hearth and with unfamiliar authority 
questioned me—'Do you prefer the kindling on 
the top or on the bottom?' ‘On the bottom’ said 
|, whereupon she replied in a slightly superior 
tone—'Well of course that is the proper way, but 
many people do it differently." 


In that incident is the essence of some of the 
changes which camp wrought in her during eight 
short weeks; her quickness to make herself useful, 
her recognition of other opinions than her own, 
efficiency in performing small tasks and a cer- 
tain self reliant attitude. 


NEW .ENGLAND 


GIVE THEM A MAINE | 
a 


SUMMER IN 


Send your children to a Maine camp 
this year. They'll grow brown and 
sturdy in the sun-warmed, bracing 
Maine air. Sports for all—sailing, fish- 
ing, swimming, riding, hiking. 13,000 
campers last year! Write for free camp 
booklet. Maine Development Commis- 
sion, Box G, State House, Augusta, Me. 











NEW ENGLAND—BOYS 


Passaconaway 


Boys 6 to 16. Waterford, Me. Est. 1909. Hight weeks of 
glorious adventure with everything that appeals to boys. 
$275 fee includes horseback riding, golf, mountain, lake and 
ocean trips. Highest national recognition. 

Dr. & Mrs. A. G. Carlson, Box 507P, Scarsdale, N. Y. 





1 Boys 6-19. Orford, N. H. Beautiful 
Moosilauke White Mts, location, 34th year. 500 
acres. All land and water sports, crafts, dramatics, golf. 
Music emphasized. Mt. and canoe trips. Fun with a pur- 
pose. Experienced counselors. Fee includes tutoring, riding. 
A. M. Briggs & G. F. Miller, Horace Mann School, 233 W. 
246th St., New York City. 


Idlewild 


The Oldest Private Camp for Boys. Lake Winnepesaukee. 
$290 tuition covers: Horseback Riding, Golf, Speed Boat 
Rides, Sailing, all trips and other activities. Three divi- 
sions. Cabins. Doctor. Nurse. Write for Booklet. 

L. D. Roys, 334 Otis Street, West Newton, Mass. 








. 

On Lake Fairlee, Ely, 

Camp Passumpsic Vermont. High adven- 
ture for boys 7-16. Fee includes riding, canoe and moun- 
tain trips, golf, sailing, riflery. Music. 3 age groups. 
Cabins. 125 acres. Carpentry and hobbies. All sports. 26th 
season. Write now for catalogue. Mr. and Mrs. D. R. 
Starry, 77 Drummond Ave., Chevy Chase, Washington, D. C. 
The Sea Camps for Boys, East 


Mon-O-Moy Brewster, Mass. Cape Cod. 


Superb sailing, swimming, canoeing, deep-sea fishing, land 
sporis, Riding. Cabins. Tutoring. Camp Mother. Regis- 
tered Nurse. Counselor Training Course. Junior, Inter- 
mediate, Senior. Catalog on request. Affiliated with Wono, 








MMER CAM 


Many mothers must have shared my conviction 
that first, their precious lily could not be gilded 
and second, if any gilding were attempted, they 
were the obvious painters. 


Why are we mothers so conceited as to assume 
that the natural sympathy between us and our 
daughters is going to stimulate their interest, 
or, that with no experience, and an attitude 
blinded by pride and affection, we can compete 
with experts? We may try to be spartan in our 
efforts at detachment toward our children, but 
this one summer has convinced me that in com- 
munity work and play they can gain more in 
character and independence than we in our 
blundering efforts can help them to achieve. 


To be more definite as to the advantages of 
camp over the farm, the beach, etc., where else 
could one learn in so short a time the rudiments 
and essentials of so broad a range of activity? 
Riding had always been an especial pleasure, 
but this summer has added the practical knowl- 
edge of currying, saddling and bridling her 
horse, and of rubbing him down when the fun 
was over. 


A feeling for design has been fostered through 
drawing outdoor subjects, more or less at ran- 
dom. Given free rein as to method and medium 
employed, some sketches have resulted which if 
not beautiful, are unique, and, as such, interest- 
ing. 
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OGONTZ 


WHITE MOUNTAIN CAMP 


On Ogontz Lake, near Sugar Hill, N. H. 
Water sports, golf, riding. Crafts, nature 
study. Two weeks at Ogontz Seashore 
Camp in Maine by arrangement. Booklet. 
Abby A. Sutherland, OgontzSchoolP.0.,Pa. 
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AT PETERBORO, N. H. 
\ OvuTSTANDING camp for girls, on large pri- 
yate lake. Unusual equipment on land and 
water, Well-balanced recreational program. 
Experienced counselors, resident physician. 
Separate divisions: Seniors, 14-19; Inter- 
mediates, 9-13; Juniors, 5-8. Riding in 
fee. Counselor training course. Catalog. 
ERNST HERMANN, Director 
16 Everett Street Cambridge, Mass. 


Featuring Riding, Water Sports, and Ten- 
nis. Every girl receives exceptional instruc- 





Farwel 


tion in horsemanship, swimming, tennis, diving, canoeing. 


Other popular sports. Dramatics, crafts. Complete equip- 
ment, On beautiful lake in Vermont. Fine health record. 
Happy campers! Fee includes riding. Send for catalogue. 

Rosalie G. Sanderlin, 2614-31 St., N. W., Washington, D.C. 


eS The Horseback Camps. For Girls. 
Teela Wooket Roxbury, Vermont. Daily Riding 


Included. Beginners’ Horses. Three & Five-Gaited Show 
Horses, Hunters, Jumpers. Water Sports, Tennis, Archery, 
Riflery, Dramatics, Golf, Crafts. Booklet. Mr. and Mrs. 
C. A. Roys, 28 Ordway Road, Wellesley Hills, Mass. 


Sailing Camps. Girls 5-10; 11-18. Learn 
Quanset to sail-race-on Pleasant Bay, Cape Cod 
(So, Orleans), Mass. Recognized Yacht Club. Sailing every 
day. All camp activities; riding; music. 35th yr. June 
Sailing School for Adults, 17 and over, co-educational. 
Booklet, Interviews: Mr. and Mrs. Francis Parkman Ham- 
matt, Directors, Box G, So. Orleans, Mass. 


Camp Cowasset 


A joyous, adventure-full summer for girls at Buzzard’s Bay, 
Cape Cod. Sailing, swimming, riding. Complete equip- 
ment for all land and water sports, crafts, music, dancing, 
dramatics, French. Four groups. Catalog. Beatrice A. 
Hunt, Director, tf Plymouth St., Holbrook, Mass. 


Sea Pines "Sprites" Junior Unit of Sea 


Pines-on-Cape Cod. 
Little girls (5-11) have their own beach and activities. 
Specially trained counseiors. Water sports, riding, dancing, 
dramatics, music, ete. Salt water beach. 100 acres of pines. 
Senior Camp for older girls. Guest house for parents. 
Booklet. Faith Bickford, Box G, Brewster, Mass. 











camps— 


advertised in Good Housekeeping’s pages will be glad to send you catalogs upon 
request. The camps whose announcements appear here are all endorsed by Good 


Housekeeping. 





EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 






PS 


First aid instruction has brought her the proud 
desire to be consulted about, and to prescribe 
for, the minor family injuries. Learning to camp 
out comfortably and efficiently with poncho, 
blankets and simple cooking utensils is an art 
which may stand her in good stead. Competence 
in a canoe, in swimming, sailing, handicraft, 
woodcraft and tennis, will add to her happiness, 
and to her safety too, | hope. 


Perhaps this could be accomplished at home but 
even though the devoted parents were willing to 
spend their summer instructing the young, what 
could compete with the stimulus of group singing 
and dancing and other activities? 


My daughter knows a great deal more about 
many things than | shall ever know and for the 
moment is not letting me forget it, but the con- 
fidence which has replaced a painful shyness 
makes the petty annoyances seem unimportant. 


Every day we see more evidence of the grand 
work which two months of play plus discipline 
has done. The sense of team work, respect for 
the rights of others, one's own right to think and 
experiment should make a generation of young 
women who will be a distinguished contribution 
to our approaching 1940's". 


—a letter from a Good Housekeeping mother 
which we were recently privileged to see. 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC—BOYS 
NAVAL 


ADMIRAL FARRAGUT ‘Cin 
Cruise to N. Y. World’s 


Fair on Subchaser 


Boys 10-20. July 5 to Aug. 27, on Toms 
River near Barnegat Bay. Sailing, naviga- 
tion, cruises, land sports. 75 miles from 
N. Y. C. Rate includes uniform, Tutoring 
available. Rear Admiral 8. S. Robison, 
U.S.N. (Ret.), Supt. Catalog. Box 18, Toms 
River, N. J. 





Proud of his 
naval uniform 





Christian boys, 5-16. Lake in 


Camp Lenape Poconos, 110 miles from New 
York City; 125 from Phila. Riding, tennis, boating, 
swimming, etc. Experienced counselors. Physician, nurse. 
Indian, cowboy, ventriloquist, magician. Craft Shop. In- 
clusive fee $300. Booklet. Telephone: Ogontz (Phila.) 3677. 

David G. Keiser, Roslyn, Pa. 





( Hiking, swimming, boxing, 

Camp Carson rowing in the foothills of the 

Blue Ridge Mountains in a plain, good, old-fashioned 

camp to build outstanding American boys, 9-18. Eight 

happy weeks, $125.00. Forty miles from Harrisburg. For 
catalog and picture booklet address, 

Director Camp Carson, Box 6, New Bloomfield, Pa. 








SOUTHERN—BOYS 


TROLL LG 


9 BUILCS WINNING BOYS 
In “Land Of The Sky’”’ 


One of America’s most beautifully en- 
vironed, superbly equipped camps, for 
boys 7 to 18. On crest of Blue Ridge. 
Rone ft. elevation. Near Hendersonville, 
Thru elective courses every boy builds 
a healthy body and earns certificate or 
diploma and Eagle decoration for pro- 
ficiency in academic subjects, land or 
lake sports. Write for fully illustrated 
booklet and ‘‘Winners Ail!’’, address: 


COMMANDANT, G.M.A., College Park, Ga. 


Shaw-Mi-Del-Eca 


Greenbrier Military School’s Four-Tribe Camp. Near White 
Sulphur. All Sports. Cabins. Well equipped crafts building 
with 600 square feet floor space. Separate camps for younger 
boys. Horseback riding included in reasonable rate. 

Col. H. B. Moore, President, Box G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 


















Camp Whooppee 


This camp for boys 5-14 attracts discriminating parents. 
Camp and Junior Military Academy permits 12 months en- 
rolment. 200 acres. Counselors—leaders and comrades! Camp 
mother, nurse. Pool. Ponies, Crafts. Information, 

Major Roy DeBerry, Box GC, Bloomington Springs, Tenn. 
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estate, large private lake. All land and water sports under 
careful supervision. Music, dramatics, art, dancing, riding, 
nature lore, interesting trips. Near Great Smokies. In- 
clusive fee. Write for booklet. 

Mrs. Grace B. Haynes, Box G, Spartanburg, S. C. 





For Girls, Hendersonville, 
Camp Carlyle N. C. on top Blue Ridge Mts, 
All land and water sports. Free horseback riding every 
day. Private golf course. Music, dramatics, dancing, crafts, 
pature lore. New cottages with modern sanitation in pine 
woods. Interesting trips, For illustrated catalog address: 
Mrs, Inez S. Carlyle, Box G, Hendersonville, N. Cc, 
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in the picturesque Ozark Mountains. For 
Joyzelle Girls. Lake and lagoon; woodsy trails for 
riding, All sports with handcrafts, creative dramatics, danc- 
ing, nature lore. Individual initiative emphasized. Skilled 
instructors—nurse, Complete equipment—21 buildings. 
Inclusive fee—no_ extras. 16th season. Catalogue. 
Iris Armstrong, Director, 1116 West 23rd, Little Rock, Ark, 
For girls. A western-type camp in 
V. I. Ranc the East. On a thousand-acre ranch 
7 miles from Bristol, Va. Two large swimming pools, 
excellent equipment; handcrafts, tennis, tutoring, dancing, 
dramatics. Horses from college stables, For catalog address 


Dean Marguerite Pflug, Box 121, Virginia Intermont 
College, Bristol, Va. 








Lake Junaluska, N. C. Great 
Camp Junaluska Smoky Mountain Nat. Park, 
Offers 26 yrs. of unexcelled leadership developing character, 
health, happiness through progressive camp program. 3 age 
groups. European Travel for older girls. Member Am. Camp- 
ing Assn. Accredited by St. Bd. Health. World’s Fair Trip. 
Ethel J. McCoy, Va. Intermont College, Box G, Bristol, Va, 








Four-Way Lodge 


For Girls On Torch Lake—Michigan’s Riding Camp. 
Riding—Sailing—Swimming—Tennis—Crafts—Trips. Dra- 
matics—French—Music. Separate Junior and Senior camps. 
For catalog, address: 

Mrs. M. H. Eder, 5691 Belmont Avenue, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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$8 HAPPY WEEKS OF 
ULVER* CULVER TRAINING 
SUMMER SCHOOLS 


in NAVAL SCHOOL or CAVALRY 
ON LAKE MAXINKUCKEE 





CAMP (boys 14-19) and WOOD- 
CRAFT CAMP (boys 9-14). Regular 
Academy personnel. Exceptional 
housing, dining and medical facilities. 1000-acre wooded 
campus. Emphasis on correct posture, initiative, cour- 
tesy, Christian character. Optional tutoring. All land 
and water sports. Moderate cost. STATE CATALOG DESIRED. 


54 Lake Shore Avenue Culver, Indiana 








SOUTHERN—COEDUCATIONAL - 
HIGH VALLEY CAMPS 


Great Smoky Mountains Region 
Junior Camp 6-12 Senior Camp 12-18 


Coeducational. Canton, N. C., southwest of Asheville. 
Health supervised by nurse and physicians. Excellent 
food. Modern sanitation. Program planned to derive 
maximum value through work, play, rest. All sports; 
golf, swimming, riding, boxing, archery. Community 





work—farming, dairying, bee-keeping, poultry, fores- 
try, carpentry, mechanics, electricity, cooking, garden- 
ing—makes for development through acceptance of 


responsibility. Photography, painting, sketching, 
shop, biology, chemistry, dramaties, camp paper, 
music. Excursions to Norris Dam, Highlands, Mt. 
Mitchell, Georgia, S. Carolina, Indian Reservation. 
All included in $210 tuition. 


Dr.Thomas Alexander, 525 West 120th St., N.Y. C. 











WESTERN—GIRLS 
San Luis Ranch for Girls Banc™.an4 


All sports, also dramatics, handcrafts, etc. Daily swimming. 
Riding—a horse for each girl. Pack trips. Motor trips in 
Pike’s Peak region, the Southwest, Mesa Verde, Yellow- 
stone. Two week trip in high Rockies. Inclusive fee, no ex- 
tras. Mrs. Robert F. Potter, Colorado Springs, Colorado. 


SPECIAL CAMP 


National Speech Improvement 
Camp A non-profit organization, Fund supported, 











operated in cooperation with the Speech Clinic 
of the University of Michigan. Thirty-five boys ages 8 to 
91. Eighth season. J. N. Clancy, Director, Shady Trails 
Camp, Box 340, Ann Arbor, Mich. 
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JUNIOR 
COLLEGE 


Tun miles from Boston’s cultural advantages. 
Two-year courses for high school graduates. 
Academic, Home Economics, Secretarial, Mer- 
chandising, Pre-nursing, Art, Music, Expression. 
College Preparatory. All sports, golf, riding. 
30-acre campus. Delightful home life. Catalog. 


Guy M. Winstow, Ph.D., President 
120 Woodland Road Auburndale, Mass. 















The Dana Hall eros 


Tenacre—For young girls from six 
Dana Hall—College Preparatory and General Courses. 
Pine Manor—Junior College. Music, Art, Homemaking. 

Helen Temple Cooke, Head, Box H, Wellesley, Mass. 


to fifteen years. 





° 
W For girls. Preparatory and general 
alnut Hil courses. Excellent record with lead- 


ing colleges. Music, art. 50-acre campus 17 miles from 
Boston’s cultural advantages, 2 miles from Wellesley 
College, All sports, riding, skiing. Founded 1893. 


Hester R. Davies, Prin., 12 Highland St., Natick, Mass. 





Marot Junior College 


Distinguished New England school offering 2 years college 
work, 2 years preparatory. Terminal, transfer courses in 
liberal and fine arts, home. economics, secretarial science, 
child education. All sports. Catalog. S 

onn. 








Mary A. Burnham 


FACING SMITH COLLEGE CAMPUS 


SUCCESSFULLY prepares girls for 
Smith and other colleges. Accred- 
ited. Also one-year intensive review 
for C.E.B. Advanced courses, music, 
art. Spacious colonial residences. 
Gym, all sports. 6lst year. Not for 
profit. Write for catalog. 

Mrs. George W. Emerson, Principal, 

Box 43A, Northampton, Mass. 


Howard Seminary 
For Girls. A school of New England traditions. Accredited 
college preparation and Junior College courses. Home eco- 


nomics, secretarial, music, art, dramatics. Small-group 
classes. 65th year. All sports. Catalogue on request. Mr. and 
Mrs. Macdonald Peters, Box 14, West Bridgewater, Mass. 


Miss Farmer's School of Cookery 


This long-established school prepares for efficient home 
management and positions requiring cookery_and dietetics. 
One Year, Eight Weeks, shorter courses. Individual in- 
struction in small groups. Residences. Catalog G. 

Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Huntington Ave., Boston, 


Kendall Hall 


In southern New Hampshire. Informal, happy school life. 
College preparatory and general courses. 200 acre estate fac- 
ing Mt. Monadnock. Skiing under professional instruction, 
tennis, riding, outdoor pool. Write for catalog. Mr. and Mrs. 
C. P. Kendall, Principals, Box 351, Peterborough, N.. H. 

Near Boston. Thorough 


House in the Pines College Preparation. 


Junior College Course with Study Abroad. Secretarial 

Course. Art Studio, Household Arts. Music. Swimming. 

Golf. Fine Riding Horses. Write for Junior College or 

Preparatory School Catalogue. 

Gertrude E. Cornish, Prin., 60 Pine St., Norton, Mass. 
Accredited. _Lib- 


Larson Junior College Accesitet,, tin: 


tional Secretarial courses prepare for interesting positions, 
including Medical Secretaryship. Homemaking, Design, 
Journalism, Advertising, Library and Social Service, 
Music, Dramatics, Art. Degrees. Sports. Catalog. 

Miss R. G. Grew, 1452 Whitney Ave., New Haven, Conn. 





Mass. 








Mary Louise Marot, President, Box G, Thompson, 









LIBERAL AND PRACTICAL ARTS 


College preparatory, advanced courses in 
Liberal and Fine Arts. Recognized by lead- 
colleges and universities. Secretarial 
Science, Medical Assistants, Home Eco- 
nomics, Interior Decoration, Dramatics, 
Journalism, Costume Design, Merchandis- 
ing, Kindergarten. Private golf course, 12 
tennis courts, swimming pools. Bermuda 
cruise. Private baths. Catalog. 


BOX G BRIARCLIFF MANOR, N. Y. 
Suburban to New York City 


ing 


NEW ENGLAND—COEDUCATIONAL 
Cushing Academy An endowed New Eng- 


land academy. Moderate 
rates. High standards of preparation for college and life. 
General and commercial courses. Separate -units for boys 
and girls. Well coached sports for all. Music. Dramatics. 
64th year. 

Clarence P. Quimby, Principal, Box 21, Ashburnham, Mass. 


Dean Academy 74th yr. College prep. Gen- 


eral Courses and 1 and 2 yr. 
courses for H. §&. graduates: Business, Mech. Drawing, 
Public Speaking, Secretarial, Music, Art, Crafts, Home- 
making, Dramatics. Individual attention. All sports, heated 
pool, golf, tennis, riding. Coed. Home-like school. Rate 
$600. Earle A. Wallace, Headmaster, Franklin, Mass. 


NEW ENGLAND—BOYS 
Tilton School and Junior College 


In ski country, 2% hours from Boston. 93rd year. College 
Preparatory—graduates in best colleges. Junior College— 
Liberal Arts, Business Adm., fully accredited freshman 
and sophomore years. Complete sports program. Catalogs. 

Registrar, 32 School Street, Tilton. N. H. 


Chauncy Hall School 


Founded 1828. Prepares boys exclusively for Massachusetts 
Institute of Technology and other scientific schools. Franklin 
T. Kurt, Principal, 548 Boylston Street (Copley Square), 
Boston, Mass. 


Worcester Academy 


A Nationally-Known, Accredited Preparatory School for 
Boys. One hundred and five years in the service of 
youth. Fall term opens September 19. For catalog address 

The Registrar, 85 Providence Street, Worcester, Mass. 


Williston Academy Unusual educational 


opportunities for boys 
at modest cost. Endowment over half a million. Over 200 
graduates in 40 colleges. New recreation center, gym- 
nasium, swimming pool. Experienced, understanding mas- 
ters. Separate Junior School. Address the Headmaster: 

Archibald V. Galbraith, Box D, Easthampton, Mass. 


Moses Brown School 


Help and inspiration for each boy, a century-old tradition. 
Known for successful college preparation. Arts and crafts 
hobbies. Secluded 25-acre campus. Moderate tuition. Rel- 
mont—residence for younger boys. Home care. L. Ral- 
ston Thomas, Headmaster, 29! Hope Street, Providence, ate 
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Cathedral School of Saint Mary 


Episcopal school for girls in the country 23 miles from 
New York. General and college preparatory courses. Grad- 
uates in all leading colleges. Art, music, dramatics. 
All Sports; riding, swimming. Hockey. Established 1883. 
Marion G. Reid, Principal, Garden City, L. Raat 


The Knox School ; 


College preparatory; also 2-year 
courses. Art, music, drama, business, 
sports, including golf, riding, skiing, 
Catalog. 

Mrs. E. Russell Houghton, 


Briarcliff Junior College 


Briarcliff Manor, N. Y. Two years of accredited college 
interior decoration, cos- 


advanced, accredited 
household arts, All 
swimming, crew. 


Box G, Cooperstown, N. Y. 


work, Art, music, theatre arts, 1 
tume design, social work, journalism, home economics, 
business science. Near New York City. All outdoor sports, 
swimming pool. Catalog on request. Registrar, Box Z. 
$ 2 
May 1939 Good Housekeeping 213 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC—GIRLS 








CENTENARY 


JUNIOR COLLEGE 


Fouriy accredited two-year college. Transfer and 


vocational courses. Liberal and fine arts, secre- 

tarial, home economics, dramatics. All country 

sports. Pleasant social life, For catalog address 
Robert J. Trevorrow, D.D., President 

Box 59 Hackettstown, New Jersey 








Miss Beard's School 


Prepares girls for College Board examinations. General 
courses include household and fine and applied arts, and 
music. Country life and outdoor sports, Ample grounds near 
Orange Mountains within 14 miles of New York City. 

Lucie C. Beard, Headmistress, Box 55, Orange, N. J. 


Maryland College for Women 


An established college of national patronage. Bachelor 
degrees, certificates. Home Economics, Music, Kindergarten 
Training. Speech, Secretarial, Fine Arts, Social life. 
Sports. Riding. Near Baltimore. Established 1853. Catalog. 
Box G, Lutherville, Md. 
= College preparatory 
Roberts-Beach School “obese prevaratory 
miles from Baltimore, 35 miles from Washington. Thorough 
curriculum, high scholastic standing, and exceptional 
faculty. Small classes. Separate house for younger girls. 
Music and Art. All sports. Riding. Lucy G. Roberts, Ph.D., 
& Sarah M. Beach, Ph.D., Box D, Catonsville, Md. 
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Successor to National Park Seminary 


Junior College. Preparatory, terminal, 
transfer courses. Music, art, dramatics, 
secretarial, home economics. New per- 
sonal finance course. Unusual social activ- 
ities. All sports—riding. 200 acres, sub- 
urban to Washington. Catalog, Roy Tasco 
Davis, Pres., Box 159, Forest Glen, Md. 


PE 


leges for entrance. 





ing, tennis, golf, fencing, dancing. 


NN HALE 


e JUNIOR COLLEGE AND SCHOOL - 


South in the Cumberland Valley, a little north of Dixie 


For Young Women. Two year College and High School—both accredited. Certifies to Col- 
“College Boards’’ 
of Music, Dramatics, Art, Interior Dec., Intro. Journalism, Costume Design, Home Ec., Secre- 
tarial. Fireproof buildings; connecting baths. Happy social life. Riding, swimming pool, canoe- 
PART OF MAY AT OCEAN CITY 


held at school. Intensive Review. Conservatory 


@ Catalog—Address: FRANK S. MAGILL, LL.D., Box Q, CHAMBERSBURG, PA. e 





Highland Hall 

School for Girls. Accredited College Preparatory and Gen- 
eral Courses. Music, art, secretarial. Swimming pool, 
riding, spring horse show. 72nd year. Mrs. J. King 
McLanahan, Jr., President. Elizabeth G. Baldwin, A.B., 
Prin., Box 45, Hollidaysburg, Pa. 


Cedar Crest College 


A.B. and B.S. degrees for young women, with majors in 
liberal arts, secretaryship, science, home economics, social 
work, education, dramatic art. Picturesque suburban loca- 
tion; 90 miles from New York. : 
William G. Curtis, Box G, Allentown, Pa. 


1 B. A. in 14 departments; 
Seton Hill College B. S. in Home Economics, 
with 5 major options; B. Music in 3 curricula. Fully ac- 
credited, Pre-Medicine, Pre-Law, Teacher Training, Social 
Service. Honors courses, All sports. Catholic management. 


Accredited by A.A.U. ; nat’l membership in A.A.U.W. Cata- 
log. Registrar, Box G, Seton Hill College, Greensburg, Pa. 


Linden Hall Junior College and School for Girls. 


Cultural and Vocational. Music, Home Economics. Secre- 
tarial Studies. Fine and Commercial Art. Interesting 
Activities. All Sports. Preparatory and General Courses. 
Riding, Swimming Pool. Moderate Tuition. Separate 
Junior School. F. W. Stengel, D. D., Box 25, Lititz, Pa. 


Fairmont College 


Accredited Junior College and 2 year Preparatory. 
Advantages of Capital. Liberal Arts, Secretarial, Social 
Service, Merchandising. Music, Art, Int. Dec., Costume 
design, Radio Broadcasting. Social life. Sports. Riding. 
Catalog: {713 Massachusetts Ave., Washington, D. C. 


Marjorie Webster Schools 


Junior College, Secretarial Science, Physical Education, 
Dramatic Art & Dancing, Fine & Applied Art. Modern 
dormitories, on 10-acre campus. Cultural, social advantages of 
the Capital. Swimming Pool, Gymnasium. Placement service. 
Catalog. Rock Creek Park Estates, Box G, Washington, D.C. 


e s 
Junior College and 4-year high 
Arlington Hall school. Strong Academic work. 
Excellent Music, Secretarial, and other Departments. In 
the Virginia hills, 15 minutes from White House. Modern 
sunny buildings, 100-acre wooded campus. Gymnasium, 


swimming, indoor riding arena. Carrie G. Sutherlin, M.A., 
President, Ben. Franklin Sta., Washington, D. C. 





BEAVER COLLEGE 


20 Minutes From Philadelphia’s Advantages 


Standard 4-year college for women. A.B., B.S., 
Mus.B., B.F.A. degrees. Liberal Arts, Science, Music, 
Fine Arts; Draniatics; Home Economics ; Commercial, 
Health Education, Kindergarten-Primary. Graduates 
granted teachers’ certificates without examination by 
state departments. Gymnasiums, pool. National 
patronage. Moderate rates. Catalog. 

Walter B. Greenway, B.D., LL.D., President, Box G, 
Jenkintown, Pa. 





° 

Formerly Birmingham. Ac- 
The Grier School eredited College Prepara- 
tion and General Courses, for girls 12-18. Located in 
Pennsylvania Alleghenies. Special emphasis on Art, Music, 
and Secretarial. 200 acres for all winter and summer 
sports. Excellent riding. Gym and pool. 86th yr. Catalog. 
T. C. Grier, Director, Box 15, Birmingham, Pa. 
Home-school for younger girls, 6-14. 
Rydal Hall Kindergarten through grammar grades. 
Home influence with careful guidance of each child’s natural 
tendencies. Music, dancing, crafts, dramatics and nature 
study. French daily. All outdoor sports on 50-acre campus. 

Ten miles from Philadelphia, Catalog. 
Abby A. Sutherland, Ogontz School P.O., Pa. 
Accredited Junior College and 
Chevy Chase Senior High School for young 
women. Art, Interior Decoration, Music, Secretarial, Journal- 
ism, Home Economics, Dramatics. Washington advantages. 
Individual development. Outdoor life and sports. Catalogue. 
Mrs. F. E. Farrington, Regent, Philip Milo Bail, Ph.D., 
President. Chevy Chase School, Box G, Washington, D. C. 


King-Smith Studio-School 


For young women, Specialized study in Music, Art, Dra- 
matics (new little theater), Dancing, Languages and Liter- 
ature, Creative Writing, Domestic and Secretarial courses. 
Delightful and artistic home atmosphere. Catalog. 

1743 New Hampshire Ave., Washington, D. C. 


Gunston Hall 


Preparatory and Collegiate departments. Also music, art, 
dramatics, home economics, and secretarial courses. Advan- 
tages of National Capital, Established, 1892. Mary L. 
Gildersleeve, Mary B. Kerr, M.A., Prins. Richard N. Mason, 
Business Manager, 1902 Florida Avenue, Washington, D.C, 
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College preparation which adheres strictly to the standards 
and requirements of the College Entrance Board, coupled 
with all the benefits of sane military training. Central 
New York. 11 miles from Syracuse. 70th year. Catalog. 
Col. Guido F. Verbeck, Box G, Manlius, N. Y. 


Pennsylvania Military 


COLLEGE @ PREPARATORY SCHOOL 


© Col. Frank K, Hyatt, Pres. © 


West Point of the Keystone State—118th year. Standard 
four year college courses and accredited preparatory pro- 
gram. Separate activities and academic work by experienced 
faculty and capable military staff. Infantry, Cavalry, Band, 
Senior R.O.T.C., extra-curricular activities. Specify which 
catalogue. 

REGISTRAR, Box G, Chester, Pa. 





ele 

La Salle Military Academy A:<"¢4: 
lege preparation under Brothers of the Christian Schools, 
Small classes. Well-equipped buildings on 167-acre estate. 
New gymnasium, Pool and ocean swimming. Golf course. 
Junior Dept. 56th year. Moderate rate. Catalogue. 

Rev. Brother Ambrose, F.S.C., Box J, Oakdale, L. 1., N. Y. 


Peekskill Military Academy 


Careful educational guidance. Ages 7-18. Modern fireproof 
buildings overlooking Hudson. All sports. Parents invited 
for consultation; 1 hour from New York City. Catalog. Ad- 
dress: Principals, Box G-5, Peekskill-on- Hudson, New York. 


ole e 
Bordentown Military Institute 
College Preparatory. Accredited. Business and General 
courses. Experienced, inspiring teachers. Homelike atmos- 
phere. Boys taught how to study. Healthful location. 7 
miles from Trenton. All sports, gymnasium. Junior school. 
Founded 1885. Catalog. Box 275, Bordentown, N. J. 
. 

Specializes in preparing boys for college. 
Peddie 304 graduates in last five years have entered 
such colleges as Yale, Princeton, Dartmouth, Harvard. 150 














acres. 16 modern buildings. Junior school, All sports for 
all. School golf course. Summer session. 75th year. 
Catalogue. ee 

ilbur E. 


Saunders, Box 5-J, Hightstown, N. J. 
Perkiomen Convenient to N. ¥. and Phila. Ac- 


credited. Classes average 9. Boys really 
learn how to study. 97% of last year’s graduates in 26 
colleges. Vocational guidance. All sports. Excellent Jr. 
School. Accredited Summer School. Moderate rate, no extras. 
Catalog. C. E. Tobias, M. A., Box 259, Pennsburg, Pa. 











“At the Nation's Shrine” 


VALLEY 
FORGE 
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Preparatory for college 
or business. Boys 12 to 20. 
Highest academic 
standards. Golf, Polo, all 
other sports. Fourteen 
fire-proof buildings. 
Cavalry & Infantr 

R.O.T.C. Forcatalog,A 

dress Box F, Wayne, Pa. 


Military Academy 


College preparatory. 


1 ee 
St. John's—Ossining golege, preparatory. 
School, Modified Military. Limited enrolment. Supervised 
study under carefully chosen faculty. 30 miles from New 
York City. Beautiful location. Gym, pool, all sports, riding. 
Moderate rate. 97th year. Non-Sectarian. 
William A. Ranney, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y. 


Irvin 103rd year. 25 mi. from N. Y. Opportunity 
g for thorough college preparation in small 
classes under experienced understanding faculty. Certifi- 
cate privileges. Regents accredited. Limited to 125. Home- 
like environment. Junior Dept. Athletics. Golf. Catalog. 


C. Walter Olson, Box 922, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 


BLAIR ACADEMY 


Excellent Preparation for College Entrance by Certificate 
or College Board Examinations. Small Classes. Experi- 
enced Masters. Cultivation of Initiative and Self Reliance. 

Wide Choice of Sports and Student Activities. Golf 
Course, Swimming Pool. Careful Health Supervision. 
500-foot Elevation. 65 Miles from New York City. 


For Catalogue and Booklet “The Blair Boy in College,” Address 


CHARLES H. BREED, Headmaster 
Blairstown, N. J. 








Box 11 


The Pennington School 


Prepares select boys effectively for college. Character de- 
velopment a fundamental aim. Modern equipment. Small 
classes. Crafts shop. All sports. Separate lower school. Health- 
ful, historic location, near Princeton, 101st year. Catalog. 
Francis Harvey Green, Litt. D., Box 70, Pennington, N. J. 
ce gl 


Malvern Preparatory School 


Country boarding and day school. Small classes, individual 
instruction under Augustinian Fathers. Spiritual, social, 
and physical development. Prepares for all colleges, and 
technical schools. Lower School. 22 miles from Phila. Bus. 
service. Catalog. Headmaster, Box H, Malvern, Pa. 


Franklin and Marshall Academy 


A widely recognized, moderately priced preparatory school. 
Excellent records in many colleges. Personal attention to 
the needs of each boy, Varied athletic program. Modern 
equipment. Junior department, For catalogue address 
Hartman, Pd.D., Box 90, Lancaster, Pa, 








. M. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





Now in its 51st year of distinguished work, this fully ac- 
credited preparatory school offers your son thorough education 
and a sound training in life values. Able, friendly instruc- 
tors. Splendid equipment. Individual courses for boys 10 to 
21. Write now for ‘The Kiski Plan.’’ Kiski makes men! 


Kiskiminetas Springs School, Box 539, Saltsburg, Pa. 


Carson Long Institute 


Boys’ Military School.. Educates the whole boy—physically, 
mentally, morally. How to learn, how to labor, how to live, 
Prepares for college or business. Rates $500.00. Camp & 
Summer Session, Rates $125.00. Box C, New Bloomfield, Pa. 
Tome Offers boys fully accredited college preparation, 
fiexible general and business preparatory courses. 
Personal attention in small classes. Lower school. All 
sports, workshops. Gym, golf. Beautiful 200 acre campus 
on Susquehanna River. Alumni controlled. Catalog. 
Charles J. Keppel, Headmaster, Box G, Port Deposit, Md. 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC—COEDUCATIONAL 
SCRANTON-KEYSTONE a. 


JUNIOR COLLEGE 


Liberal arts, business and pre-profes- 
sional courses transferable to univer- 
sities. Officially accredited. Medical 
secretarial and engineering programs. 
Balanced activity program. Co-ed. All 















sports. Wooded_ campus. Moderate 
rates, Oatalog. Byron S. Hollinshead, 
Pres., Box GH, La Plume, Penna. 








Oakwood School 


Co-educational Friends School. 
general courses. Country location, 70 miles from New 


College preparatory and 
York, 
Supervised recreation and sports. 141st year. Moderate 
rates, no extras, Catalog. 


Wm, J. Reagan, A.M., Prin., Box 6, Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 

“A Quaker school, known for 
George Schooi its modern curriculum and_ex- 
cellent college preparatory results. 242-acre campus. Boye 
and girls in the same school under conditions that meet 
with the approval of careful, discriminating parents. 


For catalogue, address: G. A. Walton, A.M., Principal, 
Box 275, George School, Bucks County, Pa. 


. ° e ° 
Williamsport Dickinson 
Accredited two-year Junior College and four year Prepara- 
tory School. Co-educational. Liberal Arts, Music, Art, 
Business, Secretarial, Dramatics. Outstanding faculty. 
Sports for all, Substantial endowment, low rates. 91st year. 
John W. Long, D.D., Pres., Box G, Williamsport, Pa 


SOUTHERN—GIRLS 











t 
Bethel Woman's College 
Fully accredited Junior College and Conservatory of Music. 
Graduates are leaders in their communities, successful in 
careers. Home ec., business, teacher training courses. Art, 
dramatics. Gym. Moderate rate, includes riding. Catalog. 
J. W. Gaines, Pres., Box G, Hopkinsville, Ky. 


1 School for girls—college preparatory and 
Fassifern grades. In ‘‘the Land of the Sky’’ near 
Asheville. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Happy 


homelike atmosphere. Riding. Camp Greystone nearby used 
for year-’round sports. For catalog address 


Jos. R. Sevier, D.D., Pres., Box B, Hendersonville, N. C. 


Limestone College ting. five Biase B's: 


Music, art, speech, commercial, teacher training, physical 
education, home economics, social science. Distinguished 
faculty. Mild climate permits year-round outdoor recrea- 
tion, 10 hrs. from Washington. Endowed: $458. Catalog. 





Ward-Belmont 


Accredited Junior College and High School. Conservatory 
of Music. Art, Literature; Home Economics, Expression, 


Secretarial. Dancing. Gymnasium, pool, all sports. For 
“Club Village’ and catalog, address: 
Alma Paine, Registrar, Box 103, Nashville, Tenn. 





Saint Mary’s School 
and Junior College 


Raleigh, North Carolina 
Episcopal, For girls. In Pine Belt. Healthful climate. 
Three years high school and two years standard college work, 
Accredited by Southern Association. Special courses. Marked 
success in molding girls into the highest type of woman- 


hood, All sports. Mrs. Ernest Cruikshank, Principal. 
Catalogue: 
A. W. Tucker, Bus. Mgr., Dept. G, Raleigh, N. C. 





Robert C. Granberry, D.D., Pres., Box G, Gaffney, S. C. 
Coker “4 college of distinction.’’ Accredited 4-year 

standard college. Courses leading to A.B. 
degree in Liberal Arts and Sciences, also in applied and 
publie school music. Teachers’ certificates. Art, library 
science, physical ed., etc. Beautiful campus. Attractive 


bldgs. All sports. Gym, pool. Endowed. Session: $450. 
Catalog. C. Sylvester Green, Pres., Box G, Hartsville, S. C. 


Ashley Hall 


For girls. Accredited college preparatory and general 
courses in atmosphere of historic Southern culture. Music, 
dramatics, home economics, art. Student government. Out- 
door sports; riding, pool. Lower school. Catalog. 

Mary Vardrine McBee, L.H.D., Box G, Charleston, S. C. 





Gulf Park 


COLLEGE BY-THE-SEA 


AoornpiTEp 2-year Junior College. Also 
3-year college preparatory course. Music, 
art, speech and theater arts, home eco- 
nomics, secretaryship. Park-like campus 
of semi-tropical beauty. Riding, salt water 
sports. New fresh water pool. Dancing. Catalog. 
Richard G. Cox, Pres., Box L, Gulfport, Miss. 

—— 

a 











P Si 
and JUNIOR COLLEGE 

Accredited Junior College and High School 
A School of Character in the Blue Ridge 
Mountains of Virginia. Music, Art, Ex- 
pression, Home Economics, Physical Edu- 
cation, Commercial, Social Training. 
Sports. 73rd year. Every room filled each 
year. For catalog address 


\ Robert Lee Durham, Pres., Box 943 
a Buena Vista, Virginia 

1 Standard accredited work. Two 
Fairfax Hal years college. Four years high 
school. Secretarial. Fine Arts. In Shenandoah Valley near 
Skyline Drive. Attractive buildings on large campus. All 
sports. Private stable. Indoor and outdoor pools. Catalog on 
request. Wm. B. Gates, President, Box 5G, Park Station, 
Waynesboro, Virginia. 














° . : 
Junior College and High 
Sullins College School. Both accredited. 100 
acre Campus in beautiful Virginia Park. Riding, Swim- 
ming, Boating. Music, Art, Dramatics, Home Ec., Secre- 


tarial, Physical Ed. Modern Buildings, every room has 
bath. Summer Camp. Mention interest. Catalogue and Views. 
W. E. Martin, Ph.D., Pres., Box G, Bristol, Virginia. 





Two yrs. College, 4 


Blackstone College 2° 375, cavern! 
plomas in Liberal Arts, Music, Dramatics, Secretarial, 
Merchandising, Home Ec. and Physical Ed. Near Rich- 
mond. Modern, fireproof buildings. Swimming pool, golf, 
riding, other sports. Total cost $515. For catalogue address 
J. Paul Glick, President, Box G-5, Blackstone, Va. 


MARION COLLEGE 


Accredited Junior College and High School of- 
fering a wide variety of vocational courses in 
addition to standard work in Liberal Arts. Pre= 
library, Pre-nursing, Pre-journalism, Pre-social 


work. Education, business administration, home 








economics, music, speech, dramatics. 66th year. 
Extremely low rates of $425 to $485. Catalog. 
Hugh J. Rhyne, Pres., Box 906, Marion, Virginia 
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Endowed Junior College 
Virginia Intermont eereree  iiich School 
Accredited. General, vocational courses in Music, Art, 
Speech, Dramatics, Home Ec., Physical Ed., ‘Secretarial, 
Library Science. Beautiful location. Sports, riding, swim- 
ming. Founded 1884. Moderate rates. Summer Camp View 
Ranch. Catalog. H. G. Noffsinger, Pres., Box 122, Bristol, Va. 





° 

For women. Ac- 
Mary Baldwin College 225,27 soei 
The college with a background of culture and scholarship. 
A.B. degree. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial, Teacher 
Training courses. Bducationally efficient, socially selective, 

spiritually sincere. Riding, other sports. Catalog. 
L. Wilson Jarman, Pres., Box G, Staunton, Va. 
96th year. Episcopal. Effective prep- 
Stuart Hall aration for College Boards and col- 
leges admitting on certificate. General course for non- 
college girl. Excellent 1 and 2 yr. secretarial courses for 
high school graduates. Separate lower school—grades 4 to 


8. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Riding. Sports. 
Ophelia S. T. Carr, Prin., Box J-B, Staunton, Va. 


Stratford College 


In Healthful Piedmont. Accredited Junior College and 

Preparatory. Develops individual aptitudes and_ talents, 

Campus of 12 acres. All sports. For ‘‘Intimate Glimpses’” 
and catalog, address: 

John C. Simpson, Pres., Box G, Danville, Va. 

For young women. 


Greenbrier College Junior College and 


College Preparatory. Founded 1812. In the Alleghenies 
near White Sulphur Springs. Art, Music, Dramatic Art, 
Secretarial. Recreational and Social Activities. Modern 
fireproof dormitory. For catalogue, address 

French W. Thompson, Pres., Dept. G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 

















Saint Mary's, Notre Dame 


Academy for girls. Accredited college preparation. Music, 
Fine Arts, Home Economics, Commercial. Also, Ist to 8th 
grades. Sports—riding. Spacious campus. Catalog. Box B, 
Saint Mary’s Academy, Notre Dame, Holy Cross, Ind. 


MIDDLE WESTERN—GIRLS 


Lindenwood 


GerOr Gal) EE GE 


Confers A.B., B.S., B.M. Degrees 
With high aim and steady purpose, young wo- 


men at this outstanding college are preparing 
for leadership in their communities and success 
in careers. Journalism, teacher training, secre- 
taryship, physical education, speech, etc. Mu- 
sic, art. Also 2-year Junior College. A.A. degree. 
On 138 acres, near St. Louis. All sports. 113th 
year. Catalog. J. L. Roemer, D.D., Pres., 
Box 839, St. Charles, Mo. 


SaintMary-of-the-WoodsCollege 


Accredited standard college for girls, Courses lead to Bach- 
elor Degrees. Music, Art, Home Ec., Library Science, 
Journalism, Commerce, Secretarial Sc. Certificate courses 
in Teacher Training and Art, Well-equipped buildings. All 
sports. Catalog. Box 39, Saint Mary-of-the-Woods, Ind. 


\ 


FERRY HALL 
High School e Junior College 


Fully accredited for college preparation and college 
transfer. Alumnae in leading colleges and universi- 


ties. Art, music, dramatics. Secretarial studies. Golf, 


riding, tennis, swimming, other sports. Beaytiful 
buildings and campus directly on shore of Lake Mich- 
igan, 28 miles from Chicago. 70th year. Catalogue. 
Eloise R. Tremain, Box 1, Lake Forest, Illinois 








Monticello College 


Accredited junior college and preparatory school. Sound 
academic and special courses. Distinguished faculty. 101 
years old. Beautiful buildings. 300 acres near St. Louis. 


George I. Rohrbough, President, Box G, Alton, Illinois. 


Frances Shimer 


Accredited Junior College and Preparatory School. Music, 
Art, Speech, the Dance, Home Economics, Secretarial. 12 
modern buildings on 27-acre campus. Gym, pool, golf 
course. 86th year. No extras. Bulletin. A. Beth Hostetter, 
Acting President, Box 459, Mt. Carroll, Ill. 


WESTERN—GIRLS 











’ h S h | Accredited col- 
San Luis Ranch School Acredied iets 
school. Broad program, music, art, dramaties, dancing. Dry, 
sunny climate. Unexcelled health conditions. Outdoor sports 


all winter: tennis, riding, (saddle horse for each girl), pack 
trips, skiing, skating. Inclusive fee 


Mrs. Robert F. Potter, Colorado Springs, Colorado. 
fay 1939 Good Housekeeping 215 
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< One of America’s most distinguished mili- 
> tary schools, located in historic Shenandoah 
> Valley of Virginia. High elevation, excel- 
> lent health record. For 79 years graduates 
> have made excellent records at best colleges, 
> universities, Annapolis and West Point. 
> R.O.T.C. unit. 40-piece band. Liberal course 


> 
o 
> 
o 
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qn MILITARY 


for cadets not entering college. Modern, 
fire-proof buildings, two gymnasiums, 
and modern swimming pool. Athletic 
program for all boys. Separate Junior 
3 School. For Catalogue, address Colonel 
a Emory J. Middour, Superintendent, 
Box G-5, Staunton, Virginia. 





AAAAAAAA 





Hargrave Military Academy 


Making men—not money, Aceredited—in Piedmont Sec- 
tion—offering all preparatory school advantages at mini- 
mum cost. Separate Junior School, For.catalog, address 


Col. A. H. Camden, Pres., Box G, Chatham, Va. 





Kentucky Military Institute 


A school with a winter home in Florida. Preparation 
for college under ideal climatic conditions all year. Fully 
accredited. Oldest Private Military School in America. 
For fully illustrated catalog, address: 

Col. Chas. B. Richmond, President, Box G, Lyndon, Ky. 


Gulf Coast Military Academy 


Skilled Instructors; personal supervision. Graduates ac- 
credited eastern colleges. Two departments—Junior 5 to 
14; Senior 14 and over. On Beach. Open-air quarters. 
Open year ’round, Write for Catalog: 

R-4, Gulfport, Mississippi. 


: 


Riverside Military Academy 


Nation’s largest military preparatory school. Boys 10-20. 
Six months in Blue Ridge Mountains with winter session 
Hollywood, Florida. Golf course, swimming, tennis, ocean 
sports, aviation. Catalog: 

General Sandy Beaver, Box G, Gainesville, Ga. 





The Bolles School 


On. St. Johns River, Actredited. Thorough preparation for 
college or Gov’t Academies, 5th to 12th grades. Splendidly 
equipped fireproof buildings. Year ’round athletics, New 
gymnasium. Military. Seamanship, boating. For catalog, ad- 


dress: Col. Roger G, Painter, President, Jacksonville, Fla. 











Fishburne Military School 


Accredited preparation for college, West Point, Annapolis, 
or for business, in an inspiring environment. Military train- 
ing develops leaders. Supervised study, small classes under 
men who understand boys. Sports for all, hobby clubs, band. 
60th yr. Catalog: Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box G-3, Waynesboro, Va. 


Randolph-Macon Academy 


Military. Accredited. 48th Year. At northern entrance to 
Skyline Drive. ‘Prepares for college through intensive 
study methods. Fireproof buildings. Supervised athletics. 
Visitors welcome. Write for catalog and_‘‘Visit’’ folder. 
Col. John C. Boggs, Principal, Box G, Front Royal, Va. 


Castle Heights Military Academy 


R.O.1T.C. Preparatory. Post Graduate. Separate Jr. School 
—spacious mansion on adjacent campus; special instructors, 
house mothers. New $50,000 gymnasium. Endowed. Rates 
$575 and $675. Capacity 400. Early application advisable. 
Col. H. G. Armstrong, Pres., Lebanon (near Nashville), Tenn. 


Columbia Military Academy 


11 buildings, 9 built by U. S. Govt. Fully accredited. 
Special Department preparing for, Government Academies, 
R. O. T. C. Post-Graduate and Junior Schools. Athletics, 
including gym, swimming, golf, horsemanship. 50 piece band. 
For catalog, address Department G, Columbia, Tennessee. 
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We Teach EVERY BOY How To Study” 





Fork UNION 


CADEMWY 


Fully accredited. Prepares for college or business. Able 
facuity. Small classes. Supervised study. Lower School 
for small. boys in new separate building. Housemother. 
R. 0. T. C. Fireproof buildings. Inside swimming pool. 
All athletics. Best health record. Students from 27 states 
and other countries. Catalog. 42nd year. <= 

Dr. J. J. Wicker, Pres., Box GH, Fork Union, Virginia. 


Greenbrier Military School 


128th Year. Accredited. Preparation for coca Lower 
School. Near White Sulphur Springs. Altitude 2300 feet. 
Modern fireproof building houses all activities. All sports. 
Summer Camp. For illustrated Catalog, write 

Col. H. B. Moore, Box G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 


Battle Ground Academy Xo- mit, 


develops high scholarship, personality, and character. Accred- 
ited—graduates successful in better colleges. Close, personal 
guidance in small classes. Healthful location, near Nash- 
ville. Golf, swimming, gym, all sports, Moderate rate. 51st 
year. Catalog. George I. Briggs, Box G, Franklin, Tenn. 

Non - military, ac- 


The Morgan Schoo credited college prep- 
aration, Small classes, individual instruction. Healthful 
climate, south of Nashville. Outdoor activity year round. 
All sports. Junior school. Summer term, Founded 1885. 
Rate $550. Catalog, R. Kenneth Morgan, Jr., Headmaster, 
Box G, Petersburg, Tenn. 














Tennessee Military Institute gr°.i' 
ca’s better schools. Known for adequate preparation for best 
colleges, engineering schools, Gov’t academies. 66th year. 
Grades 8-12: post-grad. Bus. Admin. Enrolment limit 200. 
Ciass average 14 boys. Campus 144 acres. All sports. Cata- 
log. Col. C. R. Endsley, Supt., Box 78, Sweetwater, Tenn. 


MILITARY 
ACADEMY 


ming pool, golf course. Plenty of fresh milk 
from our own dairy. Sewanee is unique in 
its cultural atmosphere. Endowed; not for 
profit. Moderate rate. CATALOG, Major Gen- 
eral William R. Smith, Supe at 
Goumer yy Superintendent at West Point), 
Box G, Sewanee, Tennessee. 
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EDUCATES THE WHOLE BOY 


Studies and guides him un- 
derstandingly. Discovers in- 
terests and aptitudes. 
Develops initiative, poise 
and enthusiasm for purposeful living. College 
preparatory, Junior College work, 8th grade. 
1000-acre campus. All sports. Infantry, Cavalry, 
Artillery. Moderate cost. Catalog. 
54 Pershing Avenue 


ULVER 


MILITARY ACADEMY 


Culver, Indiana 


An Episcopal school dedicated to 
Howe School the development of alert, clean 
minds and sound bodies. Successful college preparation. 
Individual guidance program. Understanding faculty. Mili- 
tary training. Sports for all. Junior school. 55th year, Mod- 
erate rate. Catalog. Burrett B. Bouton, M.A., Supt., 259 
Academy Place, Howe, Ind. 


Wentworth Military Academy 


and Junior College, 60th year. 41 miles from Kansas City. 
High school and 2 years’ regular college work. Accredited. 
All Sports. Gym, stadium, swimming. Music, debating, 
dramatics. Write for book. Non-military Summer School 

Col. S. Sellers, 359 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo. 











Elgin Academ Balaneed program prepares 
Ae y boys for leading colleges, 
scientific schools. 95% of graduates in college. High scholar- 
ship. Unusual individualized attention. Gym, all sports. 
Art, shop, pool. Music. Heavily endowed; moderate rate. 
84th year. Catalog. Earl G. Leinbach, A.M., Headmaster, 
217 Academy Place, Elgin, Il. 





Morgan Park Military Academy 


Thorough preparation for college. Personal guidance to- 
ward all-round development, initiative stimulated. Ex- 
perienced teachers. Sports for every boy, including riding. 
Near Chicago. 66th year. Lower school. Catalog. 

Col. H. D. Abells, Box 359, Morgan Park, III. 


Missouri Military Academy 


50th year. Inspires boy to best efforts by teaching How to 
Study. Fully accredited. R. O. T. C. Small classes, Pre- 
pares for college or business. Separate Junior school. 
Sports, Gymnasium. Write for catalog to: 

Col. C. R. Stribling, M.M.A., 459 Main St., Mexico, Mo. 


Kemper Military School 


Junior College and High School. 95th year. Fully ac- 
credited. Superior scholastic, military, athletic rating. 
$200,000 gym. Indoor pool, rifle range. Golf. 96-acre 
campus. Catalog and View Book. ; 

Col. A. M. Hitch, 759 Third St., Boonville, Mo. 











Todd School and Camp 


For Boys 6 to 19. 91st Year. Accredited. Vitalized in- 
dividual College Preparation; and_ progressive Lower 
School. Shop. Swimming. Riding. Hour from Chicago. 
Mich. Summer Camp. Write fully. Catalog, or visit. 
Roger Hill, Prin., Box D4, Woodstock, Illinois. 





A military school _ that 
Onarga For Boys trains for Character, Fully 
Accredited to Colleges. Business courses 6th grade through 
High School. Real individual attention. Teaches How-to- 
Study. Athletics, New Gymnasium and Pool. 85 miles 
south of Chicago, Visit. Catalog: 

Col. J. G. Bittinger, Supt., Box G, Onarga, Illinois. 





Western Military Academy 


Junior-Senior High School. Accredited. 61st year. Group 
plan of instruction according to scholastic ability. Competi- 
tive athletics for all under unique plan. Modern fireproof 
buildings. For catalog and athletic folder, address: 

Col. R. L. Jackson, Pres., Box G-5, Alton, If. 





St. John's Military Academy 


For more than 50 years, St. John’s has been training boys 
to make wise choices in life. Thorough instruction, plenty 
of good times. Accredited preparation for college. All sports. 
Summer Camp. Catalog. 459 De Koven Hall, Delafield, Wis. 

Distinctive endowed boys’ 


Cranbrook Schoo school. Grades 7-12 and 


postgraduate. Unusual opportunities in music, arts, 
erafts, sciences. Hobbies encouraged, All sports. Single 
rooms. Strong faculty. Near Detroit. Graduates in over 50 


colleges. Catalog. 
Registrar, 1552 Lone Pine Rd., Bloomfield Hills, Mich. 
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A college preparatory 
Pillsbury Academy school for boys 12 to 20. 
Military training. 62d year. Accredited. Small classes. 
Personal instruction and supervision, Dormitories, Gym- 
nasium. Swimming pool.” All sports. Attractive campus, 
Wholesome surroundings. Endowed. Catalog. Milo B, 
Price, LL.D., Headmaster, Box 159, Owatonna, Minn. 











SOUTHWESTERN—BOYS 
New Mexico Military Institute 


Balanced program of academic, military and physical train- 
ing: High School and Junior College. Outdoor life the 
year round; dry climate—3700 ft. altitude. All sports. 
Cavalry R.O.T.C. Every boy rides. Catalog upon request, 

Col. D. C. Pearson, Supt., Box G, Roswell, N. M. 


SOUTHWESTERN— GIRLS 
Radford School fired’ sent eat oun 


climate. Open air classes in patio. Special work in music, 
art, dramatics, secretaryship. Character and personality 
developed. Sports, riding. Limited enrollment. Not for 
profit, Catalog. Lucinda de L. Templin, Ph.D., Principal, 
4100 Austin Terrace, El Paso, Texas. 





° 
Accredited Liberal 
Mary Hardin-Baylor s:7eaet, 20 'F8t 
Women. Spacious Campus. Progressive, personalized in- 
struction, Enriching associations and environments con- 
ducive to cultural growth, Social and recreational programs 
formulated to develop health, character, poise. Founded 1845, 
Gordon G. Singleton, Ph.D., Pres., Box 11, Belton, Tex. 
College Preparatory, 


Hockaday School Junior College, Institute 


of Music. Fully accredited. Thorough preparation for careers 
in fine arts or business, with emphasis on personality de- 
velopment and cultural background, Mild climate permits 
year-round outdoor sports. Catalog, Dept. A. 

Ela Hockaday, President, Dallas, Texas. 








SPECIAL SCHOOLS 
Binghamton Training School 


Nervous, backward and mental defectives. All ages. Sepa- 
rate houses for boys and girls. Special cottage for babies 
1-7 years, Individual attention. Established 1881, $65 a 
month and up. Mr. and Mrs. A. A. Boldt, W. H. Boldt, 


For excep- 
The Mary E. Pogue School !., °s:- 
girls. 36th year. Instruction adapted to child’s needs. 


Manual training, physical education, occupational therapy, 
speech training. Home environment. Separate buildings 
for boys, girls. Near Chicago. Catalog. 





M. D., 108 Fairview Ave., Binghamton, N. Y. 56 Geneva Road, Wheaton, Illinois. 
° ° ° 

The Training School at Vineland | Stewart Home School 

For those whose minds have not developed normally. Wor Retarded Children. 46th year. Private home and 

Between Philadelphia and Atlantic City. Child study school on beautiful 500 acre estate in Blue Grass Section. 


laboratory. Schools, shops, farms, ample playgrounds. Open 
all year. E. R. Johnstone, Director; C. E. Nash, Superin- 
tendent, Box 406, Vineland, N. J. 


Cottage plan. Individual mental and manual training. For 
illustrated catalogue address: 
Dr. John P. Stewart, Director, Box H, Frankfort, Ky. 





Separate buildings, boys, 
Devereux Schools girls. Individual programs, 
social training stressed. Kindergarten unit for young chil- 
dren. Devereux Hedges, offering vocational training for 
young women; music, cultural lectures, athletics. Summer 
camps in Maine. Helena Devereux Fentress, Director, or 
John M. Barclay, Registrar, Box 60, Berwyn, Pa. 





The Woods School 


For Exceptional Children, Three Separate Schools—Girls, 
Boys, Little Folks. Camp with Tutoring. Near Philadel- 
phia. Booklet. 


Mollie Woods Hare, Principal, Box 170, Langhorne, Pa. 





NRA ae Ue DE a 


SCHOOL 


CHICAGO 


vocl 


Dress Design, French Cutting, Pat- 
tern Making, Color, Merchandising, 
Styling, Buying, Style Reporting, 
Fashion Arts, Interior Decoration, 
Advertising, Photography, Display. 


STUDENTS PREPARED FOR PROFESSIONAL CONTACTS 
116 S. MICHIGAN BLVD., CHICAGO, Dept. C. 


Chicago Academy of Fine Arts 


Summer School July 3-Aug. 25; Commercial Art, Dress De- 
sign, Interior Decorating, Fashion Illustration. Cartooning, 
Industrial Design, Stage Art, Drawing, Painting, Photogra- 
phy, Direct-Project Teaching under 33 professionals. _ 

founded 1902. 18 S. Michigan Ave., Suite B-5, Chicago. 


The Art Institute of Chicago 


Fine Arts—Industrial Art. A Professional School offering 
degrees and diplomas in all branches. Not operated for 
profit. 60th yr. Low tuition, Summer School Term June 26- 
August 4. Illustrated bulletins on request. 

Dept. G. A., The Art Institute, Chicago, Ill. 














American Academy of Art 


Practical courses in Commercial and Fine Art, Dress De- 
sign, Fashion Illustration. Faculty of international reputa- 
tion. Individual instruction. Summer term begins June 26. 
Frank H. Young, Dept. 445, 25 E. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, II. 





FINE AND APPLIED ART 


e 

j The Accepted School of 
Fashion Academy Famous Graduates. Cos- 
tume Design—Styling—Fashion Art—Textile Design—for 
Trade, Screen and Stage. Under_ personal direction of 
Emil Alvin Hartman, America’s Recognized Design In- 
structor and Fashion Consultant. Write for School Book 9. 
30 Rockefeller Plaza, 5th Ave. at 50th St., New York, N. Y. 


N. Y. School of Fine & Applied 
Art (Parsons) Sune: sesionsuroroaueutts 


rior Decoration & Design; Costume Illustration; Advertis- 
ing Design; Life Drawing. Summer Bulletin on request. 
Box K, 2239 Broadway, New York. 


Penna. Academy of the Fine Arts 


Attractive summer school in Chester Springs, Pa. June 5- 
Sept. 23. Paintings (outdoors), Sculpture (animal sculpture), 
Tilustration, Mural Painting, Etching. Classes for begin- 
ners. Swimming. Winter school in Phila. Catalog. Henry 
G. Hotz, Jr., Curator, Broad and Cherry Sts., Philadelphia. 


ce 














N. Y. School of Interior Decora- 


tion Six Weeks’ Practical Training Courses. Also 
Vocational. Design and College Courses. Faculty of 
leading N. Y. Decorators. Day and evening classes. Summer 
Term commences July 10th. Send for Catalog 3R. 

515 Madison Avenue, New York City 


Art Institute of Pittsburgh + 


18 years of successful graduates in Commercial Art, Tlustra- 
tion, Fashion Drawing, Costume Design, Pattern Drafting, 
Interior Decoration. 9 and 18 month courses. Low-payment- 
plan. Individual Instruction. Summer term. Catalog. Willis 
Shook, Dir., 232 Stanwix Street, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 





Moore Institute School of Design 
for Women All branches of fine and applied 


art, design and_ craftsmanship. 
Teacher training course (B.F.A. degree). New Fashion Arts 
course for fashion careers, Distinguished faculty. Resi- 
dences. 95th yr. Catalog. 1342 N. Broad St., Phila., Pa. 


National Art School 


Study art in the nation’s capital. There are many adyan- 

tages. All types Commercial Art, including Costume De- 

sign, Fashion Illustration, Interior Decoration, Life Class, 
Mechanical Drafting. 24th year. Catalog. 

1751 Rhode Island Avenue, Washington, D. C. 

Thorough professional 


Layton School of Art fheroush mrptessions! 


and illustration; Sculpture; Advertising. Industrial, In- 
terior and Costume Design; Teacher Training. Frequent 
exhibitions, lectures, trips, Non-profit. 19th year. Moderate 
tuition. Catalog. Charlotte R. Partridge, Director, 19 Lay- 
ton Art Gallery, Milwaukee, Wis. 














BRYANT COLLEGE 


Beautifully located on campus in res- gg 
jdential district. Exceptional courses 
(degree in 2 yrs.) in Bus. Adm., 
c.p.A., Acccunting, Secretarial. 
Approved 4-yr. Comm’l Teacher 
Training (A.B. in Ed), Also 1-yr. 
Secretarial. Coed. Effective place- 
ment. Gym, dorms. 77h yr. Catalog. 
Secretary, Providence, R. 1. 









Chandler One and two year courses train superior 


secretaries. Graduates attain responsible 
positions in business and the professions. Cultural, social 
advantages of Boston. Beautiful new dormitory. Fairfield 
School—for college graduates exclusively. Marlborough School 
—short, intensive courses. 56th yr. Successful placement. 
Alan M. Furber, B. Se., 245 Marlborough St., Boston, Mass. 





1 Preparation for 
Lasell Junior College Rronaratton for 
positions. Two-year course combining college work and 
thorough business training. Merchandising Course prepares 
for retailing and advertising careers. Gym, sports, riding. 
10 mi, from Boston, Delightful home life. Catalog. Guy M. 
Winslow, Ph.D., Pres., 220 Woodland Rd., Auburndale, Mass. 


Burdett College 


Practical, cultural training for responsible positions. 
Graduates successful in business, governmental and educa- 
tional fields. College-grade courses: Secretarial and Busi- 
ness Administration-Accounting. Coed, Placement. Founded 
1879. Catalog. Registrar, 156 Stuart St., Boston, Mass. 
° 

Specialization brings results; Weylis- 
Weylister ter specializes in secretarial-executive 
training for business skill and management of personal 
affairs. Also cultural subjects. Large suburban estate near 
New Haven. Delightful social life. Resident and day. 


1 or 2 years. Placement service. Catalog. : 
Mrs. Marian W. S. Beach, M. A., Box G, Milford, Conn. 


Rider College 


Practical, college degree (B.S.) training for young men and 
women. Prepares for responsible positions as business ex- 
ecutives, accountants, secretaries, commercial teachers. 
Journalism. College life—sports, dorms, fraternities, sorori- 
ties. Placement. 75th year. Catalog. Dept. G, Trenton, N. J. 














BUSINESS AND SECRETARIAL 


TWO YEAR COURSE — College and cultural sub- 
feet: with thorough secretarial Palning. « 
ONE YEAR COURSE—Intensive secretarial training. 
Also SPECIAL COURSE for COLLEGE WOMEN. 
Delightful residences in Boston and in New York. 
For catalog address: Assistant Principal. 
BOSTON NEW YORK PROVIDENCE 
90 Marlborough St. 230 Park Ave. 155 Angell St. 















Berkeley-Llewellyn 


2 yr. and 1 yr. secretarial courses preparing High School 


graduates and College women for business. Individualized 
instruction. Distinguished university faculty. Restricted en- 
rollment. Effective placement. Bulietin, Assistant Secretary, 
Graybar Building, 420 Lexington Avenue, New York, N. Y. 

Secretarial, executive 


The Scudder School secretarial, executive 


school graduates, college women. 2-year college credit course 
with French, Business Psychology, Finance and _ Invest- 
ments. 1-year intensive. Model office. Social Welfare, 2- 
year college credit course. Field Work. Placement. Resi- 
dence. Miss G. H. Scudder, 66 Fifth Ave., New York City. 


Ballard School of the Y.W.C.A. 


68th Year. Practical training for High School graduates 
and College students for secretarial positions. Moderate 
fee, payable in instalments. Active free placement service. 
Gym, pool, cafeteria, six residences, See catalog DS. 
Lexington Ave. at 53d St., New York City. 


Minnesota School of Business 


Trains young men and women for responsible positions in 
business. Thorough, practical courses in executive secretarial, 
accounting, business administration. Stenotypy.. Individual- 
ized teaching. Excellent dorms, Placement. Est. 1877. Send 
for Bulletin G, 24 So. 7th St., Minneapolis, Minn. 


MEDICAL SECRETARIAL 
Franklin School of Science & Arts 


Dept. of Medical Technology. Offers unusually strong, 
complete, well balanced 9 mos. training course in Medical 
Laboratory Technology. X-Ray Technology in 6 mos. Free 
placement. Coed. Write for Catalog G. 

1906 Spruce St., Phila., Pa. 
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The Windle School 


College women here find a secretarial school 
planned for them alone. Thorough training to fit 
students for positions with top men in any organi- 
zation. One-year course in ore of New York’s 
smartest office buildings. Staff with complete ex- 
perience in teaching college women. Placement 
service. Catalog on request. Director, Louise F. 
Windle, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, New York City. 





Packard School 


Slst year. Registered by State Regents. Complete Secre- 
tarial; General Business; Accounting, and Special Courses. 


Co-educational for High School graduates and College 
Students. Placement service. For catalog write: 

Recorder, 253 Lexington Avenue, New York City. 

Girls individually 


C. Ee Young Schoo trained to be superior 


secretaries. Be ready in 6 to 8 months for a successful 
career! Unique Young System: no classes, personal instruc- 
tion, progress at your own rate of speed. Effective placement 
bureau. 10 min, from Wall St. Catalog. 

Registrar, 24 Sidney PI., Brooklyn Heights, N.Y. 


L E A R rd BANKING 


BOOKKEEPING 
STENOGRAPHY 
ALSO TELEGRAPHY AND CIVIL SERVICE. 
Attend on Credit, Pay when Employed. Estab- 
lished 48 years, 8 Big Buildings, $40,000 Sta- 
dium, $60,000 Gym, Municipal Swimming Pool, 
3,000 Students, beautiful Campus, Band, real 
college life. Send for Catalog. 
CHILLICOTHE BUSINESS COLLEGE 
1400 Monroe Street Chillicothe, Missouri 






















Wilson's Modern Business College 


Where the summer’s cool! One of America’s most progres- 


sive business schools. Excels in management, personnel, 
equipment, and placements. Est. 1897. Catalogs on request. 
Virginia at 5th, Seattle, Washington. 
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HOTEL MANAGEMENT 





































LEWIS STUDENTS 


“MAKING GOOD” 
EVERY WHERE 


Miss Sarah Korb: 
*‘Thanks for your 
kindness in helping 
me secure the As- 
sistant Hostess posi- 
tion at this Ranch. 
The proprietor is also 
a Lewis Graduate. 





















positions. 



























Could not have ac- 
cepted the position 
had | not taken your 
wonderful course.” 


Miss Laura A. Earl: 
“My position as Host- 
ess is very enjoyable 
and interesting. The 
ease with which 1 
handle it is due to 
Lewis Training.” 






LEWIS HOTEL 
TRAINING SCHOOLS 
(Founded 1916) 









Residential, Apartment and 

Resort Hotels, Clubs, Private Schools, 
Sorority Houses Offer Opportunities to Trained 

Women. Splendid Salaries, Living Often Included. 


Previous Experience Proved Unnecessary 


Qualify as Hostess, Social Secretary, Manager, Purchasing 
Agent, Hostess-Housekeeper and for many other important 
Lewis-trained women everywhere winning suc- 
cess through our complete course in hotel administration. 
One student writes: ‘‘Took your course and was placed by 
you as Hostess of this Inn. I have never worked before and 
this beautiful place makes every day a pleasure.’”’ 


— oueutiy losin Hundreds of Graduates Now Holding Mavs ene Tas 
at this beautiful place. Well-Paid Positions ine heriiiaes 
Have been Hostess- A ; ? Traini 

Train for a well-paid position—a good grade school educa- raining 
Matron for a year. tion, plus Lewis Training, qualifies you. Lewis-trained men Schools 


and women, both young and mature, are winning success. 
Registration FREE of extra cost in Lewis National Placement 
Service, which covers the country through special arrangement 
with the more than 23,000 Western Union offices, Write today 
for FREE book, ‘“Your Big Opportunity.” 















Mary 


Sta. TH-2402 


Washington, D. C. Trained 


ME MT 


LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHO: 

Sta. TH-2402, Washington, D. C. oe 
Send me the Free Book, .“Your Big Op- 
portunity,’ without obligation. 


bewnwccccsvccencceces ds: 


ee eee wee ew Be ew ew oe ee eee 
meee wees 











KINDERGARTEN 





Complete education for teaching (4° P72 
in elementary grades, kinder- CUP 
garten and nursery school. Chil- a 
dren’s demonstration school and 
observation center. Special summer classes. 
Beautiful resident hall. Located Chicago's 
#4 lovely North Shorenear lake. Cultural edu- 
cation plus vocational training. B.E. degree conferred 
(4 yrs.), also 3-year diploma and 2-year certificate. 
Write for list of successful alumnae. . 
National College of Education 


EDNA DEAN BAKER, Pres. Box 96-E EVANSTON, ILL. 





TRAINING 
Mills School 


For Kindergarten and Primary Teachers. Accredited by 
N. Y. and N. J. Departments of education for state certifi- 
cate. 8-year and 4-year courses. College credit toward degree 
in leading universities. Residence facilities. 30th yr. 

G. H. Lough, 66 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 


The Fannie A. Smith Teacher 


Training Schoo Nursery, Kindergarten, 


: _ Primary. Schools for Ob- 
servation and Practice. Credits for degree. Successful place- 
ment. Moderate fee. Fannie A. Smith, Principal, 1122 lran- 
istan Avenue, Bridgeport, Conn. 














LABORATORY TECHNIQUE 
Gradwohl School 2 2 Jatoratory, technician. 


intensive 
struction, plus 4 to 6 months’ interneship in hospital or 
lab. New, important course in parasitology and tropical 
medicine. Micro-photography, bacteriology, blood chemistry, 
X-ray. Placement service. Enter any month, Catalog. 
3510 Lucas Ave., St. Louis, Mo, 


Northwest Institute of Technology 


offers thorough, comprehensive courses in Clinical, Labora- 
tory Technique, including Basal Metabolism, in 9 months, 
Also X-Ray technique with correlated Physiotherapy in 
8 months. Men, women. Graduate employment unusually 
hich. Catalog. 3409 East Lake St., Minneapolis, Minn. 


NURSING 


MOUNT SINAT HOSPITAL 


SCHOOL OF NURSING * NEW YORK CITY 


EXCEPTIONAL educational advantages for 
high school and college graduates. Three- 
year nursing course. Fine, residential building 
overlooking Central Park. Instruction and 
clinical facilities unsurpassed. Over 800-bed 
hospital. Non-sectarian. Classes enter Sep- 
tember and February. Catalog G on request. 


Superintendent of Nurses 1 East 100th Street, New York, N. Y. 
SE OS a ES 


Prospect Heights Hospital 


School of Nursing. 3 years nursing course for High School 
graduates. Educational program as outlined by National 
League of Nursing Education. Catalog: Director of Nursing. 

773 Washington Avenue, Brooklyn, New York. 


New Rochelle Hospital School of 
Nursing 


Offers accredited 3 year course in Nursing to High 
School graduates. Apply 















UAT a tye 


of Medical Jechnology 


A Dept. of Franklin School of Science and Arts 


Offers an unusually strong, complete, and well balanced 
training course in Medical Laboratory Technology in 
9 months; X-Ray Technology in 6 months. Franklin 
Technicians are preferred. Free placement. Coed. Write 
for Catalog G, 1906 Spruce St., Phila., Pa. 














DENTAL NURSING 





Dental Assistants Training Insti- 


tute Short practical course qualifies women for positions 

in Dental Nursing as Assistants or Receptionists 
to Dentists and Dental Specialists. Free Placement. For 
catalog ‘‘4’’ write If W. 42d St., New York City, or 121 
North Broad Street, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 








PHYSICIANS’ AIDES 





Eastern School for Physicians’ 


' Faculty of Physicians. Prepares Qualified 
Aides Students for Physicians’ Aides. Physiotherapy, 
X-Ray & Laboratory Technique. Medical Secretarial 
Courses. Placement Bureau. Booklet GH. 

667 Madison Ave. at 6Iist, New York City. 





PHYSICAL EDUCATION 





Sargent College 


of Physical Education, of Boston University. 4-year B.S. 
course in Physical Ed., includes thorough instruction in 
land and water sports at Peterborough, : . camp, 
Cultural opportunities. In university city. 59th yr, Catalog. 
Ernst Hermann, Dean, 34 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass. 





Principal, Box 551, New Rochelle, N. Y. 


TECHNICAL 





Bli El 1 | S h | One year con- 
ISS ectrica cnoo densed course in 
eal engineering. Thorough training in principles, 
‘tical laboratory applications. Prepares for many 
High employment record. Modern buildings and 

equipment on suburban campus. 47th yr. Catalog. 
315 Takoma Ave., Washington, D. C. 
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Indiana Technical College 


Two-Year B. S. Degree courses in engineering: Electrical, 
Civil, Chem., Mechanical, Radio and Television, Aeronautical. 
l-yr. Mech. Drafting. Prep. courses without extra charge. 
Earn board, Low rate. Enter Tune, Sent., Dec., March. Catalog. 

249-A E. Washington Boulevard, Fort Wayne, Indiana. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





Hotel Extension Division 


Three-week course in principles of hotel operation, given by 
manager of Chicago Apt. Hotel. Class study of duties— 
Hostess, Apt. Hotel Mgr., Hskpr., Inspectress, Clerk, Asst. 
Mer., supplemented by observation in hotel itself. No ex- 
perience required. Catalog. Desk D, 203 N. Wabash, Chicago, 


HOUSEHOLD ARTS, FOODS, DIETETICS 
School of Domestic Science 


Practical 1 and 2 year courses equip graduates for posi- 
tions as dietitians, tea-room and cafeteria directors, cloth- 
ing specialists, teachers, ete. School residence. Catalog 
upon request. Mrs. Frederick S. Belyea, Y.W.C.A., 47 
Berkeley St., Boston, Mass. 











Lesley 


Domestic Science. Two-year professional course prepares for 
dietetic positions in hospitals, institutions, tearooms. One- 
year practical Home Making course. Dormitories. Extra 
curricular and social activities. For catalogue address: 

The Secretary, 33 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass. 





Miss Farmer's School of Cookery 


This long-established school prepares for positions requir- 
ing cookery and dietetics, and for efficient home manage- 
ment. One Year, Eight Weeks, shorter courses. Individual 
instruction in small groups. Residences. Catalog H. 

Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Huntington Ave., Boston, Mass. 


Bs a Distitian! 


One year intensive course qualifies you for a 
position im hotels, schools, hospitals, laboratories 
steamships, institutions. Cafeteria operated by and 
for students affords managerial experience. Place- 
ment service available. Co-ed. Age no obstacle. 
Licensed by N. Y. State. Write for catalog 14. 


NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF DIETETICS 
660 Madison Avenue, New York, Regent 4-2207 


The Iridor School 


will send you upon request a free book ‘‘Food Opportunities” 
which tells you how you can make money at home or in an 
attractive position. There are excellent openings for Iridor 
trained Tea Room Managers, Hostesses, Caterers, Cake and 
Candy Makers, 831-C Lexington Avenue, New York. 


Ballard School of the Y. W. C. A. 


68th Year. Professional Food Service Training. Kitchen 
and Dining-room Mgt. Modern Housekeeping. Cookery. 
Dressmaking. Home Nursing. Secretarial, etc. Placement 
service. Gym, pool, cafeteria. Six residences. Complete 
catalog D. 610 Lexington Ave. at 53rd St., N. Y. C. 


MUSIC AND DRAMATIC ART 
Alviene School of the Theatre 


45th Year—Drama, Dance, Vocal for Acting, Teaching, 
Directing. 3 in 1 course—Radio, Stage, Screen. Graduates: 
Lee Tracy, Fred Astaire, Una Merkel, etc. Student Stock 
Theatre Appearances while leartiing. Apply 

Sec’y Gale, 66 W. 85th St., N. Y- 


° 
American Academy founaea in 1884 by 
f D + a A + hae H. = 
9 foremost institu- 
° ramaric rts tion for Dramatic and 
Expressional Training in America. Courses prepare for 
Teaching and Directing as well as Acting. For catalog 
address Secretary, Room 192, Carnegie Hall, New York. 
Pe Bo SS ee ee ee ee ee eee 




















Provincetown Theatre Studio 


Learn to Act by Acting in Reginald Goode Stock Company, 
Clinton Hollow, N. Y¥.—2 hours from Broadway. Talented 
beginners play important parts. Strict professional direc- 
tion. 12 plays. Write 

Reginald Goode, 66 Fifth Ave., New York City. 


Institute of Musical Art 


of the Juilliard School of Music. Ernest Hutcheson, 
President; Oscar Wagner, Dean; George A. Wedge, Director 
of Institute. All branches of music. B.S., M.S. Degrees. 


120 Glaremont Ave., New York, N. Y. 








Vocational Training 










The schools represented 
here cover a wide range of 
courses of a vocational and 
professional nature. 


Any of these schools will 
be glad to send catalogs 
and full details of its work 
to Good Housekeeping 
readers upon request. 


Accent On Ice 


(Continued from page 124) i 
add the flour, which has been thoroughly | | 
mixed with 14 c. of the sugar, and the salt. 
Beat the egg with remaining 14 c. milk, 
then add to the hot-milk mixture, stirring 
constantly. Cook, while stirring, about 3 
min., or until mixture coats the spoon. 
Thoroughly cool; add cream and vanilla 
extract. Mash strawberries with a potato 
masher, adding the remaining %4 c. of 
sugar. Stir into the cream mixture. Freeze 
in a 2-qt. freezer, using 8 parts of crushed 
ice to 1 part ice-cream salt, until difficult 
to pull. Makes about 2 qts. of ice cream. 
To make 1 qt. make half this recipe. 





Meal Planning. The menus which fol- 
low have been planned with your ice 
refrigerator as the keynote. They show 
you how to plan and serve meals which 
can be prepared ahead of time, and with- 
out spending the better part of a day in 
your kitchen—for leisure hours are yours 
not for the asking, but the planning. 

We hope that these menus will tease 
and tempt you to be a better manager of 
your time. We hope they will guide you 
in choosing simple dishes that can be pre- 
pared in the morning hours or the day 
before, and then entrusted to that in- 
dispensable helpmate of yours, the ice 
refrigerator. Asterisked recipes follow 
menus. 


eA Forehanded Dinner ¢ 


*Fricassee of Beef Liver and Noodles 
Head Lettuce 
Sour Cream and Chutney Dressing 
Bread 
*Burnt Sugar Cake 
Strawberries (if desired) 
Coffee 


Fricassee of Beef Liver and Noodles 
TrsTED BY GOoD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups 
and spoons. Measure level. 





1 Ib. beef liver 1 No. 2 can tomatoes 

% ce. flour (2% ec.) 

2 tsp. salt 1 medium green pepper 

y% tsp. pepper 3 peeled medium onions 

4 tbsp. fat or salad oil 1% 8- or 9-oz, pkg. 

% tsp. celery salt noodles aa > i ; ; ‘ PF Oia 
Cut liver into 1” cubes. Dredge in the | } : bY a 3 ie 

flour, to which 1 tsp. of the salt and the | | : 3 DR Bees. ao 


pepper have been added. Sauté the liver 
in a large skillet or Dutch oven in the fat 
until golden brown on all sides. Add celery 
salt, tomatoes, and remaining 1 tsp. of salt. 
Add green pepper, which has been seeded 
and cut into fine strips, and onions, which 
have been quartered. Cook uncovered 
about 30 min., or until the beef liver and 
vegetables are tender. Cook the noodles TO SERVE YO UR BABY! 
in boiling salted water until tender. Drain : 
and place ona hot platter. Pour the liver Mother Nature and the Beech-Nut Com- 
mixture over the noodles, and toss lightly. pany have combined the earth’s goodness 


Ss ae 2 a 
eryes;6.,Vo seawes ye anake halt and scientific preparation of food. Cooked 


fe 
Esther 


mcg oe 
ip 





Burnt Sugar Cake al | in closed cookers. Double-strained. 

Trstep BY Goop HoUSEKEEPING INSTITUTES i Packed in glistening glass jars! 

Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups bas Sie i 
and spoons. Measure level. : They retain in high degree the natural 

1c. plus 3 tbsp. gran- 3 eggs “ i e3 

ulated sugar 2% ec. sifted cake flour ; food substances. Priced for thrifty moth- 10 VARIETIES: Peas, 
2/3 c. hot water 2 tsp. baking powder é ers! P. S. The jar is an ideal container for Beets, Apricots, Apple 
Milk ¥y, tsp. baking soda F : ; Sauce, GreenBeans, Prunes, 
% e. shortening Y% tsp. salt storing unused contents in refrigerator. Spinach, Carrots, Vegetable 


Soup, Blended Cereal. 
Melt 3 tbsp. of the sugar in a small skil- 


let until a deep golden brown. Add water / 
very gradually, while stirring, and cook 
until the sugar is dissolved. Turn into a : eec = 
standard half-pint measuring cup and add 
enough milk to make 1 c. liquid in all. Lar 
Mash the shortening with the back of a fe STRAI Ni ED FOO DS 
spoon until creamy and fluffy. Gradually | |. 4 
Fe m relent p APBrOved Si EP re’ 5 =ch 


add the remaining sugar, continuing to Nut Packing Co., Canaioharie, N.Y.) 












cream until well blended and light. Add ; ~ (ee. eer bt EO 
the beaten eggs and stir well. Then add, 1 a toe gl a ‘ ge 4 oe 
alternately, the remaining dry ingredients | [pee aps an NE ay x : fe 2 4 

which have been sifted together—and | hs Simm £4 Pw Pee i SS rr a 
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THESE THINGS TELL YOU 


pew 
tLe ing 


This beauty of pattern and finish 


comes only from fine craftsmanship 


ata A REN: SRA ee ae 


spoons and forks are extra plated. 





Aw Unuimirep 
SERVICE GUARANTER 
assures you long and 
lasting pride in the 
Kine Epwarp pattern 






You’Lu Love Kine Epwarp’s slender, 


graceful lines and classic charm. You'll 
thrill to its splendid value. To acquaint 
you with the pattern, we’ve specially 
priced a useful Nut and Bonbon Server at 
20¢. Ask your dealer for it... or send the 
coupon today. 


‘King Edward 


EXQUISITE SILVERPLATE 


99 Pieck SERVICE FOR 8 
in tarnish proof chest with 
luxurious hollow handle 


knives. $3 ] 5 0 


Open Stock Price with- 
out chest $43.60 

Other Kinc Epwarp 

services for 6 and 8 







FEATURED AT 


chests included, 


NATIONAL SILVER COMPANY 


NEW YORK ¢ CHICAGO «¢ _ LOS ANGELES. 





NATIONAL SiItverR CompANY 
61 West 23rd Street, New York, N. Y. 


Enclosed is 20¢ for genuine Kinc Epwarp 
Nut 





and Bonbon Server (list price, 75¢). 


NAME & ADDRESS .. 


220 EVERY product guaranteec 


at $14.50, $19.50 and | 
$24.50. Tarnish proof | 


| the caramel liquid. Bake in 2 greased- 
paper-lined 9” layer-cake pans in a mod- 
|erately hot oven of 375° F. for about 25 
min. Invert, remove from pans; cool on a 
cake rack. Frost with White Mountain 
Icing (see recipe below). 

In using an electric beater, allow the 
shortening to stand at room temperature 
until it is soft. Cream it for 1 min. at high 
speed. Add the 1 c. of sugar gradually with 
the beater still at high speed. After all 
the sugar is added, scrape the bowl and 
beat for 1 min. longer. Add the eggs, un- 
beaten, one at a time and beat for 1 min. 
after each addition, still using high speed. 
Scrape the bow! with a spatula or by re- 
versing the bowl, beating mixture a few 
sec. longer. Turn the beater to the lowest 
speed and add the sifted dry ingredients 
alternately with the caramel liquid, about 
one-third of each at a time. Scrape the 
bowl and beat a few min. longer. 


White Mountain Icing 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups 
and spoons. Measure level. 


1 ec. granulated sugar 1 unbeaten egg white 

4 tbsp. water 1 tsp. vanilla extract 

Y% tsp. vinegar 2 tbsp. marshmallow 
cream 


Put’sugar, water, vinegar, and egg white 
in the top of a double boiler. Place over 
continuously boiling water and cook for 
7 min., beating constantly with a hand 
beater. Remove from heat, add vanilla 
extract and marshmallow cream. (The 
marshmallow cream comes in a jar or 
can.) Then spread between and on top of 
layers. Fills and tops two 9” cake layers. 


e A Hurry-Up Lunch ¢@ 


Eggs Leo. (page 139) 
r eas 
(fresh, canned, or packaged quick-frozen) 
Doughnuts 
Chilled Chocolate Milk Drink 





e An Easy Dinner e 


Baked Fish, Nejelski Style (page 139) 
New Potatoes in Jackets 
Spinach 
(fresh, canned, or packaged quick-frozen) 
Bread 
*Rhubarb Sherbet 
Tea 





Rhubarb Sherbet 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups 
and spoons. Measure level. 


21% ec. diced fresh or 34 ec. granulated sugar 
packaged quick-frozen 1 tbsp. lemon juice 
rhubarb % ec. canned pineapple 

1144 ce. cold water juice 


Combine rhubarb, water, and sugar in 
a saucepan. Simmer until the rhubarb is 
soft. Cool, then add the lemon and pine- 
apple juices. Freeze in a 2-qt. crank 
| freezer, using 8 parts crushed ice to 1 part 
ice-cream salt, until difficult to pull. 
Makes about 114 qts. 





ICE CREAMS 


And Frozen Desserts 


A new Institute bulletin, price 15¢. 
Gives tested recipes and methods for 
making ice creams, sherbets, and ices 
in wide variety, in freezers and auto- | | 
matic refrigerators. Also year-round 
ideas for serving ice cream. Order || 
from Good Housekeeping Bulletin 
Service, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 
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Use DUNDEE TOWELS in gay nauti- 
cal designs to add a world of charm 


_ to your bathroom scheme. Choose 


from a wide variety of exciting 
colors, with guest sizes and wash 
cloths to match. Their luxurious 
softness and amazing absorbency 
make bathtime a joy. Their stur- 
dy construction and pleasant low 
prices assure you a collection of 
long-wearing towel beauties, that | 
will be the envy of all your friends— _ 
land-lubbers and sea-going, alike. 


Distinctive textures, sparkling de- 
signs, brilliant colorings, in Dundee — 
Towels of every size and type, make 
selection easy. Available at better — 
stores... A product of GEORGIA- © 
KINCAID MILLS, Griffin, Georgia, 
Makers of Dundee Towels for 50 years. — 
WOODWARD BALDWIN & Co., Selling — 
Agents, 48 Worth Street, New York. © 
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Vigil in the Night 
(Continued from page 19) 
round to retrace her steps toward the 
nurses’ home. 

As she did so she heard a cry. Startled, 
she drew up short, conscious of a figure 
running wildly through the darkness to- 
ward her. 


Were Anne left the ward, Lucy had 
tried to settle herself more comfor- 
tably in her chair. But the chair was hard, 
and Lucy scarcely awake. She was unable 
to find ease, and the petulant expression 
on her pretty face deepened. She hated 
rising early, hated coming down to the 
shadowy ward—that was the worst of 
nursing, getting out of a warm bed at 
such unearthly hours!—and above every- 
thing she hated not having had time to 
get her morning cup of tea. 

Lucy was addicted to this morning cup 
of tea; it drew her together, restored her 
temper. And the more Lucy thought about 
it, the more her petulance increased. She 
was a plump little thing, with a happy- 
go-lucky air and sharp challenging eyes. 
Her soft fair hair came coquettishly from 
beneath her nurse’s cap. At her best she 
looked roguish, bold, and full of fun. Now, 
however, her sense of injury imparted to 
her enticing features a sulky frown. 

Inwardly she fumed and fretted, and at 
last she could stand it no longer. She told 
herself that Anne was a regular fussy old 
woman; and bossy, too, when it came to 
that! What right had she to lay down the 
law? The child was perfectly all right. 
Defensively Lucy stretched out her hand 
and fingered the thin white wrist. Yes, 
the pulse was excellent—quick, of course, 
but quite firm. She would not be away a 
minute. And she must, simply must, have 
that cup of tea. She rose and moved noise- 
lessly into the ward kitchen. 

But back in the ward the sick child in 
his little cot stirred. For some moments 
after Lucy had left him he lay breathing 
rapidly but regularly, flat on his back, the 
steam floating gently across his pale up- 
turned face. His long dark lashes deepened 
the blue shadows beneath his eyes. One 
tiny hand, protruding from the blankets, 
was clenched nervously, as though in com- 
bat with some hidden enemy. 

Suddenly there came a change. The 
baby’s breathing lost its measured rhythm. 
All at once a moist wheezing, a kind of 
bubbling sound, filled the air, and at the 
same instant a greenish clot of the diph- 
theria membrane spouted from the orifice 
of the tracheotomy tube in the child’s 
throat. There it hung, blocking the tube, 
sucked in and out with each labored, 
difficult breath. 

It was an awful moment in that vacant, 
darkened ward. And something terrible 
was in the mortal struggle which ensued. 
The sick child tried with all its enfeebled 
force to expel this impediment to its 
breath. The small hands clenched together, 
the face grew dusky with the effort, the 
legs kicked weakly. But the effort was too 
feeble, the choking membrane still re- 
mained. And now the child’s breath was 
coming shallower, more and more spas- 
modically. The face turned still more livid. 
The whole of the little chest was shaken 
convulsively with the effort to draw in 
the precious air. Such anguish could not 
endure. One last frightful spasm came, a 
final choking noise, then all was peace. 
The tiny hand that had been so tightly 
clenched opened out like some strange 
flower, the fingers unfolding slowly like 
petals in the sun. Then the child finally 
lay still, arms outstretched, as though 
pleading. 

It was then that Lucy returned to the 
ward. Comforted by her hot cup of tea, 
her good temper thoroughly restored, she 


























40 SERVINGS from a single package of 
delicious Cream of Wheat! And you 
Pay not a penny extra for the extra 
values of the improved 5-Minute 
Cream of Wheat. That's real economy! 























MOTHERS! Write for free copy of new 
picture-manual, “Feed the Baby and 
Watch Him Grow!” 28 pages packed 
with helpful advice. Cream of Wheat, 
Dept. E14, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 
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“’n\ “It gives you Extra Minerals 
and Vitamins... and tastes 
better than ever!” 


Have you tried Cream of Wheat lately? Expect 
a pleasant surprise. Now you can cook Cream 
of Wheat in just five quick minutes of boiling. 
Cook it to thorough digestibility, smoother 
texture, richer, wheatier flavor. 

Yes, Cream of Wheat cooks quicker and 
tastes better—but that’s not all. Today this 
famous cereal brings you extra minerals and 
vitamins—important food values that enrich 
the natural goodness of nourishing ‘wheat. 

Put New 5-Minute Cream of Wheat at the 
top of your marketing list now: The whole 
family will love this improved cereal for 
growing children and grown-ups. 


No other hot wheat cereal has all 
these Extra Values 


Extra cooking speed —just five minutes of 
boiling. Extra iron for good red blood. Extra 
Calcium and Phosphorus for strong bones, 
sound teeth. Extra Vitamin B, to help pro- 
mote growth. Extra flavor—richer, wheatier. 
New Cream of Wheat cooks to deeper color 
because of added wheat growth center. 
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EVERY product guaranteed 


| cusingly. “At what time did the tube be- 


approached the cot. There, before the 
silent babe, she drew up. Then everything 
came on her at once. Her eyes, transfixed, 
dilated in horror. A cry of sheer terror 
rose and died in her throat. She lost her 
head completely. Instead of clearing the 
tube and striving immediately to restore 
those stifled respirations, she wrung her 
hands and, calling wildly on her sister, 
rushed panic-stricken from the ward. 


HREE minutes later Anne was back 

beside the cot. She snatched out the 
blocked and useless tube. Then with for- 
ceps she widened the opening in the wind- 
pipe, swabbed it free of membrane, and 
began desperately the movements of arti- 
ficial respiration. While she worked, her 
face set and pale, she exclaimed in a tense, 
unnatural voice: “More strychnine. And 
get me one c.c. of camphor in oil. Also 
some pure ether.” 

With trembling fingers Lucy obeyed. 
The strychnine was given, then the cam- 
phor. 

The movements were continued, fran- 
tically, feverishly. The perspiration gath- 
ered on Anne’s brow. Her lips became 
more pale and set. Even as she went on, 
hoping against hope, doing everything 
within her power, she knew in her heart 
that it was useless. And so, in the same 
tone as before, she threw out the com- 
mand, “Fetch Matron.” 

Lucy shivered and went haltingly from 
the ward. 

It semed no time at all before the ward 
was full of people: Matron Lennard in 
her dressing gown, Sister Hall, Nurse 
Gregg, and Nurse Jenkins, strangely un- 
familiar without her collar or cuffs, then 
old Doctor Hassall himself. They all be- 
gan to do their utmost. Anne stood by 
the cot, erect, watching them, watching 
their useless, quite useless efforts. Beside 
her, hands interlocked in agitation, was 
Lucy. 

Finally the matron raised her head. 
She was a fragile figure with pure white 
hair, now strangely disordered, and eyes 
studious and severe. Gazing at Anne, she 
said in a strained, accusing tone, “How 
did this happen?” 

There was a pause that seemed inter- 
minable. Then Anne answered: “The tube 
became blocked. We did everything, 
everything we could.” 

“Why did you let the tube get blocked?” 
asked Dr. Hassall harshly. 

Another silence. 

Dr. Hassall drew the sheet over the 
dead child’s face. Nurse Gregg had gone 
into the kitchen. She was a_sharp- 
featured, unpleasant woman and had al- 
ways been vaguely hostile to Anne. Now 
she returned hastily. She declared with 
an air of discovery: 

“Matron, I’ve found something out. 
Someone has just made tea in the ward 
kitchen.” 

Every eye was turned on Anne. 

The matron got control of herself, tried 
to infuse reason into her voice. “Did you 
really make tea in the kitchen when you 
should have been attending to your 
patient?” 

Anne forced herself to meet the ma- 
tron’s frigid stare. If she answered that 
question, Lucy would be lost. 

“Why—” she faltered, trying to shield 
her sister, and hopelessly broke down. 

Another question came, inexorably ac- 





come blocked?” 

That question was more dangerous than 
the last. It meant the finish of Lucy. Viv- 
| idly, unmistakably, Anne saw it all. Lucy 
|had not yet taken her certificate. This 
| dreadful thing would mean the blighting | 
| of her career before it had begun. Every 
| instinct of love and protection rose up in | 








Anne. Almost unconsciously her decision | 
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was made. For Lucy’s sake she lied de- 
liberately. 

“At five minutes to six I felt tired. I 
thought I would make myself some tea. 
I felt sure the patient was all right. When 
Lucy came on duty, she called me. I saw 
what had happened. We worked on 
him—” her eyes traveled toward the ward 
clock, then returned bravely to the ma- 
tron’s—‘“we worked for nearly three- 
quarters of an hour. But it was—it was 
no use!” 

A gasp came from the thin lips of Nurse 
Gregg, from Dr. Hassall an imprecation 
of disgust. There was a long silence. Anne 
still held herself erect. Lucy, supporting 
herself by the bedrail, seemed unable to 
speak. 

At last the matron said to Anne in a 
voice of ice: “Go to your room. You will 
be dealt with later.” 


LONE in her own room, Anne waited 
as the hours dragged by. It was a 
tiny, narrow room at the end of the cor- 
ridor of the nurses’ home. For three years 
it had been her home. Here she had lain 
down, tired out, at the end of her day’s 
work. Here she had risen to face another 
dawn. It held her own few things—a pho- 
tograph of her parents, one of Lucy, a 
school group, the old silver-backed toilet 
brushes that had been her mother’s. But 
now it seemed oddly alien to her. Or she 
to it. Her ear, acutely tuned, heard the 
distant sounds of the hospital’s routine. 
But as this long and harrowing day went 
on, no one came near her. 

Then, toward three o’clock, a knock on 
the door made her heart jump. Perhaps 
it was the matron. But no, when the door 
opened, it was only Nurse Jenkins, who 
entered with compressed lips, carrying a 
tray. She peered at Anne, then with a 
kind of unwilling affection declared: 

“Y’m not supposed to be here. You know 
that, don’t you? I’m liable to have my 
head taken off if I’m caught. Yet I couldn’t 
help thinking you’d be starving.” 

“Thank you, Nurse. But I’m 
hungry.” 

“Don’t be a fool. You'll need all your 
strength for what’s coming to you.” 

Under the compelling acrimony of 
Nurse Jenkin’s eye, Anne began to eat 
the sandwiches and cocoa the older woman 
set before her. A dried-up, testy little 
woman of uncertain age, Martha Jenkins 
was the epitome of melancholy failure. 
She was probably over sixty. Yet some- 
where beneath that desiccated exterior 
there lay a heart. She had a great affection 
for Anne; yet rather than show it she 
would have died. 

“A pretty fix you’ve landed yourself 
into,” she now ruminated acidly. “And a 
pretty commotion you've caused in this 
hospital. The place is humming with it. 
Nurse Gregg has been saying this was 
bound to happen sooner or later, saying 
that you were too good to be true.” 

“Nurse Gregg was always my friend,” 
said Anne with sudden bitterness. 

“Oh, I stuck up for you,” replied Nurse 


not 





Jenkins. “I shut them up.” 

Anne was silent. This good old soul’s 
defense was not the one she would have 
wished. “Where is Lucy?” she asked. 

“On duty. She don’t say much.” 

Another silence. 

“What do you think they'll do with me?” 
Anne spoke dully. 

“You'll find out only too soon; I’m 
afraid. There’s a special committee meet- 
ing at five o’clock.” 

Nurse Jenkins reached forward and 
patted Anne’s arm. Her faded old face 
suddenly was human. 

“Don’t take on, my dear. They can only 
throw you out. And, mark my words, | 
that’s the best thing that could ever hap- 
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a long breath. “While ’'m about it Pll give 
you my opinion. Yes, and my advice. 
Nursing’s a rotten job. You’re better out 
of it. ’'ve had my fill of it. Year after year 
I’ve worked myself to the bone. And what 
is my reward? I haven’t got a penny to 
show for the penal servitude I’ve suffered 
all my life. And when ’m worn out, when 
my rheumaticky bones refuse to work any 
more, they’ll chuck me aside like an old 
boot without a pension. I'll be fit only for 
the workhouse. And there’s hundreds like 
me. It’s a scandal crying out to heaven. 
You know I’m right, even though you’ve 
only had three years of it. You know the 
life is slavery. 

“You’ve been careless and foolish, but 
it’s the luckiest thing that ever happened 
to you. You get out, my dear, and stay 
out. Marry that garage fellow that’s sweet 
on you—Joe Shand, isn’t it? Have a home 
of your own and a lot of children. They'll 
give you all the nursing you want. And 
believe me, it’s the only kind of nursing 
any real woman wants. I wish to heaven 
it had come my way!” 

The old nurse subsided, exhausted by 
her outburst. Anne gazed back at her with 
grave intensity. For the moment she for- 
got her present trouble, so bent was she 
on expressing the inmost conviction of 
her heart. She murmured, as though to 
herself: 

“I know it’s true, a great deal of what 
you say. But I love my work. It’s wonder- 
ful work, work that really matters. We’re 
wretchedly paid, we’ve got to put up with 
a lot. But it could be changed. If only 
we'd stick together, fight together, we 
could get better conditions for ourselves. 
That’s one of the greatest ambitions of my 
life, to try to do that. But even if we 
always had to work under the most mis- 
erable conditions, I still think it would 
be worth while to be a nurse.” 

Nurse Jenkins sniffed as she rose. “Well, 
your theories are very nice, my dear, 
But they don’t seem to work out in prac- 
tice. You take my advice, my girl, and 
clear out of nursing while the going’s 
good.” 

Left alone with her thoughts, Anne felt 
with renewed intensity the horrible anom- 
aly of her position. What a hypocrite 
Martha must think her! Yet her deter- 
mination grew firmer. She had taken up 
her attitude. No matter what it cost her, 
she must protect Lucy. 


AC HALF-PAST five there came the 
dreaded summons from the matron. 
Anne’s blood pounded in her ears as she 
entered Miss Lennard’s familiar office. 

The matron sat at her desk, and close 
at hand were seated the four members 
of the hospital committee: Amos Green, 
the miners’ agent; Mr. Weatherby, the 
coalmaster; Sam Staples, the auctioneer; 
and the Reverend Mr. David Perrin. They 
all scrutinized Anne with blank, curiously 
impersonal faces. Standing beside the 
matron, making pretense of turning over 
some papers, was Doctor Hassall. He did 
not even look at Anne. 

For a moment there was silence. Then 
Miss Lennard said abruptly: 

“Nurse Lee, we have been considering 
your case, and most painful it has been. 
Have you anything to say for yourself?” 

A cold shiver ran through Anne. What 
could she say that would not incriminate 
Lucy? The members of the committee sat 
like magistrates upon the bench. 

“T have really nothing to say,” she stam- 
mered. 

“Nothing!” exclaimed Amos Green. 
“Can’t you even offer some excuse for this 
damnable thing you’ve done?” 

Anne gazed at the stocky miners’ agent. 
He had been her father’s friend, had often 


| given her sweets when she was a child. 


“Do you mean us to understand,” asked 
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the Reverend Mr. Perrin gently, “that you 
are wholly to blame?” 

Anne nodded blindly. 

The members of the committee con- 
ferred. Finally Anne heard Mr. Weath- 
erby, the chairman say, “What is the use 
of taking it further?” He made a sign to 
Miss Lennard. 

The matron moistened her dry lips. 
“Nurse Lee,” she said, “I cannot tell you 
what a dreadful shock this has been to me. 
That one of my nurses, that you above 
everyone, Anne Lee, should have been 
guilty of such a breach of professional 
conduct—” her voice wavered; she broke 
off with a gesture. 

At this Dr. Hassall turned from the win- 
dow. He spoke bitterly. “You may well 
search for a word, Matron. There isn’t one 
to fit it.’ He glanced at Anne. “A human 
life has been wantonly thrown away 
through your gross and utter negligence. 
And yet you stand there dumb as a door- 
post. You wouldn’t look like that if you’d 
had my job of telling the baby’s mother. 
Have you nothing to say for yourself?” 

Anne had a frightful desire to blurt out 
the truth, to reinstate herself. It was the 
greatest temptation of her life to clear 
herself of this awful shame. With a great 
effort she fought back the impulse. She 
stood there in silence, her eyes downcast, 
trembling visibly. 


HE matron interchanged a glance with 

Dr. Hassall and the chairman. Involun- 
tarily she sighed. “Then there is no help 
for it. You must take the consequences. 
You are dismissed from your post. You 
will leave the hospital not later than to- 
morrow. Only your record here has saved 
you from a worse punishment, that of los- 
ing your certificate. Some of the committee 
wished this case to be brought before the 
nursing council. But out of consideration 
for your previous good conduct we have 
decided to hush the matter up. You_may 
work out your own salvation elsewhere. 
That rests with yourself. I can, of course, 
give you no testimonial whatsoever. I don’t 
wish to see you again. Good-bye.” 

Anne gazed at the matron unseeingly, 
her eyes swimming with tears. That this 
wise and kindly woman who had trained 
and encouraged her, whose regard she was 
certain she had won, should now condemn 
and utterly despise her, was anguish al- 
most unendurable. But what was there to 
be done? Nothing. 

As Anne turned away Dr. Hassall fired 
his parting shot. 

“There is nothing in the world so bad 
as a bad nurse. Nor so good as a good one. 
Remember that, Nurse Lee. Remember it 
all your days.” 

Outside the office Anne wiped her eyes, 
then hurried to her own quarters. Fortu- 
nately she met no one. Holding her side, 
gasping as though she had been running, 
she gained her own room. Awaiting her 
was Lucy. 

“Anne!” cried Lucy. “What’s happened? 
I couldn’t get near you all the day. That 
damned Hall kept me on duty till five 
o'clock. Quick! Tell me! What’s hap- 

ened?” 

“Nothing.” Anne spoke slowly, as from 
a long way off. “I’m kicked out. That’s all.” 

A look of relief came over Lucy’s face. 
“No more than that!” 

Anne’s gaze was still distant. Yet through 
the painful haze of her emotions she sensed 
something of her sister’s selfishness. She 
said, “Isn’t it enough?” 

“Qh, I know, I know!” exclaimed Lucy 
with forced compunction. “But I thought 
there might be a case, police proceedings— 
far worse. I was waiting to own up. I kept 
thinking they might do something terrible.” 

Anne spun round quite fiercely. She was 
suddenly angry, passionately and fiercely 
angry. “You should have done your think- 
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Softex Pad Pants with disposable Pads save 
Mother an houtr’s drudgery every day and give 
Baby a fresh, new, hygienic Pad for every change. 
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“Oh Linda, I’m so tired all the time. It takes 
me an hour every day just to wash Baby’s 
diapers! Sometimes I wish I’d never HAD 
a baby!” 


“Cheer up! You can throw all those diapers 
away—and that smelly old container, too! 
T’ve brought Baby some Softex Pad Pants 
and a big box of 50 disposable Pads.” 
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Look at the soft fluffy filler and the spe- 
- cial tissue surface—it’s extra absorbent and 
in the pants and adjust them with two can’t chafe the tenderest skin. Completely 
safety pins. And Baby gets a fresh, new disposable, too—just flush it away in the 
Pad every time!” toilet.” 





“See how quickly you can change him—just ss 
tuck the ends of the Pad under the pockets 









Pad Pants are made of Softex—fine pure 
silk, waterproofed without rubber—cool, 
comfortable, dainty. Carefully designed 
to fit securely without binding or discom- 
fort. 60¢ in sizes to fit all babies. PADS 
are completely disposable, so soft they 
cannot chafe the tenderest skin. In refill 
boxes of 50 pads for 75¢—a few pennies 
a day for ail this convenience and safety — 
less than it would cost you to have diapers | 
laundered. 

Kleinert’s Softex PAD PANTS make a 
truly helpful GIFT for a young mother. 


Prices slightly higher on the Pacific Coast and in Canada, 


TORONTO..NEW YORK .. LONDON 


“But aren’t the Pads expensive?” “On the 
contrary —they cost only a few pennies a 
ae i And think of the drudgery they save 
you!’ 
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are guaranteed | 


for satisfaction 


T’s A FACT! Fruit of the 
Loom Sheets must give 

you satisfaction or your 
money back. In dollars and cents, 
this means a real saving. You don’t 
have to replace so often. And the 
sheets you buy stay new looking, 
good looking, longer. This holds 
true whether you’re buying a mus- 
lin sheet or a sheet of de luxe per- 
cale. The Fruit of the Loom guar- 
antee is sincere. It means what it 
says... Look for it when you buy. 


This Sincere Guarantee 


“Tf this 
Fruit of the Loom product does not 
give you satisfaction in use, return 
it to us and you will receive a new 
one or a refund of the purchase 
PTE. ss is your ‘satisfaction insurance” 
on over 70 products of cotton and rayon 
for men, women, children and the home. 
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ing this morning. Then that poor child 
would still be alive. Oh! It’s horrible, hor- 
rible— a nightmare! I can’t believe it’s 
true.” 

Lucy’s figure stiffened. “It’s not too late 
for me to own up yet,” she answered in 
a hard tone. “I'll do it if you wish. Don’t 
think I’m afraid. Pll go to Matron this 
minute.” 

“She wouldn’t believe you,” Anne said 
bitterly. “Now she would think you were 
trying to shield me.” 

There was silence in the little room, a 
sad, unhappy silence. Anne stared out of 
the window in tortured melancholy, Lucy 
bit her lip with stubborn perversity. Then 
with a cry of genuine contrition, Lucy 
threw herself into Anne’s arms. 

“Oh, I’m sorry, really I am!” she sobbed. 
“T don’t know how it ever happened. It 
was wonderful of you to take the blame. 
I could never have faced it, never, never. 
I haven’t the pluck. And they’d never have 
given me my certificate. ’d have been fin- 
ished. But you can easily get another job, 
Anne. And when I pass my examination, 
I'll join you. We wouldn’t have stayed here 
much longer in any case, would we, Anne? 
We wouldn’t have wasted our lives in a 
hole like this? But of course if you like, 
Tl still.own up—” 


WL Lucy babbled on, almost hyster- 
ically, Anne held her close, stroked 
her forehead soothingly. So much did she 
love her sister, the sacrifice she had made 
became not merely necessary but inevi- 
table. They sat together on the edge of the 
bed facing the window, evisaging the far 
horizon of their future, while lights beaded 
the dusk of the distant town. 

“Where shall you go?” whispered Lucy. 

Anne had already considered this con- 
tingency. She had always meant to seek 
her opportunity in a great city. Now the 
opportunity had come more swiftly, more 
sadly, than she had expected. “I'll go to 
Manchester,” she said, “Now, don’t worry. 
I'll soon get a job there. Plenty of chances. 
It’s not too far away from you, my dearest.” 

There was silence for a moment, then, 
hesitantly, Anne spoke again, her voice 
somber in the obscurity of the room. 
“There’s just one thing I want you to 
promise me, Lucy. If you think I’ve done 
something for you, then do this for me. 
Promise me never to be careless again. 
Promise me to vindicate yourself, to make 
up for what you’ve done. Promise me to 
be a good nurse.” 

“I promise,” whispered Lucy, choking 
back a sob. 

When Lucy had gone, Anne began to 
pack. Already she had made up her mind 
to leave the following morning at dawn. 
It was not that her peremptory dismissal 
rankled. She could not bear to face the 
other nurses in the common room, to hear 
their comments, sustain their condolences 
or criticism. In her present case one clear 
swift cut, that was the best way out. 

Yet there was one thing more she must 
do. At eleven o’clock, when the lights had 
been extinguished in the nurses’ home, 
she went down the stairs, stealing unob- 
served across the yard to a small stone 
building that stood detached, like a tiny 
chapel, close to the outer wall. It was the 
hospital mortuary. 

Anne entered, unafraid. And there she 
stood, for moments which fled swiftly, 
while she contemplated with graven fea- 
tures what the silent place now held. She 
thought how pitiful was the death of a 
little child. How doubly pitiful a needless 
death. Her soul throbbed within her. She 
prayed as she had never prayed in all her 
life: for her sister, for herself, for their 
future, that singly and together they might 
expiate this terrible mistake of Lucy’s. 





Moths and moth worms actually die in Di- 
chloricide. Its moth-destroying vapor protects 
every square inch of fabric—and at a cost of 
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Di-chloricide comes in finer crystals than ordi- 
nary preparations, it releases its vapor more 
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for Di-chloricide today. 
A pound protects an 
average trunkful of 
clothes. P. S§. Di-chlori- 
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Merck & Co. Inc., Man- 
ufacturing Chemists, 
Rahway, New Jersey. 





epee tf 


SUR Ca Le 


40 WORTH STREET . NEW YORK 


eee 


| Then, strangely comforted, she retraced 
‘her steps and slipped into bed. 
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At quarter to six next morning Anne’s 
alarm clock rang. She arose, dressed 
quickly, and, carrying her one suitcase, 
left her room. She wished no _ heroic 
farewells at this hour. As she passed her 
sister’s room she slipped a note under- 
neath the door. She felt that Lucy would 
understand. Then she went down the’ de- 
serted staircase and for the last time 
passed through the gates of the County 
Hospital. 

It was raining gently, a soft sea rain 
which misted her hair and clung in tiny 
beads to the blue fabric of her raincoat. 
As she took the long road to the town, 
she dared not look across her shoulder lest 
she should give way to tears. 

A quarter of a mile along the road there 
came an interruption to her march. The 
loud note of a motor horn drew her up 
sharply, and in the same instant a much 
used sedan circled on the wet cobblestones 
and splashed to rest at the curb beside her. 
Next minute Joe Shand was beside her, 
a short fair-haired figure in soiled over- 
alls, his round good-natured face drawn 
into an unusual and almost pathetic ex- 
pression of concern. 

“T thought I’d find you making for the 
six-thirty.” 

Anne considered the full implication of 
Joe’s stammered remark. She said slowly, 

“You knew I was going then?” 

“Why, the whole town knows—” 

Joe caught himself up, but not before 
Anne had completely understood. The 
whole of Shereford knew of her,dismissal, 
had undoubtedly been gossiping about it 
up and down the streets. 

It was a bitter dose for Anne. She caught 
her lip between her teeth. “I must hurry, 
Joe. I’ve barely time to get the train.” 

“No, no,” he protested confusedly. 
“That’s why I’m here. I can’t let you carry 
your case. Besides, if you’re taking the 
six-thirty local, you’ll have fifty minutes 
to wait at Grimthorpe Junction. Listen, 
Anne! Let me drive you to the Junction 
in the car. It’s dead easy for me, only thirty 
miles. And it'll save you such a lot of 
bother.” 

Anne considered his homely, honest 
face. What he said was true. His plan 
would save time, spare her some awkward 
encounters at the local station. 

“Thank you, Joe,’ she assented with 
quiet gratitude. “It’s like you to think of 
a thing like that.” 


ee next minute they were in the car 
and bowling along in the direction of 
Grimthorpe. Joe drove beautifully; it was 
his one accomplishment, a quite superb 
knowledge of the mechanics and move- 
ments of motorcars. It was, in fact, his job. 
In all else he was clumsy and uncertain. 
And now he drove in silence. Studying his 
profile, which though pleasant was in- 
clined to weakness, Anne saw that some- 
thing was worrying him intensely. That 
worried her, too. She had known Joe 
Shand since her childhood. She and Joe 
and Lucy had gone to school together, 
gone bird’s-nesting in the woods together, 
sung in the church choir together, grown 
up together. And Joe had asked her to 
marry him so often that the question was 
a perpetual embarrassment. 

They were five miles out of the town 
before Joe darkly exploded his worry. 

“Anne! I can’t get the hang of this thing 
at all. It just doesn’t make sense. The 
things they say. Amos Green, for instance, 
he came to our house last night. I don’t 
believe him. For pity’s sake, Anne, tell me 
about it.” 

Anne shook her head firmly. “I don’t 
want to talk about it,” she said. “It’s over. 
I’ve made up my mind to put it behind 
me—for good.” 

With Joe, Anne’s word was law. This 
time, however, he was not content. 
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1897. Aunt Anne was married when I| was 
five years old. | remember the pink ribbons 
on the dress I wore as a flower girl . . . and 
rose petals... and the smile on Aunt Anne’s 
face ... and when it was over Mother held my 
hand and said “But, Joanie, are you crying? 
When everything’s so happy!” 


1905. Margaret’s wedding was in June... in 
the village church where we had all been 
christened, where we had sat stiff and shining 
every Sunday morning, carefully reverent. 
And then we were all grown-up and Margaret 
was being married ... with the sunlight sifting 
through the stained glass window, and the 
summer breeze a rippling murmur. For a 
moment then the faces blurred in mistiness. 


1917. Only four of us were there when Jim 
was married. ..when the bugles sounded, and 
everything was echoing with “Goodbye.” It 
was over soon... the bareness of the City Hall 
and the sound of marching feet. And Julie 
looked so brave — as if she saw beyond those 
quick farewells... 


I cried at Aunt Anne’s, at Margaret’s, just for 
the glory of it—a glory that only tears could 
make articulate; and at Jim’s because the war 
was on...and because Jim 
was my baby brother and the 
last to leave home. . . These 
were my people and I had 
shared with inexpressible 
poignancy the great moments 
of their lives — the moments that 


only memory can preserve .. . 

When those nearest and dearest to us 
— those whose great moments we 
have shared — when they die, mem- 
ory seeks an everlasting tribute of 
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our love. First and foremost, is asuitable mem- 
orial. Immediate questions present themselves: 
What designs are available and where may 
we see them? What costs are involved? Which 
type of stone will aggtire eternal beauty? 

Today these questions are best answered by 
one statement: look for the memorial dealer 
who features memorials sculptured from Select 
Barre Granite and approved by the Barre 
Guild. The Guild mark is applied only to 
Select Barre Memorials created to the highest 
Guild standards of Design, Workmanship and 
Material. A Guild Certificate guaranteeing 
permanent satisfaction through every step of 
a memorial investment is supplied with each 
approved memorial. Behind the Barre Guild 
stands an entire industry, located in the Barre, 
Vt., district,“The Granite Center of theWorld,” 
and composed of nearly one hundred manu- 
facturer-members of the Barre Granite Associ- 
ation, using granite from the following quar- 
ries: J. K. Pirie Estate, Rock of Ages Corp., 
E. L. Smith & Co., Wells-Lamson Quarry 
Co., The Wetmore & Morse Granite Co. 


PERSONAL 

Here are three suggestions which will help you 
when the selection of a memorial is your*re- 
sponsibility: First, choose a 
memorial dealer who features 
memorials sculptured from Se- 
lect Barre Granite as approved 
by the Barre Guild, and insist 
on a Guild Certificate when you 
buy. Second, remember that only 
a monument manufactured in 
the Barre, Vermont, district is a 
genuine Barre Guild monument. 
Third, send today for the beau- 
tifully illustrated free booklet, 
Barre—The Story of Granite.” 
Address: Barre Guild, Dept. 
H-2, Barre, Vermont. 
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Let Norge Preserve the Food 


The new and amazing C/M Synchro- 
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prices. Keeps foods juicy-fresh twice 
as long. The Marathon, at new, lowet 
prices, is super-powered by the famous 
Rollator Compressor. The Gold Seal — 
is the greatest Norge Value in the lower 
price field... with Hermetically Sealed, 
Self-Cooling Rollator Unit. 


Let Norge do the Washing 


Ten laundry models ... for finest washing 
and ironing. New Steri-Seal Washer with 
Steam Sealer does whiter, more sanitary 
washing. Norge Duotrol Ironer has easy 
control... gives hand freedom... saves 
time, effort and temper. 


Let NorgedotheCooking 


Norge builds Gas and Electric 
ranges for all home needs. The 
Electro-Speed Power Range 
cooks cleaner, easier, cheaper. 
See its Speed Plates...its scien- 
tific Broiler Wells. See also the 
Super Concentrator Gas Range. 
Its burners save fuel... its 
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‘But this going away,” he broke out 
again. “I hate it. There’s no sense in it. 
Why in the name of heaven are you do- 
ing it?” 

“Why should I stay?” she answered, 
realizing too late it was the wrong thing 
to have said. 

He was quick to take advantage of it. 
“Because I want you to stay. Because I 
want you to marry me. I need you, Anne. 
I could do things with you—build up a 
great old business. I could get somewhere, 
and besides—” Joe flushed and floundered 
lamely—‘“I love you. Maybe I could help 
you in this fix you're in.” 

Touched at this loyalty, Anne was silent, 
almost tempted, despite herself, to throw 
up everything and find a home and secur- 
ity with Joe. Yet something held her back, 
something intangible, something strange 
and deep. 

“Don’t press me just now, Joe,” she tem- 
porized. “You can see I’m rather upset. 
Some other time, perhaps, if you feel like 
asking me again—” 

Joe’s face colored more vividly, his 
mouth opened and shut. With a most un- 
usual effort he restrained himself. Anne 
had given him more cause for hope than 
ever before. He would not spoil it by an 
ill-chosen word. He drove slower than 
before, though, spinning out their time to- 
gether, reaching Grimthorpe Junction only 
four minutes before the southbound ex- 
press was due. He had barely time to buy 
her some magazines and newspapers at 
the bookstall before the express shrieked 
round the bend and Anne was in her com- 
partment, waving good-bye to him from 
the window. 

“Take care of yourself, Joe,” she said. 
Then as her last and most important in- 
junction she called out, “And take care 
of Lucy, too.” 

The journey to Manchester was a dis- 
mal one, through harsh industrial land 
lying sodden and begrimed. Tall chimney 
stacks rose up in the rain among the 
dumps of slag and refuse. The towns were 
dark and ugly, beaten by the weather, 
grimed with soot. 

Yet Anne had more to occupy her than 
the landscape or the weather. Though the 
eventuality which had broken up her life 
was a staggering one, as she had told Joe, 
she was determined to put the past behind 
her. Opening the Nursing Mirror, she went 
carefully through its advertising pages. By 
the time she had finished her brows were 
drawn. There was nothing, not a single 
nursing vacancy advertised for Manches- 
ter. This was a serious blow. It was essen- 
tial that she find work at once; her last 
desire in the word was to take lodgings in 
the city and hang about till work turned 
up. If she were forced to do this, she would 
soon be destitute. 

Anxiously she picked up The Clarion, 
the local Manchester. daily. She folded 
back its advertisement page, and instantly 
her face brightened. There at the top of. 
the first column was the following adver- 
tisement: “Nurses. Strong young girls, 
with or without experience, wanted for 
the Hepperton Institution. Apply Miss 
East, S.R.C., Matron.” 

How lucky, thought Anne, her heart 
leaping, to have chanced on this, on this 
particular day! 


1S ree which Anne reached by 
the penny tramcar, lay on the south 
side of the city in a working-class quarter 
packed with struggling humanity. As Anne 
gazed at it, finding it so different from 
the homely little County, dazed almost by 
its rows and rows of windows, she felt a 
sense of awe come upon her. What a great 
place! Yet what a chance, among this 
crowded population, for experience, for 
real, wonderful experience in her profes- 
sion. Fortified by a cup of coffee and a 


bun at a neighboring stall—she had not 
broken her fast till now—Anne marched 
toward the porter’s lodge and boldly asked 
to see the matron. Her request was granted 
after she had filled in a printed form. 

Though the interior of the hospital was 
much more antiquated than Anne had 
imagined, Matron East was far from being 
a relic of the past. A stocky, thickset, 
bustling woman of about forty, gave the 
immediate impression of restless, choleric 
energy. She wasted no time with Anne. 

“Your name’s Anne Lee. You’ve had 
three years at the Shereford County. Cot- 
tage Hospital, eh? Just got qualified and 
then cleared out? Bit the hand that fed 
you, eh? I know what ingratitude is. I’ve 
had it all my life. I expect it, and I thrive 
on it. Where’s your certificate?” 

Anne produced the document. The ma- 
tron took it, glanced at it. 

“That's in order. Well, I'll give you a 
chance. Report to Sister Gilson in Ward C, 
surgical side. You'll have to pass the med- 
ical examination tomorrow. And remem- 
ber, I don’t stand any nonsense. One 
half day a week if you’re lucky. Extra 
duty if you’re not. No smoking, cosmetics, 
or perfume. And you'll have to share a 
bedroom. Take this slip along to Sister 
Gilson. That’s all.” 


ARD C€ lay at the far end of the north 
wing; it was in fact two wards linked 
by an operating amphitheatre, and Sister 
Gilson, to whom she made herself known, 
was a harassed-looking woman who ac- 
cepted her as mechanically as the matron. 
“You'll take duty this afternoon. It’s our 
receiving day. We’re very full at present. 
And a little short-handed.” The ward sis- 
ter turned to a young nurse at that mo- 
ment passing. “Nurse Dunne, you’re going 
off now. Take Nurse Lee with you to the 
nurses’ home. Give her any help she needs. 
Get her a laundry number and find out 
where she’s to sleep.” 

Nora Dunne was about twenty-five, with 
a rounded, compact figure, a freckled, 
merry face, and dark long-lashed Irish 
eyes which held a twinkle that nothing 
seemed to quench. With an appraising 
glance at Anne, her face broke into a grin 
of friendly welcome. 

“So you're the latest victim. Strong 
healthy girls wanted for the Institute for 
Destruction of Nurses. Well, you look as 
though you could stand it.” Anne’s blank 
expression only made her laugh the louder. 
“You don’t know what I’m gassing about, 
do you? But you'll soon find out. Dear old 
Hepperton—the wonder hospital of the 
century—hot and cold running water, 
breakfast in bed, and all home comforts. 
Maybe!” 

“Tt doesn’t seem quite so marvelous as 
that,” said Anne cautiously. 

“Tt isn’t,” Nurse Dunne answered terse- 
ly. “It’s the frozen limit. Lousy accommo- 
dation, beds like boards, cockroaches in 
the woodwork, damp in the basements. 
The plumbing’s awful, you can’t get a hot 
bath in the home unless you send Mul- 
ligan, the janitor, a postcard. And you 
want the stomach—beg pardon, I forgot 
my physiology—I should have said the 
gizzard, of an ostrich for the grub.” 

“What’s the work like?” inquired Anne. 

Nora Dunne laughed gaily. “My dear, 
you'll get plenty of that. Our wards are 
always full and running over. And we’ve 
got one marvelous man—Prescott—sur- 
geon—a dark silent devil who operates 
like an archangel. Unfortunately we don’t 
belong to him in C, but we assist him in 
the operating room, and he’s simply grand. 
You see, the trouble with this place is 
lack of money. It’s entirely dependent on 
public subscriptions, and it doesn’t get 
them—at least, not enough. The result is— 
everything suffers, is skimped and scraped 
to the bone. Though the building looks 
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AVE you acranky old toast-burner 

in your home—a treacherous finger- 
blisterer? If you have, you’re in luck. 
That wretched Jonah is actually worth 
money—for once! You can trade it in for 
$2 on this beautiful Toastmaster toaster, 
or on one of the stunning new Toastmas- 
ter tray sets. 

-And then you'll have toast that zs toast. 
Toast that can’t burn; toast that you never 
watch or turn; toast that comes light, 
medium, or dark—as you like it! The Flex- 
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ible Timer tends to everything. Up pops 
the toast the instant it’s done, and off 
goes the current. 


DON’T WAIT! THIS OFFER CAN'T LAST 


This opportunity is open only until May 
31. So do be prompt! Take your old 
toaster, regardless of its age, make, or 
condition, to any store selling Toast- 
master* products. They will gladly allow 
you $2 on the purchase of a 2-slice, fully 
automatic, pop-up type Toastmaster toaster 
—or ona Hospitality Set or Toast ’n Jam 
Set complete with this toaster. Why not 
go today? Toastmaster products are on 
sale at department stores, electric com- 
panies, jewelry, hardware, appliance, and 
specialty stores—or wherever electrical 
appliances are sold. 


*“TOASTMASTER” is a registered trademark of 
McGRAW ELECTRIC: COMPANY, Toastmaster 
Products Division, Elgin, Il. 
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nap jadgment’s 
est, Mother Ag, 


eel me the 


new Vanla 
SNAPPY TRAINER 


Remarkable new Vanta two-piece 
training union fastens with GRIPPERS 
for quicker changing, freedom from 
button-bother, and longer life. 


Herz it is, Mother — the new Vanta SNAPPY 
TRAINER. It’s got everything! Those won- 
derful GRIPPERS — so much quicker than 
buttons, and no amount of laundering can 
hurt ’em. 

You know Vanta’s famous two-piece train- 
ing union design — with the top made like a 
Vanta Sleeveless Vest, with a band of pat- 
ented No-Belt across the back of the neck, so 
the straps can’t ever slip. off my shoulders. 
And the panties are those wonderful Vanta 
double-duty training panties, with No-Belt 
for the drop-seat, and extra thicknesses of 
material through the center — just in case! 

And, though the training union fits like a 
regular union suit, you can take off the panties 


separately (just un-Gripper them) for emer- 


gency changes. 
Well, it’s enough to say that the Snappy 
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Snappy 
Trainer 


$1.00 


Extra Panties 
59c 


Trainer is a Vanta Garment — ’cause Vanta 
Garments are scientifically designed, made of 
the finest health fabrics, and recommended by 
leading baby specialists all over the country. 

Go right down to the Infants’ and Chil- 
dren’s Department of our favorite store, 
Mother. And get me a season’s supply of 
Vanta’s Snappy Trainer. It’s made in that 
middle weight cotton — just right for spring 
and summer. Sizes 2 to 8. And just $1.00. 
(Extra panties — 59¢.) 


QUICK FACTS ABOUT VANTA’S NEW SNAPPY TRAINER 


1. Two-piece garment, fits like regular 
union suit, but fastens together at waist 
with GRIPPERS. Easy to fasten, secure, 
quick for changing panties separately. No 
buttons to replace. Grippers guaranteed 
for the life of the garment. 


2. Patented Vanta No-Belt used in neck- 
band and drop-seat. This band of soft, live 
rubber is guaranteed for the life of the 
garment. Not harmed by washing or long 
use. No elastic to replace .. . ever. 


3. Top piece of garment is the famous 
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Vanta No-Fas-Ning Sleeveless Vest de- 
sign. Straps cannot slip off the shoulders, 
thanks to No-Belt across the back of neck. 


4. Panties are Vanta Double-Duty Train- 
ing Panties. Extra reinforcement through 
center gives extra protection. 


5. Made in sizes 2 to 8, in middleweight 
fine-combed cotton, ideal for spring and 
summer wear. 

6. Snappy Trainer priced at $1.00, com- 
plete. Extra panties 59¢. At the Infants’ 
and Children’s Dept. of your favorite store. 





Vanta Garments 


FOR INFANTS AND CHILDREN 


 ] —anuwuvnnensvcuncenacsscnnceunansenncaccnnasaennsesanacossnnnussanesnenscarsnnsessubecenannanadusnecensananennnnn 2 
Send for these two Earnshaw Knitting Company, Dept. G-59, Newton, Mass. i 
books today (In Canada, J. R. Moodie Co., Ltd., Hamilton, Ont., are Licensees.) 
Baby's Outfit—s0-page book Please send books as checked. I enclose 10¢ for one, 20¢ for two. 

covering 55 subjects of vital 0D Basy’s Ourrir DO Tur Toppier 


interest to expectant mothers. 
500 name suggestions, 10¢. 


The Toddler — 34 pages of 
training, feeding and _ health 
helps for mothers of children 
from 2 to 12. 10¢. 

>> 
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Address 
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good enough from the outside, it’s so old 
it creaks. What we nurses have to put up 
with would give you a pain. I suppose you 
thought you were lucky to see that ad. 
Let me tell you, dear chicken, that stays 
in seven days of the week. The matron’s 
a card. We call her the Bruiser.” 

‘“Doesn’t anyone try to improve things?” 

Nora pursed up her lips. “Oh, yes, one 
or two, I suppose. Prescott, especially, 
though he doesn’t really know how bad 
things are with us nurses. He’s up in the 
clouds, got some wild idea in his head 
about a surgical brain clinic. Then of 
course there’s Bowley. He’s not a doctor, 
he’s the Matthew Bowley. You must have 
heard of him. He’s practically a million- 
aire. And he seems to be interested in the 
hospital. He’s a regular pal of Prescott, 
too. But there aren’t any others worth 
writing home about. And what a commit- 
tee we’ve got—frightened cheese-paring 
old sissies!” 

As Nora rambled on, they reached the 
nurses’ home. Here the little Irish nurse 
turned to Anne with her sudden infectious 
smile. 

“Pardon my indelicacy, angel face, but 
I think I like you. If you can stand it, why 
don’t you bunk in with Nurse Glennie and 
me? Our room’s not so bad, and it’s made 
for three. I warn you Glennie snores—I 
have to throw shoes at her twice nightly 
—but I can arrange it if you like.” 

Because she had taken an immediate 
liking to Nora, Anne nodded in cordial 
agreement. 

The room to which Nora introduced her 
was up three flights of winding stairs, a 
mere attic underneath the rooftops, with 
three cheap truckle beds, three old wooden 
chests of drawers, and two enamel wash- 
bets Amusedly Nora studied Anne’s 

ace. 

“Don’t lose your nerve, honey. You'll 
get used to it.” 

“I suppose so.” Anne made her tone 
cheerful. But she had never seen such a 
wretched room in all her life. 

“Tt isn’t the Ritz,” Nora went on. “But 
you can take it from me it’s about the dog- 
giest suite in this love nest. Who wouldn’t 
rush to be a nurse with such luxury flung 
in the very teeth? That not so, Glennie?” 


FT HE nurse thus addressed had just fol- 
lowed them upstairs and into the room, 
wearing a long cape and a weary air. She 
was. a big, rawboned, redheaded Scot with 
chapped hands and a dour and tactiturn 
stare. Shedding her cape, she subsided on 
her bed, her gaze fixed all the while, not 
unpleasantly, on Anne. 

“You two ought to know each other,” 
Nora went on airily. “This is the new com- 
rade, Glennie. Anne Lee’s the name.” 

As with Nora, there was something 
about Glennie—despite her forbidding ex- 
terior—which made Anne feel that she had 
found a friend. Five minutes later when 
the three girls went down to lunch to- 
gether, Anne felt herself accepted by the 
other two. 

On the threshold of the dining room 
Glennie paused impressively. “Have ye 
a good appetite?” she asked Anne gravely. 

“Why?” Anne replied, unthinkingly. 

“Oh, nothing, nothing,” said Glennie 
with the same gravity. “It’s just that if 
ye’re not verra hungry, I recommend the 
roast turkey. Woman, it’s real tasty.” 

A minute later Anne understood why 
Nora shrieked with laughter. 

The nurses’ refectory was a large bare 
hall with a double row of plain tables at 
which perhaps forty nurses were already 
seated. Two elderly maids in pink striped 
coveralls were noisily handing round the 
plates. 

Anne sat down beside her two friends, 
and in due course food was placed before 
her. At least Anne could only assume it 


was food. But it was a pitiful diet for hard- 
working women. Most of the nurses were 
making the best of it in an apathetic man- 
ner. And Anne, feeling Nora’s quizzical 
eye upon her, conquered her nausea and 
did the same. 

She was due for duty at two o’clock. 
Whatever had been her appetite for the 
food, her eagerness for her work was un- 
questionable. At five minutes to that hour 
she was in Ward C. And by five minutes 
past the hour she was fully aware that, 
no matter if in other respects the hospital 
was deficient, in its range of cases it sur- 
passed the County a hundredfold. Though 
she liked all the branches of her profes- 
sion, she was particularly fond of surgical 
work, and here in C were at least half a 
dozen post-operative specials such as she 
might not have seen at Shereford in 
twenty years. Not only that. Since today 
was receiving day, a stream of fresh cases 
kept pouring into the ward. She set to 
work joyfully. 


FepE over two hours she was gloriously 
busy with work full of interest and hu- 
manity, touching the depths of pain and 
squalor, the heights of fortitude and skill, 
compassing the pinnacles and the pits of 


e. 

At half-past four, when she was en- 
grossed in redressing a septic sinus case, 
she was abruptly interrupted. From the 
end of the ward she heard the peremptory 
call of “Nurse.” Turning, she observed in 
the doorway a smartly dressed young man, 
with perfect creases in his trousers and 
an equally immaculate parting in his 
flaxen hair. 

“Nurse,” he called again in an even 
louder tone. 

Anne’s face flushed sharply. She put 
down her dressings and came slowly down 
the ward toward him. 

“Are you quite deaf?” The inquiry was 
made with supercilious rudeness. “When 
I sing out for a nurse, I expect her to step 
on it. You’re new, aren’t you?” 

“Yes.” Anne confined herself to the 
monosyllable, though in her indignation 
she could readily have said more. 

“Hm!” The exclamation contained a 
note of mollified conceit. “You probably 
didn’t realize who I am. Doctor Caley— 
Doctor George Caley, M.B. I’m the house 
surgeon here. Next time I come in the 
ward you stand up and take notice.” 

If Anne had a fault, it was her pride, 
and now she lost her temper utterly. “I 
usually am standing up in the ward,” she 
said sharply, “and I hope I’m taking notice. 
But perhaps you would prefer me to salute 
when you come in.” 

He reddened, tried to glare her out of 
countenance, and failed. “Don’t be im- 
pertinent,” he said. “You were fiddling 
about in the ward and paying no attention. 
If you don’t look out, Ill report you to 
the chief and have you flung out.” 

Anne bit her lip fiercely, restraining 
herself by a supreme effort. She could not 
afford to defend herself against this in- 
justice. She dared not, simply dared not, 
run the risk of losing her job. 

When he saw that she was silent, he 
laughed shortly. “That’s taught you some- 
thing, hasn’t it, Miss Impertinence? And 
Tll give you a few more lessons before 
Tm through. I'll devote myself pretty 
thoroughly to teaching you the etiquette 
of this particular ward. In the meantime 
pay attention to what I’m saying. Number 5 
here is a gastro-enterostomy. He had sus- 
picion of hematemesis this morning, and 
the chief’s worried about him. I want you 
to watch him carefully, and if he hem- 
orrhages again, let me know at once. Ring 
me at the Park Hotel. I’m going out there 
to tea. Do you understand?” 

“Yes.” The word was wrenched from 


her. 
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He stared at her insolently. “Yes, what? 
Don’t you know that you must address 
me as ‘sir’?” 

“Very well, sir,’ Anne said in a low, 
distinct tone. 

He chuckled, enjoying his triumph; 
then turning, he swaggered through the 
swing doors of the ward and was gone. 

Next day Anne was passed as physi- 
cally fit by Mr. Sinclair, the chief sur- 
geon of the ward, and thereafter, despite 
the many discomforts and hardships of 
the place, she began gradually to find 
herself. The work continued to be su- 
premely interesting. And she was learn- 
ing, learning all the time. Mr. Sinclair was 
an MS. and a F.R.C.S., and though a 
dried-up little elderly man—his beard was 
silver gray—he was still a good surgeon. 
His main defect was his timidity, which 
caused him occasionally to send a doubtful 
case to his colleague Prescott on the ad- 
joining floor. Besides doing her work in 
the ward, Anne was drafted for occasional 
duty in the operating amphitheatre, and 
here she found her greatest joy. Assisting 
in the operating theatre was in her blood, 
it brought out the very best of 
her skill, drew even a grudg- 
ing word of praise from that 
bleached automaton, Sister Gil- 
son. 

Her hours were so long and 
her work so tiring she had little 
leisure and small incentive to use 
it. Escape came in her frequent 
thoughts of Lucy. She wrote a 
full and cheerful account of all 
her doings to her sister. She 
found, too, in her growing friend- 
ship with Nora and Glennie a 
bulwark against melancholy and 
a refuge in all her troubles, 
among which the petty enmity of 
Doctor Caley was not the least. 
Yet there were moments when 
she missed her sister terribly, 
when she questioned in her lov- 
ing mind whether Lucy would 
consent to join her in this enor- 
mous barracks of a hospital. It 
was then she wondered, unhap- 
pily, if Hepperton were the right 
place for her after all. And then, 
toward the end of her first month, 
there came an incident which 
gave her fresh courage and in- 
spiration, which altered the 
whole complexion of her life. 

It was Saturday afternoon, her half day 
off duty. Anne lay in her bed, resting and 
idly doing her nails, looking forward to 
an evening of unusual enjoyment. Nora 
had been given two tickets for the Reper- 
tory Theatre—tickets which were sent 
regularly to the hospital but which rarely 
fell into other hands than those of the 
sisters and senior staff. Suddenly Glennie 
burst into the room. 

“Gilson wants you,” she shot out, “at 
once. All hell’s broke loose.” 

Before Anne could speak, Glennie went 
on: 
“No, it’s not trouble, for a wonder. It’s 
sensation—with a capital S. Bowley’s ap- 
pendix has suddenly talked back to him. 
Bowley of all people. And Prescott has 
brought him in here. Can you imagine? 
Can you beat it? The great Matthew 
Bowley in the private room in B. What am 
I talkin’ about—he’ll be in the operating 
room by now. Special emergency operat- 
ing staff requisitioned, a flock of them, and 
you’re honored by being picked. You can 
have it with my blessing, young woman, 
and welcome!” 

With mixed feelings Anne reported to 
Sister Gilson. Honor or no honor, it was 
a real injustice that the understaffing of 
the hospital should entail the canceling of 
any nurse’s hard-won leisure. But when 
she reached the operating amphitheatre of 
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B, she lost her grievance in the rush of 
preparation. 

Clearly the occasion was deemed of 
paramount importance. Matron herself 
was on the scene, ordering furiously, with 
Sister Gilson, the sister of Ward B, and 
Prescott’s own operating-assistant sister 
and four specially selected nurses. Two 
porters staggered in with fresh oxygen 
cylinders, the anesthetist was connecting 
up his tubing. The place boiled with 
energy, intensifying the inevitable diffi- 
culty of getting the theatre going at short 
notice. But at last it was ready with every- 
one gloved and gowned. 

Only then did Doctor Prescott appear. 
He came in quietly and quickly, without 
the slightest pretentiousness or fuss, with 
a curious detachment, an aloofness which 
seemed to notice nothing yet in reality 
noticed everything. One swift glance 
round, and that was all. 

Though he had been pointed out to her 
in the distance, Anne had never seen Pres- 
cott near at hand. Now at close quarters 
in the operating theatre she was struck 
instantly by his poise, the vibrant force of 


I HOLD TRUTH HIGH 
By Elaine V. Emans 


ONE day the torch of truth was flung to me, 
And I must never let its burning waver. 
And, oh, if it shines out too searchingly 
For my small courage, then I must grow braver. 
There will be darkness I must take it past, 
And many who will stare as I go by. 
Progress will not be comfortable or fast, 

But I shall strain to hold it very high! 


THERE will be dashing winds for me to weather, 
And chilling rain will certainly descend; 
But truth must be kept burning brightly whether 
Or not I shall be broken in the end. 
Quitting all lies, half truths, and every fable, 
I shall hold truth as high as I am able! 


his personality. He was neither broad nor 
tall, but he had a good supple figure which 
he held very erect. His features were well 


chiseled, his expression perpetually calm. 


His hair was thick and dark, his chin firm, 

but most striking of all were his reserved 

oe penetrating eyes of an almost glacial 
ue. 

He gave a quiet sign. The patient, al- 
ready under the influence of the anes- 
thetic, was wheeled in and transferred to 
the operating table. All that could be seen 
of the great Matt Bowley, a supine, cov- 
ered figure, was a section of iodined skin. 
Prescott at once picked up a knife and 
made the preliminary incision. 

Anne was quite hardened to the atmos- 
phere of the operating room. She had seen 
many operations performed competently 
by Dr. Hassall at Shereford, operations 
performed faultlessly by specialists called 
in to the County. But this was different— 
this was brilliant, unique, a sheer delight 
to behold. 

Holding her breath, she followed each 
swift sure step. Once when Sister Carr, 
who was his operating-assistant nurse, 
handed the wrong instrument, Anne could 
have cried out at such a lack of under- 
standing. But Prescott merely paused 
without turning his head, and let the of- 
fending bistoury fall to the floor. The faint 
tinkle of the instrument upon the floor 


was a sterner rebuke than any torrent of 
abuse. Then he opened his gloved fingers 
to receive the forceps he required. He did 
not once speak. During an operation he 
insisted upon the minimum of speech. 
Cold, silent, thought Anne, but oh, what 
a surgeon! Here was a star that she 
might follow, a purpose that matched her 
own. 

He was almost done now; there re- 
mained only the suturing of the abdominal 
wall, and once again he paused, awaiting 
the word which would enable him to pro- 
ceed. That pause again made Anne wince. 
Sister Carr, flustered a little out of her 
normal routine, glanced at the nurse whose 
duty it was to count the swabs. The nurse 
hurriedly whispered, “Twenty-four.” 

Sister Carr, with a movement of her 
bunchy figure, turned to Prescott. “All 
correct, sir,’ she declared, and handed 
him a needle. : 

Anne felt herself grow cold inside. This 
time it was no mere exasperation. She 
went cold as ice. Though her duty had 
been only to stand by with the irrigator, 
she had noted instinctively the most 
minute detail of the operation. 
Almost unconsciously she had 
counted the used swabs. And she 
had counted, not the full tally. 
of twenty-four, but only twenty- 
three. One swab was missing! 

Paralyzed, she watched Pres- 
cott insert the first stitch, aware 
that no one but her had noted 
the nurse’s mistake; bound by 
every rule of training and tradi- 
tion to be silent, yet knowing 
that she must speak or let the 
operation come ultimately to 
disaster. Clenching her hands 
tightly, she nerved herself to 
meet the ordeal, trying every- 
thing to spare her colleague. She 
edged forward unobtrusively, 
barely moved her lips as she 
whispered: 

“Nurse. 
missing.” 

“Silence,” said Prescott in- 
stantly. As he swung round to 
take the second suture, he sought 
icily for the offender. Then he 
paused, his hand arrested, his 
eyes searching her face. “What 
was it you said?” 

Without a drop of color in her 
cheeks Anne confronted him. 
“I’m sorry,” she faltered. “There are only 
twenty-three swabs accounted for.” 

“Nonsense!” The first exclamation came 
from the matron, outraged at such audac- 
ity. She turned angrily toward Anne. 

Prescott suppressed her with a gesture, 
suppressed the protests of Sister Carr. 
“Recount the swabs,” he said shortly. 

The swabs were recounted in the pail. 
And there were only twenty-three. Pres- 
cott said nothing. He turned to the table _ 
and once more placed his hand within the 
wound. When his long forefinger emerged, | 
it brought forth the missing swab. __- 

There was one instant of sheer stillness, 
the like of which had never been before 
in that theatre. Then, without further 
words, Prescott went on to complete the 
operation. 

“He ought to do well now,” he remarked 
quietly to the anesthetist when he had 
finished. To the theatre sister and the 
nurse he offered no reprimand whatso- 
ever.. With a last look at his patient he 
slipped unobtrusively through the door. 
He did not so much as glance at Anne. 
She was convinced that he had dismissed 
the incident from his mind as something 
unpleasant, something best forgotten. She 
did not know that Robert Prescott forgot 
nothing which had its bearing on his work 
—and the burning light of his ambition. 

(To be continued) 
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Chops vegetables of all kinds, 
coarse or fine. Also grinds 
meat, cooked or raw. 
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Shreds vegetables for soups, 
slaws, salads. Slices potatoes, 
cucumbers, etc., perfectly. Mar- 
velous for escalloped dishes or 
potato chips. Grates cheese, 
chocolate, etc, 
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Slices them diagonally—just 
tight for cooking. Does it fast 
and easy. 





‘Twice as fast and much easier 
this new, convenient way. Just 


feed in the pods and out drop 
the shelled peas, 


Other famous attachments:— 

Drink Mixer, Potato Peeler, 

Colander, Can Opener, Coffee 

Grinder, Knife Sharpener, Ice 

Cream Freezer Unit, Polisher 
and Buffer. 








SUGGEST MIXMASTER AS YOUR 


SUNDAY, MAY 14 


MIXMASTER BRINGS FREEDOM FROM THE TIRING ARM-WORK OF 
COOKING AND BAKING * MAKES EVERY MEAL DOUBLY-DELICIOUS 


Next to listening to the enthusiasm of 
women who own Mixmasters—you should 
hear what their husbands have to say. Hus- 
bands are often the first to notice the mar- 
velous feather-light cakes and cookies... 
the creamy-fluff mashed potatoes . . . the 
velvet-smooth icings and sauces .. . that 
follow the arrival of Mixmaster. And, too, Mix- 
master gets you out of the kitchen quicker, 
feeling fresher—makes a big difference in the 
way you feel, and the way you look. Over two 


million women who use Mixmaster will testify 
to that, 


There’s Only One MIXMASTER=It Has 
All These Important Advantages 


Even Mixing. A wide range of beater speeds 
with full power automatically maintained on 
every one. The beaters do not vary their speed as 
batter thickens or is made heavier, whether set 





THEQBEST ELECTRIC APPLIANCES MADE 
AT ALL GOOD ELECTRIC APPLIANCE DEALERS 


slow or fast. This gives you even mixing—the 
“success secret” of many a recipe. 


Big, individual, easy-to-clean, Full-Mix beaters 
for greater aeration—finer results. No hard-to- 
get-at corners for cleaning. 


Easier Portability. Simple and easy to lift the 
motor-and-beaters off the stand for use portably, 
anywhere in the kitchen. 


Twelve labor-saving attachments. Each one 
practical and efficient. Only Mixmaster has all 


‘these attachments available. You can obtain those 


you desire one or more at a time. Their cost is 
so reasonable. (In addition to those illustrated, 
there is a Bean Slicer, Pea Sheller, Potato Peeler, 
Can Opener, Coffee Grinder, Ice Cream Freezer 
Unit, Knife Sharpener, Polisher and Buffer.), 


So be sure the food mixer you buy is a genuine 
Sunbeam Mixmaster—the one preferred by women 


everywhere. It comes in a choice of color schemes—ivory- 
and-green or black-and-white. Complete with juice extractor 
$23.75. (West of Denver, $24.50.) 
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OWN STORY AT THE NEW YORK 


WORLD'S FAIR, 1939. Visit the Sunbeam ite ae 
exhibit in the Consumers’ Buildingandhear >» va 
Miss Caroline speak for herself along with + 


Sally Sunbeam, Terwilliger Toast, Spud 
Potato, Mr. Shayvemaster and other jolly 
members of Sunbeam Magic Mirror Show. 
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May 1939 Good Housekeeping 33 





HILCO~ 


THE QUALITY NAME IN OVER 11 MILLION 
AMERICAN HOMES PRESENTS THE 






...Amazing New 
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ined Inner Door... 
gives you 26% more 


quickly usable space! 


PHILCO, the leader in its field for eight 
consecutive years, now brings you the New 


Conservador Refrigerator, with the greatest 
convenience feature of the year! An amazing 
invention—the shelf-lined Inner Door that 
gives you 26 per cent more quickly usable 
shelf space—you get DOUBLE the easy-to- 
use front space. Now, the food you use most 
often . . . two-fifths of all the food you nor- 
mally keep in a refrigerator. .. RIGHT AT 
YOUR FINGER-TIPS, without even open- 
ing the main compartment! Easy to reach, 
easy to put away...no hunting, no shifting. 
Saves your time, your nerves, your energy. 
And saves space, too! Because the big, roomy main 
compartment back of the Inner Door is now easy to 


reach. No cramming and crowding in front, no 
empty, wasted areas in back. That’s why, in every- 


CONSERVADOR HAS EVERY QUALITY FEATURE THAT day use, you get more food into the Conservador.. 
In this refrigerator you really use, easily and natur- 
MAKES FOR CONVENIENCE, ECONOMY AND LONG LIFE ally, a// the space you buy! 


<j) MEAT OVERSIZE FREEZING UNIT And new Economy! The Inner Door acts as a 
my, STORAGE TH P Extra power to “storm door”... keeps cold air in and warm air out 


es el ee maid, eee of the main compartment. Cuts down electric bills, 
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Visit your nearest Philco dealer. See the Inner 
FULL-VIEW HERMETICALLY SEALED y . 
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.\ cold tempera- 
\ tures within fre- 


Tested and APpPproveg 
SERIAL NO. 3 3 7 7 


, greater convenience, economy and beauty—that 
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Uses less current, 
freezes faster,runs 


quieter, requires make the Conservador a quality refrigerator. Yours 





frigerator ata absolutely no at~ NE Institute we 3 E 
glance. Provects _) tention f SRA OUSEKEEPING MAA at no greater cost than an ordinary refrigerator and 
against foo = , 
: spoilage. on the easiest of monthly payment terms. 
EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


THE CUNEO PRESS, INC., U.S.A 
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“It’s our favorite room now— 


guess what it used to be!” 


Read how Jane turned an old sun porch into a game room, a music room, a study 


| DON’T know why I didn’t think of it years 
ago. We certainly needed extra space as 
the youngsters grew up. But then, that old 
porch floor was so discouraging! It’s hard to 
believe, even now, that Armstrong’s Linoleum 
could work such a complete transformation.” 

Jane’s happy discovery of an extra-duty room 
is one that any woman can make with the help 
of Armstrong’s Linoleum Floors. For with the 
magical touch of color and design, rooms 
seem to grow in size as well as in charm and 
usefulness. 

And housekeeping becomes lots simpler! Just 
a quick dry-mopping, an occasional washing 
and freshening-up 
with Armstrong’s 
Linogloss Wax (which 


needs no polishing) isall the care required. 

It’s nice to know, too, that your floor re- 
finishing bills end when Armstrong’s Linoleum 
is permanently cemented in place. Be sure to 
have it laid over a lining of felt. That insures 
long wear, and warmth, and springy comfort 
underfoot. 

But let’s think about those extra-duty rooms 
for your home. The best way to start your im- 
agination is to see the new Armstrong designs 
now showing at local stores. Won’t you please 
stop in next time you're shopping? 

And look for the name Armstrong’s on 
the back of the goods you buy. 





THIS EXTRA-DUTY ROOM has an extra- 
duty floor, a new design this season—No. 
6283—in Armstrong’s Embossed Linoleum. 
Color scheme and list of furnishings for 
this room will be sent you free. Just write. 





HERE’S HELP for planning extra-duty 
rooms ...a whole bookful of new ideas 
illustrated in full, natural color, Just write 
for “Beauty Hints for the Home Decorator.” 
Send 10¢ (40¢ outside U.S.A.). Address 
Armstrong Cork Company, Floor Division, 
3905 Nevin Street, Lancaster, Pa. (Makers 
of cork products since 1860) 


ARMSTRONG’S LINOLEUM FLOORS 


for every room in the house 


PLAIN « INLAID * EMBOSSED + MARBELLE » JASPE » MONOBELLE + PRINTED « ARMSTRONG'S QUAKER RUGS and LINOWALLI 
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Says “BETTY CROCKER” 


The Betty Crocker staff 
has tested over 50,000 
bakings, originated hun- 
dreds of recipes. A nation- 
ally-known service. 
















In a Recent Test among 
100 women, only 1 was Able 
to make Orange Rolls as 
perfect as Those shown Here 





These Orange Rolls by Betty Crocker look 
like “whirls of gold.” And they taste every 
bit as good as they look. 

They're fluffy yeast rolls with a refreshing 
orange filling. One of the most popular 
“fancy” rolls ever “invented.” 

And they’re so easy to make. 

Yet—in a recent test—99 out of 100 
women couldn’t make rolls as perfect as this, 
when they used their own recipe and “‘any flour 
they happened to have on hand” (exclusive of 
Gold Medal). We asked 100 typical home- 
makers to make orange rolls in their own way 
and only one turned ina plate of rolls judged 
to be as perfect as those illustrated here. 

Accordingly we give you the Betty Crocker 
recipe for these “perfect”? Orange Rolls in 
the sacks of Gold Medal Flour this month! 

When made with GOLD MEDAL Flour 
you will say these rolls are perfect. For Gold 
Medal is made from the finest selected wheat 
(no other milling company makes such an 
extensive study of domestic wheats). Then it 
is milled and tested in a total of over 150 
operations. It is an all-purpose flour, fine for 
cakes, pie, cookies, bread (if you bake it). It is 
used by more women than any other brand. 

Why not use Gold Medal “Ritchen-tested”’ = 
Flour exclusively? Switch to this brand today. \} / 


(General Mills, Inc., Minneapolis.) 


a 


$6,668.00 in prizes are being offered for naming 
“baking subjects” for which you'll find the 
recipes in the sacks of Gold Medal Flour. This 
month $3,334.00 (half the above amount) is 
being offered for naming the orange rolls pic- 
echaet above. Can you think ofa name for them? 
Entry blank, and rules, are in the sacks of 
GOLD MEDAL Flour now, together with 
the recipe for these tantalizing orange rolls. 


SHOPPING MEMO: 


Geta sack of GOLD MEDAL “Kitchen-tested” Flour 
today! At the same time get the following ingredients 





RECIPE in Sacks 


Recipe for the above Orange 
Rolls, by Betty Crocker, is in 
the sacks of Gold Medal Flour 
now. Same recipe folder con- 
tains many other delightful 
recipes, too. Recipe folders 
in the sacks of Gold Medal 
Flour are changed every few 
weeks, bringing you new 
recipes each time. Rules and 
entry blank for prize contest 
are in folders, too (see right). 


needed to make those Orange Rolls shown above:— 
1 CAKE OF YEAST; MILK; SUGAR; SALT; 1'EGG; SHORTEN- 
ING; BUTTER; 2 ORANGES. That’s all you need! Serve 
the rolls, hot, as a surprise for your amily — tonight. 


3 
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Gold Medal ' $ Hour 


Copr. 1939, General Mills, Inc 





ee ““Kitchen-tested” is a registered trade mark of General Mills, Inc. 
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MARGARET CULKIN BANNINGS STORY OF A GIRL WHO BROKE ALL RULES.. 
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PLANS AND PICTURES OF HOMEWOOD -THE GOOD HOUSEKEEPING WORLDS FAIR 110! 


Here’s a little girl who'll remember, 
all her life, the beauty with which 
her mother fills their home. The bath- 
room, for instance, is cheery-bright 
with color. 

And that’s something any home 
can have! It’s easy to do a lot of 
smart, inexpensive color-scheming 
. .. just with Cannon towels. The 
new series of Decorators’ Colors gives 
you the fun of creating really “pro- 
fessional-looking’’ combinations... 
with nineteen colors and shades in 
towels and the newest of border treat- 


ON TOWELS . CANNON SHEE 


} 1939 Good 
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ments to choose from. And there are 
Textures and Moderns and Florals! 

Go and see them all. Take your 
little daughter with you. A girl can’t 
start too early to learn about Can- 
non towels. Show her the good, close, 
firm under-weave ... the thick, soft, 
absorbent loops. Cannon makes so 
many towels (they’re the world’s 
largest manufacturer of household 
textiles) that they can give you a 
wider variety and better values all 
the way from 25c to $2. Cannon 


Mills, Inc., New York. 
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e CANNON PURE SILK HOSIERY 








TOP GROUP OF TOWELS. This shows you 
some of the new Cannon designs. And re- 
member: Each pattern comes in a series of 
Decorators’ Colors ... . just seeing them 
starts you at bathroom color-scheming. 
Lots of Cannon towels mean lots of color for 
little money! 


HOW A MATCHED SET LOOKS. In the 
pretty bathroom, you see a Cannun matched 
set of bath towels, face towels, wash cloth 
and bath mat in Dawn color. Cannon’s new 
tones of Dawn, Dusty Peach, Dusty Rose, 
Nectarine and Suntan blend with many 
backgrounds. 


EXTRA-GOOD NEWS! Cannon is 
making Pure Silk Hosiery for you. 
Full-fashioned, ringless, triply-in- 
spected and sealed in the Cannon 
Cellophane Handy Pack. Each stock- 
ing permanently marked with thread- 
countand suggested use. You’ ll likeit! 
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WHY DIDNT 1 STOP LOOK AND LISTEN 
TO THAT TIP ABOUT ‘PINK TOOTH BRUSH’? 


Protect your smile! Help your dentist keep your gums firm 
and your teeth sparkling with IPANA AND MASSAGE! 





IPANA TOOTH PASTE 





ES, why didn’t 1? Why did I think that 
Ye 'd get by—that my tooth brush would 
never show a tinge of “pink”? How could I go 
on...day after day...just scrubbing my teeth 
but paying no heed to the health of my gums? 

Well, I've certainly learned my lesson. And 
what a heart-breaking lesson it is! But I’m not 
going to ignore “pink tooth brush” any longer 
and run the risk of ruining my smile. I'm go- 
ing to do the sensible thing at last. I’m going, 
right away quick, to see my dentist! 

* * * 


Wise lady! For that’s the most important 
thing to do when you see that warning tinge 
of “pink” on your tooth brush—see your den- 
tist! Tt may not mean that you're in for seri- 
ous trouble, but let your dentist decide. 

Usually, however, he will tell you that it’s 
simply a case of gums grown lazy and tender 
—gums denied hard, vigorous chewing by 
modern soft, creamy foods. “More work, 
more exercise for lazy gums,” may be his ad- 
vice. And, like many dentists, he may suggest 
“the healthful stimulation of Ipana Tooth 
Paste and massage.” 

For Ipana, with massage, is especially de- 
signed to help the health of your gums as 
well as to clean your teeth. Each time you 
brush your teeth with Ipana, massage a little 
extra Ipana into your gums. Circulation in 
the gums is aroused—lazy gums waken—tend 
to become firmer, healthier—more resistant. 

Get a tube of economical Ipana at your 
druggist’s today. Let the regular use of Ipana 
with massage help you, as it has so many 
others, to have brighter teeth, healthier gums, 
and a more attractive smile! 


Se 


TRY THE NEW DDD TOOTH BRUSH 


For more effective gum massage and for 
more thorough cleansing, ask your drug- 
gist for the new D. D. Tooth Brush. 
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No one who reads “Four Little Words” on page 40 of this 
issue will want to miss Libbie Block’s brilliant three-parter 


The tempestuous story of a girl whose Red Indian blood made her rebel against 
everything in life—even against love. Begin it next month in Good Housekeeping 


LISTERINE ENDS HUSBAND'S 
DANDRUFF IN 3 WEEKS! 








Dia you think nothing short of a miracle 
could rid your hair of dirty, telltale dandruff 
flakes? Have you finally given up in disgust 
trying remedy after remedy? 

Well, here, at last, is positive hope of real 
relief. A method which has been proved in 
laboratory and clinic. A delightful, invigorat- 
ing treatment which has brought complete, 
lasting relief to countless men and women 
—Listerine Antiseptic and massage. 

The secret of the Listerine Antiseptic treat- 
ment is killing the germ. It was only recently 
that Scientists discovered that dandruff is a 
germ disease . . . caused by a queer little 
bottle-shaped. parasite, Pityrosporum ovale! 
Immediately things began to happen in the 
medical world. 

In one research, at a great mid-western 
skin clinic, dandruff patients were instructed 
to use the Listerine Antiseptic treatment once 


“Last year my husband had a bad case 
of dandruff. Nothing he tried seemed 
to do any good for it. Finally I per- 
suaded him to try Listerine Antiseptic. 
At the end of three weeks his dandruff 
had completely disappeared. A’ few 
months ago one of the children’s hair 
showed signs of dandruff for the first 


a day. Within two weeks, on an average, 4 
substantial number obtained marked relief! 
In another study, 76% of the patients of a 
New Jersey clinic who used the Listerine 
Antiseptic treatment twice a day showed 
complete disappearance of, or marked im- 
provement in, the symptoms within a month. 
Now, from all over America come letters 
from men and women telling us of the 
blessed relief they have received from Lis- 
terine Antiseptic. 

Don’t waste another day before starting to 
rid your scalp and hair of dandruff. Start at 
once with Listerine Antiseptic and massage 
... the treatment with a laboratory and clin- 
ical record of positive dandruff control. 

And even when dandruff has completely 
disappeared, use Listerine Antiseptic occa- 
sionally to offset possible recurrence. 
LAMBERT PHARMACAL Co., St. Loxzis, Mo. 







LISTERI 


The PROVED Treatment for Dandruff 


time. Listerine Antiseptic cleared that 
case up within ten days! Now we all 
take a Listerine Antiseptic treatment 
once or twice a month ‘just in case,’ 
and we hayen’t had even a suggestion 
of dandruff since.” 
MRS, ERWIN CARLSTEDT 
Box 507, Boynton, Fla. 


THE TREATMENT 


MEN: Douse Listerine Antiseptic on the 
scalp at least once a day. WOMEN: Part 
the hair at various places, and apply 
Listerine Antiseptic right along the part 
with a medicine dropper, to avoid wet- 
ting the hair excessively. 

Always follow with vigorous and per- 
sistent massage with fingers or a good 
hair brush. But don’t expect over- 
night results, because germ con- 
ditions can not be cleared up 
that fast. 

Genuine Listerine Antiseptic 
is guaranteed not to 
bleach the hair or af- 
fect texture. St ai 
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HIS year should witness a new 
peak of travel in the Western 
Hemisphere. You don’t have to 
visit either of the Big Fairs, 
but you will find them a 
dandy excuse fora longer-than-usual 
vacation. Middle-Westerners may 
have to toss coins to decide which 
one to take in; some will compromise 
by taking advantage of those alluring 
round-trip fares and visit both. Of 
course, you don’t have to live in the 
middle of the country to do that; 
ocean to ocean and back to your own 
home town, wherever it may be, is 
the program offered. Comfort, speed, 
luxury, six thousand miles of seeing 
what a great country this is, two of 
the greatest spectacles ever devised 
by man—no, you just can’t stay at 








home this year. 

But you may prefer not to do your 
traveling on the railroads. If time 
means a lot to you, there is the air. 
New York today, San Francisco to- 
morrow. We mean late afternoon in 
New York, early morning on the 
Coast, after a quiet night sleeping or 
watching for the lights of homes and 
cities below you. But if you fly by 
night, you will miss many unimag- 
inable thrills: seeing cities come up 
over the horizon and fade away be- 
hind you; following silver threads 
that on the map are called rivers, 
rolling up the patchwork prairies un- 
der your winged feet; looking down 
—neighbor to the clouds, brother to 
the birds—upon mountains that lift 
their haughty heads into the skies. 





You may have all the time in the 
world. Then there are the ships that 
go down one coast, through the canal, 
and up the other; about three weeks 
from port to port. You will see 


strange cities and alien peoples; ex- 
change noise and confusion and hurry 
for the orderly passing of quiet day 
after quiet day; tramp decks upon 
which look down stars which you, if 
you are city-bound, may not have 


seen in years; reach your destination 
ready for adventure. 

Maybe you like to rub shoulders 
with your fellow travelers, to savor 
the camaraderie that is quicker, surer 


- here than any place in the world. If 


you do, take a bus. It will pick you 
up almost anywhere and take you al- 
most anywhere just about as fast as 
you should want to go. And com- 
fortably, too. Seeing America that 
way, you will be proud of it. 


And then there is your own car. 
Faithful unto as many hours a day 
as you care to drive it, it may be the 
cheapest, as it will be the “sight- 
seeingest,” way you can go. You can 
cross the country in five days, if you 
are foolish enough to do so. We mean 
foolish, for there will be nothing to 
see at either Fair that will compen- 
sate you for the wonderful things 
you will miss, that any speed driver 
misses. Take it easy—take it safely— 
allowing yourself time to stop here 





and there to drink in scenes of 
breath-taking beauty. (We’re sorry 
that you will find many of these 
scenes marred by road signs, but you 
may be able to develop the ability not 
to notice them—against the day when 
they shall be no more. From the 
standpoint of aesthetics as well as 
safety, may that day be swift of ap- 
proach. The highways that span the 
country are built with public money, 
and the public’s use and enjoyment 
of them should not be infringed upon 
by signs and billboards that disfigure 
and obstruct. To mutilate scenic ef- 
fects, to distract drivers with glaring 
signs, to create areas of devastating 
ugliness that cannot but cause a pang 
to every lover of beauty who passes 
by, is the worst kind of public dis- 
service. It cannot be anything else, 





and it is, in addition, bad business be- 
cause it creates not customers but 
resentment.) 

Don’t let the objective tie you to 
an unyielding schedule or route. You 
may be disappointed in the Fair you 
see, but you won’t be disappointed 
in the trip if you are wise enough to 
garner its possibilities. 

Here’s hoping that we see you in 
New York or San Francisco. 


WILLIAM FRE ICK_ BIGELOW 
’ 







Everybody’s talking about the 
extra care, brilliance 


that Luster-Foam “bubble bath” 


gives the teeth! 































BETTY: That Luster-Foam ‘‘ bubble 
bath” in the new Listerine Tooth Paste 
is marvelous ... my mouth feels so fresh. 


BETH: And did you ever see anything 
like the way it makes teeth sparkle? 


i 
2 


Ist REPORTER: Ever see a smile so 
dazzling? All these glamour girls have 
it—I wonder why? 


2nd REPORTER: It’s the dentifrice 
they use—the New Listerine Tooth 
Paste with Luster-Foam. Jt’s swell! 


JIM: Even if I am your husband, I’ve 
got to admit your smile gets more gor- 
geous daily. 

NURSE: Listerine Tooth 
Paste is designed to go to 
work on the tiny pits and 
cracks in enamel—the 
danger zones where 75% 
of decay is estimated to 
start. 


JOAN: Honey, it’s that Luster-Foam 
“bubble bath” in the New Listerine 
Tooth Paste that does it. 


-. WHEN ARE YOU GOING TO TRY IT? 


Don’t be so wedded to old favorites that you miss out on the utterly 
different, wholly delightful action that you get with Luster-Foam 
detergent in the New Listerine Tooth Paste. You'll wonder why 
LARRY: Will we ever save enough you ever used any other paste. 

: At the first touch of saliva and brush, Luster-Foam detergent 
leaps into an aromatic, dainty, foaming “bubble bath” that wakes 
everything, including tooth paste. up the mouth. It surges over, around, and in between the teeth to 
ar And what a money-saver this New accomplish cleansing that you didn’t believe possible. And what 

; i 1 Listerine Tooth Paste is. dazzling luster it gives. 





to own one? 


LOU: Leave it to me! I’m budgeting 


% POUND \ You know this new dentifrice must be delightful, 

<a TSA, because six million tubes of it were sold in 90 days. In 
OG | ter a e two economical sizes: Regular, 25¢ and big double-size 
Pek ae | wt 40¢, containing more than }4 of a pound of tooth 


paste. Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Viissouri. 


THE NEW FORMULA 
Supercharged with LUSTER-FOAM 


P. S. LISTERINE TOOTH POWDER ALSO CONTAINS LUSTER-FOAM 


ROC OR 25¢ 


at 
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YOUR GUARANTY 


Tt IS the definite policy of Good Housekeeping to make its advertising 
pages trustworthy and reliable. Every product advertised in Good House- 
keeping is guaranteed by us as advertised in our magazine. 


Before we accept advertisements for mechanical household equipment, 
devices, and utensils; and household soaps and cleansers, such products are 
tested and approved by Good Housekeeping Institute. Before we accept 
advertisements for foods, cosmetics and pharmaceuticals, such products are 
tested and approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. Advertising is not 
accepted on products that are disapproved. Approved products in these 
classifications are permitted to use the Good Housekeeping Seal of Approval.* 


All other products are carefully examined by Good Housekeeping’s tech- 
nical staff. They, too, must prove satisfactory before advertising is accepted. 


This is your Guaranty. If you purchase any product advertised in this issue 
of Good Housekeeping within one year from its date and find the product 
unsatisfactory, we will carefully investigate your complaint and if the product 
is defective it will be replaced or your money refunded. 


(*Note: The award of the Seal of Approval to a produet is not contingent 


upon advertising in Good Housekeeping. As a matter of fact, of all the prod- 
ucts that have received the Seal of Approval less than 30% have ever been 


advertised in Good Housekeeping.) 
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Do you Remember 


WHEN WE WERE BORN 


1934—The Dionne Quins, born on May 
28th, a miracle of modern medical sci- 
ence. Because of their premature birth, 
their skin was so sensitive that for 
months they were bathed only with 


1936 —“‘Only Palmolive!” 
That’s what Dr. Dafoe 
still says. This gentle 
soap made with Olive 
Oil is still the Quins’ 
only bath and beauty 
soap. And these adorable 
baby girls, with their 
clear, healthy skin, so 
soft and smooth... what 
a tribute to Palmolive’s 
purity and mildness. 


1939—Five years old on 
May 28th! And during 
all these years they’ve 
never, never used any 
soap except Palmolive! 
What better proof could 
you have, dear Lady, that 
this gentle soap made 
from Olive and Palm Oils 
really is ideal for your 
own complexion, and for 
your children, too? 


MADE WITH OLIVE OIL 


That’s why Dr. Dafoe found Palmolive 
gentlest for the Quins... and that’s 
why itis ideal for your complexion, too! 


Olive Oil . . . When the time came for 
their first soap and water bath, Dr. 
Dafoe decided that only Palmolive, the 
soap made with Olive Oil, was gentle 
enough for these precious babies! 


1937— Growing lovelier 
day by day! These five 
little beauties with their 
‘*Schoolgirl Complex- 
ions’’ are a beauty lesson 
to women the world 
over! For Palmolive, 
made with Olive Oil, is 
still the only soap Dr. 
Dafoe permits these fa- 
mous little girls to use! 


Servic: 
Pe: Inc., 1989 
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Guests like privacy 
When they find it; 


Go watch the goldfish— 


They don’t mind it. 


This one’s tombstone 
Will be explaining: 
“She worked too hard 
At entertaining.” 


VERSES 


You want to pass 
The hostess test? 

See that you don’t 
Annoy your guest. 


BY KAY RILEY 


It’s true that partfff, i 


Is sweet sorrow, 
But it will sour 
*Ere tomorrow. 


If you’re always forcing 
An extra share, 

You deserve to have it 
Rubbed in your hair. 



















Among the essentials of 
the balanced diet is the 
protein factor most com- 
monly supplied by meats. 
Protein repairs and 
builds bodily tissues. 
Without it, normal 
growth and well-being 
are impossible. Meat is 
not only one of our chief 
sources of protein, but 
also is rich in iron, phos- 
phorus, and Vitamin C. 
—Statementauthorized bythe 
Council on Foods of the Amer- 


ican Medical Association. 








Visit the Swift Building at 
the New York World’s Fair. 


Watch the smoking and packing 
of Swift’s Premium Hams and 
Bacon. e See the care used in mak- 
ing Swift’s Premium Frankfurts, 
the official World’s Fair frankfurt. 


HAM WITH SWIFT'S PREMIUM FLAVOR...AND 





A less expensive cut from beef raised and 
fattened for fine texture and flavor is better 
than a costlier cut from ordinary beef. 
Thrifty chuck roasts taste better, just as the 
prime ribs do. To get cuts from the very 
finest beef, buy it by brand Swift's Premium. 
The words are right on the meat. Tomorrow, 
try a chuck roast of Swift's Premium Beef. 
You'll see the difference! 


Help yourself to leisure with quick and 
clever suppers built around Swift’s Premium 
Table-Ready Meats. There’s a grand assort- 
ment of these time-saving meats. . . every 
one with the extra goodness guaranteed by 
the name Swift's Premium. Tomorrow, try 
this combination: Liver Cheese, Salami, and 
the new specialty—New England Luncheon 
Loaf. Garnish with stuffed celery, tomato, 
cucumber and olives. 
























Cooks faster, too. Slices of 
Swift’s Premium now cook in 
several minutes less, and 
there’s a big difference when 
you bake a whole ham, too. 
But for real time saving, get 
Swift’s Premium Quick Serve 
Style, in the red wrapper; the 
slices heat through in only 2 
to 4 minutes, each side. 
REMEMBER, 
THE MEAT MAKES THE MEAL 


f 
/ 


+ 







MO ® Sff TRY THIS NEW WAY TO MAKE 


VG 






“Its easy as can be with 


TRIPLE-CREAMED SPRY 
and so good says Auwr Jewny 


«YP TELL YOU, folks, you can’t beat this wonderful 
I Spry for quick, easy mixin’! Creamy? Say,Spry’s 
creamed an’ creamed—yes, triple-creamed—till it’s 
just about ready to mix all by itself when you — 
spoon it out into your mixin’ bowl! aa 

“You get such light, velvety cakes, too—such =~ 
tender, flaky pastry. An’ Spry biscuit crust just 
melts in your mouth! Try this Strawberry Short- So light and tender made this easy Spry way! 






$ ’ = | ? 7 2 cups sifted flour 14 cup milk (about) 
cake receipt. You'll be so tickled you'll use it over s7 tonhoou cele dune, ieaeuautelgies 
an’ over for fresh fruit shortcakes all summer. 2 tablespoons sugar _sliced or crushed and 
3 eee baking sweetened ae whole 5 
6 7 ; 4 powder i ones reserved for garnis 
Remember, Sprystays fresh rightonthekitch = 46 cae 6 On eg ened 
shelf, fries without smoke or unpleasant odor. An Sift Adur with esltvedaur and hatiae powder Come 
. . BAe Spry until mixture is as fine as meal. (So quick and 
foods fried We Spry wey ae oo CSP light 2 easy, compared to hard, stiff ice-box shortenings.) _— 
child can eat ’em. Hurry an’ get a can of Spry now! Add milk, mixing to a soft dough. IN 1LB., 
Knead lightly about 20 seconds. Roll 34-inch thick. 3-LB. CANS 


Cut with 3-inch biscuit cutter and place on baking 
sheet greased with Spry. Bake in very hot oven 


THE NEW PORER (450° F.) 10 to 12 minutes. Split biscuits, butter each ‘Dood Housekeeping 
“3 ALL-VEGETABLE half, and put together with berries. Top with sweet- Se se ee IE 
ened whipped cream and strawberries. Serves 6. ,. ELS at PROS Oe. ig 
SHORTENING See if you ever tasted such delicate, tender biscuits LISTEN TC (T JENN) 


as these. And so easy to make the Spry way. PrAL SSPE ATAL 
(All measurements in this recipe are level) 


(Clip and save this Spry recipe) MONDAY THROUGH SPRIDAY 


COLUMBIA NETWORK 
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IT SEEMS EVERYBODY'S 
- RAVING ABOUT THE < 
NEW "SUDS-BOOSTER” 


IN THE NEW 1940 










































DON'T STOP ME! I'M 
ON MY WAY TO GET 
A PACKAGE OF THE 


NEW 1940 RINSO 


LET HER GO OFFICER. 
SHE'S OUT TO GET 
WHITE, BRIGHT RINSO 
WASHES WITHOUT 
HARD SCRUBBING 


The New 1940 Rinso gives 
richer, long-lasting suds—even in 
hardest water! The New Rinso 
contains a new “suds-booster’’ that 
keeps hard-water scum from form- 
ing on the wash-water. The New 
Rinso washes clothes a dazzling 
white, leaves washable colors fresh 
and bright. It’s the only soap rec- 
ommended by the manufacturers 
of 33 leading washers. Rinso is 
now more economical than ever 
for tub, washer and dishpan. It 
comes in the same familiar green 
and yellow package. Try it now! 
Approved by Good Housekeeping Institute 





ZI 


AND CLOTHES 
LAST LONGER... 
BECAUSE THEY /F 
@ AREN'T 
= SCRUBBED 






THE NEW 1940 RINSO 
GIVES RICHER, LONG - 
LASTING SUDS IN } 
HARDEST WATER Liat Fes : 7 ; eT a oes 


~ , , - ; DISHPAN 
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LOUD effects often make a 
worth-while picture. Any 
landscape takes on added 
cherm if you can capture on 
the film the beauty of a cloudy 
sky. But ordinarily the sky is 
so bright compared to the foreground 
that the final result in your picture 
is a blank white sky. The clouds will 
not register satisfactorily unless some 
precaution is taken to reduce this ex- 
cessive brightness. 

This is easily done with an inex- 
pensive attachment known as a filter, 
which is simply a small glass dise in 
a metal holder. To use the filter you 
just slip it over the camera lens. Fil- 
ters are made in a variety of colors, 
but the most useful for sky effects is 
the yellow filter, the type used in 
making this picture. One of these in- 
expensive attachments really doubles 





ee ce 





the usefulness of your camera in tak- 
ing out-of-door shots. However, if 
you don’t want to spend a dollar or so 
for a filter, yellow sunglasses or even 
a smooth piece of yellow or orange 
Cellophane held in front of the lens 
will give surprisingly good results. 

Not long ago, while driving along 





a country road, I came upon the 
above scene. Leaving the car, I fitted a 
filter over the lens of my small fold- 
ing camera, walked a short distance 
up the hill toward the farmer, and 
waited until he and his team were 
silhouetted against the sky. Then I 
snapped the picture. The slow shut- 
ter speed provided on box cameras 
and inexpensive folding cameras is 
quite fast enough to stop such action 
as in this picture. 

In having the enlargement made 
from the negative I asked the photo 
finisher to print the sky dark in order 
to bring out the clouds to the greatest 
extent possible. He was glad to do 
this at no extra charge, and it proved 
to be a considerable improvement 
over the original print. The final re- 
sult is as you see it above, a prize for 
any album. 
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whether we thought writers were 

born or made. Our first inclination 
was to say that all writers are made, 
of course. Self-made. But the fact is 
that some of our best ones got started 
so early that we might almost say 
they were born writers. 

"There’s Faith Baldwin, whose 
brilliant Hand-Me-Down begins on 
page 20 of this issue. It’s reliably re- 
ported that Miss Baldwin made her 
first pen-money long before she 
reached her teens by selling poetry 
(lines in rhyme!) to an impression- 
able photographer who needed some 
verses to use with his pictures. 

Then there’s Leslie Gordon Bar- 
nard (The Fourth Wonder, page 46) 
who appears for the first time—but 
not the last, we hope—in Goop 
HovuseKEEPinc this month. Mr. Bar- 
nard confesses somewhat sheepishly 
that he broke into print at the age of 
eleven with a story which sold for 
two dollars and ran in two install- 
ments on the boys’ page of the old 
Montreal Witness. 

But most authors have to go 
through a long, self-imposed appren- 
ticeship before making the grade. 
Many begin as newspaper reporters. 
Maxine Davis, for example, joined 
the staff of a Chicago paper at the 
advanced age of sixteen. Libbie Block 
was also a cub reporter once, out in 
Denver. 

There’s a girl, by the way, that 
you’re going to hear a lot from— 
Libbie Block. She’s still a newcomer 
to the fiction-writing game, but she’s 
coming fast. Last February she ap- 
peared for the first time in these 
pages with Always the Three of 
Them, a triangle story as gay and 
sparkling as a hatful of diamonds. 
This month we present another of 
her stories, even better in our opin- 
ion: Four Little Words. And next 
month—well, wait till you’ve read 


Wet asked us the other day 
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the first installment of Meet the Day 
Bravely. 

Why that title? Because when an 
Osage Indian woman paints the part 
in her hair red, it means that she 
meets the day bravely. And Fanny 
Piper, Miss Block’s tempestuous 
heroine, has Osage blood in her 
veins. What happens when Fanny, 
spoiled and rich and beautiful, falls 


in love with a man as primitive as. 


herself makes midsummer reading 
that’s not to be missed. So keep an eye 
out for the July Goop HOUSEKEEPING. 


rom time immemorial springtime 
f and poetry have been associated 

in the minds of men, but we never 
realized how profound the connection 
was until recently when we discov- 
ered that on March 21, official first 
day of spring, the postman delivered 


at our door no less than 271 separate - 


and complete poems. 


Since, numerically speaking, this 


single day’s offering contained more 
than three times as many poems as 


the magazine could possibly use in. 


a whole year, we decided the situa- 
tion called for some investigating. So 
we examined all the records, and, 
sure enough, the tide of poetry 
reaches its peak every spring (al- 
most always in March), and invari- 
ably falls to its annual low in Decem- 
ber, when the poets are probably out 
doing their Christmas shopping. 

No doubt the weather is respon- 
sible. The first crocus of spring is 
certainly more inspiring than, let us 
say, the first head cold of winter. Yet 
whatever the cause, we can’t help 
feeling a bit sorry for ourselves. When 
only a few dozen poems can be used 
each year out of sixty thousand, some 
really good ones must be turned 
down. And turning down good things 
is about the most painful job that 
can be inflicted on any editor at any 
time. 





has long been the Mad Tea Party 

in Alice in Wonderland, and the 
other morning in the shining labora- 
tories of Good Housekeeping Insti- 
tute we thought we had come upon a 
reenactment of it. For there, standing 
around a little tea table on wheels, 
were twelve members of the Institute 
staff—ordinarily as sane as the rest 
of us—solemnly imbibing tea. 

Now, in England morning tea 
drinking is quite in order, but in 
America it’s a bit surprising. What 
made it even odder in this case was 
that each drinker seemed to be 
equipped with two cups. But the In- 
stitute, as we might have known, 
never does anything without good 
reason, and there was a definite 
method in the apparent madness of 
this tea party. 

For tea is such a sensitive bever- 


(i: favorite scene in all literature 


~age that the smallest variation in the 


brewing of it causes a definite change 


in flavor. To determine the best 


method, the Institute has been giving 


“a series of scientific tea parties. The 


guests are asked to taste two cups of 
tea, each brewed in a slightly differ- 
ent way, and to express an opinion on 
the merits of each cupful. The results 
are being checked and rechecked 
with a patience and thoroughness 
that would astonish even those an- 
cient connoisseurs of tea, the Chinese. 
You’ll hear the full story in an early 
issue. 


peaking of early issues, don’t miss 
the July Goop HOUSEKEEPING. 
We've been’ saving some of our 


-best. stories for the hot-weather 


months—stories by Mary Hastings 
Bradley, I. A. R. Wylie, Charles Hoff- 
man, Martha Cheavens, and a novel- 
ette by Helen Hull. We think you'll 
like all of them. We do. 


THE STAFF 


o-sese 
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ANOTHER FINE MILK PRODUCT FROM KRAFT: 



















Luncheon Tray. For the salads, peel the 
tomatoes and in each one make five, equally- 
spaced incisions. Slip a crisp cucumber slice 
and two or three radish slices in each incision. 
Arrange on crisp lettuce. For the ‘‘main part”’ 
of your meal-on-a-tray, arrange slices of spiced 
ham and golden Kraft American. Garnish with 
ripe and stuffed green olives. 

To this simple, cool meal the Kraft Cheese 
brings valuable nutrition: Milk protein. . . 
milk minerals... energy units... Vitamin A. 
And rich flavor, too! Remember, when you buy 
Kraft Process American you always get the wni- 
form flavor only Kraft Master Blending can give. 
Look for the Kraft name when you buy! 


Just a few minutes’ play with the double 
boiler and you can produce ‘‘that one hot 
dish’’! Or as quickly whisk together satisfying 
cold platters. Kraft Cheese lets you skimp on 
work and stil] keep your meals nutritious. 

For Kraft Cheese supplies protein, valuable 
milk minerals, energy units, Vitamin A. Keep 
that in mind for warm-weather menus. 


eu menrecd 


Spring Vegetable Shortcake. Make 
cheese sauce the easy Kraft way: slowly 
melt 1 package of zestful ‘“Creamed Old 
English’? in the top of a double boiler. 
Gradually stir in % cup milk. Add 1 cup 
cooked peas and ¥% cup tiny cooked onions. 
On each of 4 toast rounds place 2 stalks of 
hot buttered asparagus. Cover with the 
cheese sauce and vegetable mixture. Top 
with toast rounds from which you have cut 
a center citcle. Put a small cooked onion in 
each center circle and border it with a pi- 
miento strip. Garnish with parsley. Use 
this easy recipe for that “one hot dish” on 
a warm day. 
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It beats all how much youngsters know these days! 


I had a young visitor named Bill, about age eight. His mother 
said it was his own idea that they stop off to see the Kraft plant. 

She was specially interested in our method of Master Blending 
and how it insures uniform flavor and cooking quality. 

“Bill loves the smooth sauce I make with your American 

—— , cheese. I use it a lot on vegetables,” she said. 

Copr. 1939 by Kraft-Phenix Cheese Corporation But when we came to the pasteurizing rooms our young visitor 
took most of my speech right out of my mouth. ‘This is 
very important, Mother,” he said. “We heard about pas- 
teurization in school. They do it to milk to protect us. 
And, look. Kraft does it to cheese!” 

I say it does beat all how much youngsters know these 
days! Maybe we ought to be advertising our pasteurizing 
process to them. Report of Kraft Guide T. J. 


or imported by | 


MALTED MILK FOR DELICIOUS DRINKS AT HOME 
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MRS. CARL WALLACE, DALLAS, TEXAS 


Jiminy 





ft 
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“LIGHT AS A FEATHER!’’— How grand 

to hear praise like that for your cake! 

Prepare yourself for compliments— 

make your next cake with New Cream- 

ier Crisco. Crisco has luscious extra 

creaminess now. Saves time and all 

hard creaming — helps you get light, s# 

velvety cake easier, quicker! ae 
ae 


CRISCO’S EXTRA CREAMINESS is due to 
the new million-dollar Gyro-Churn 
Process—which whips and beats 
Crisco to new, easy-blending cream- 
iness. That’s why you can now turn 
out superb cakes so easily—con- 
fidently! 


FOR TENDER PIES —GOLDEN FRIED 
FOODS. Make ‘‘elegant’’ pies 
with New Crisco. See how finely 

it blends—so quickly, too! Dis- 
cover the joys of frying with New 
Crisco . . . see how faithfully it 
preserves the natural flavor of the 
food it fries! You can serve fried 
foods as digestible as if baked! 


YOU'LL LOVE NEW CRISCO. It’s better 
than ever. Buy it today. Find out 


’ with New Crisco what a good cook 


you really are! 





“I always keep Crisco on hand 
for baking and frying. I specially 
love tender, light Crisco pastry— 

so delicate in flavor.” 
Mrs. Jay D. Miller, 
Mechanicsburg, Ohio 


GOLDEN-CRISP ! 

“JT count on foods I fry in Crisco 
to keep all their natural flavor— 
and turn out golden-crisp. 
Digestible, too!” 

Mrs. A. J. Marucchi, 
Madison, N. J. 
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RUIT FILLING ... SNOWY LAYERS 


¢ MOON CAne 
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JUNE MOON CAKE... Festive! Delicious! 


14 cup Crisco 2 teaspoons baking 
114 cups sugar powder « 
34 cup milk %{ teaspoon salt 
2 cups cake’ 1 tablespoon lemon 
flour juice : 
4 egg whites 
Blend together Crisco, sugar, lemon 
juice and salt. Beat till light and 
fluffy (so easy—with Crisco now so 
creamy!). Add milk alternately with 
flour sifted with baking powder. 
Fold in egg whites, beaten stiff but 
not dry. Bake in two ‘‘Criscoed”’ 
. 8-inch layer pans, in moderate oven 
(350° F.) 25-30 minutes. 


TROPICAL FILLING: Use 114 cups of 
well-drained stewed apricots. Mash 


to asmooth pulp. Add 1% cup sugar, 
46 cup crushed pineapple, drained. 
Cook gently till thick, stirring often 
—takes about 10 minutes. Add 4% 
cup coconut. Cool. Spread between 
layers and on top of cake. 


QUICK APRICOT ICING: Put 114 cups. 
sugar, 2 unbeaten egg whites, 14 cup 
strained apricot pulp in top of dou- 
ble boiler, with water in lower part 
at a boil. Beat with Dover egg beater 
till thick enough to spread, Cover 
top and sides of cake with icing; 
sprinkle with coconut. ; 


All Measurements Level. Recipe 
tested and approved by Good House- 
keeping Institute. 


38 9 OUT OF 10 TEACHERS OF HOME ECONOMICS IN PUBLIC SCHOOLS 
STATED: ‘‘We use Crisco in our cooking classes.’’ (753 teachers 
in 439 cities from Coast to Coast wrote us am 





YOUR STORE CARRIES NEW CREAMIER CRISCO NOW! — either 


with the familiar white label or new-design blue label 














Drawing by 
Mary Horton 


ON’T you ever wish 

see some new faces? It isn’t 

that you don’t love the old 

ones. You look at them across 

the living room and heave a 

sigh. There is your mother’s, 
sweet but sort of tired; your father’s, 
naturally cheerful, but grumpy now 
because something he read in the 
paper didn’t agree with him; your kid 
brother’s, a grubby map if ever you 
saw one; and finally, there is Bill’s. 
It has been looking at you with the 
same expression ever since Sixth 
Grade. This is gratifying, but what 
was once the big affair has boiled 
away until all that’s left is a soup- 
meat residue of dull evenings talking 
politics with Dad or playing hearts 
with Aunt Susan. Even the fact that 
you have downed your hair after up- 


ping it passes unnoticed. Conditions 
are pretty desperate. New faces— 
that’s what you need! 

There are, however, a lot of prac- 
tical difficulties. New men are scarce 
in Upper Bleeker Falls, where, as the 
paper would say, you reside. The 
other boys whom you have always 
gone around with and who might 
once in a while bring in new faces 
have taken jobs for the summer. 
School is closed. If you are to make 
any new friends during the vacation, 
you will have to do it by going some- 
where else or by creating your own 
opportunities at home. 

Perhaps you are going away from 
home. Let’s suppose you have saved 
up for a two weeks’ trip to Lake Mo- 
cono. This is your moment. 

There are a number of young and 





TIPS TO THE TEENS 


attractive men in the place. A natural 
instinct tells you to run, not walk, to 
the spot where they are. Not you, 
however. You figure it is better to 
lose a day’s fun than to get off on 
the wrong foot at the start. So you 
don’t obviously try to be noticed. 
(Don’t worry, every girl is noticed.) 
But you do things with people. When 
everybody else is swimming, you 
swim. If you play tennis, you get into 
your correct and immaculate tennis 
things and play, even if you have to 
take on somebody twelve years old. 
This gets you into circulation. You 
never, never hang around the courts 
alone, however. 

Next you find some married woman 
who is the center of a lot of fun and 
get an introduction to her. You ask 
her advice about men. She may even 
fix it with her husband to see you 
meet the nice ones. We have seen it 
done. 

A woman like that is warmhearted 
and wants everybody about her to 
have a good time; that is why she 
is popular. If you like music or enjoy 
acting, drop the word. There is usu- 
ally a person in charge of entertain- 
ment; it is her job to sleuth about and 
put on amateur shows, which is your 
chance to meet people. Don’t be over- 
eager—just be ready for everything. 

On a cruise, a long lake or ocean 
voyage, follow the same technique. 
Don’t be noisy or an attention-getter. 
Be the girl who is just the least bit 
hard to know. The all-right guys 
aren’t hanging around trying to scrape 
up acquaintances the first day out 
either. They’re taking their time and 
their pick; they’ll recognize the kin- 
dred spirit in you if you’re a bit slow 
at first. When you do meet them, keep 
your little wits about you. Don’t get 
in too deep or go too fast. This is all 
pleasure, meant to be enjoyed with- 
out any aftermaths. We well remem- 
ber a girl named Ann who crossed 
the ocean with us and some twenty 
American college boys. Because she 
came from the town of that name, 
they called her Rapidan, and they 
told her successively that they loved 
her. “This is the real thing,” said one 
of them sadly. “Oh, no, it isn’t,’ she 
said with her Southern knowledge of 
the world. “This is just idleness and 
propinquity. But,” she added, “it’s an 
awful lot of fun.” 

Of course we’re talking about trips 
that take several days. Making ac- 
quaintances on one-day or night 
boats and on trains is a “No, no!” It 
isn’t safe. If you are put in a position 
where you have to be decent to some- 
one who has helped you by boosting 
Fido onto the baggage car and re- 
ceived a sharp nip in the wrist in 
return, learn how to get rid of him 
by saying a definite thank you and 
good-bye. 

There are certain conditions, how- 
ever, in which you do get acquainted 
with people (Continued on page 118) 
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=r] ARTHER on in this issue you 
will find an article by Good 

Housekeeping Institute on 

roast beef and how to cook it. 

You may spend fifteen min- 
utes in reading this article. But 
what you will get out of it represents 
more than 200 hours of work on the 
part of our cookery editors, plus the 
many years of experience and the 
wealth of knowledge the Institute 
has acquired from its testing of foods 
and appliances since 1901. 

Good Housekeeping Institute has 
five kitchens. Day after day, for weeks 
before this article was written, the 
ranges in these kitchens were turning 
out roast after roast, dozens of roasts, 
standing roasts and rolled roasts, 
roasts rare, well done, and medium, 
from modest two-rib size to some 
large enough to feed a score. Step by 
step the methods of roasting beef sug- 
gested in the article—and results ob- 
tained from them—were checked and 
rechecked with meticulous care. 

The extraordinary thing about this 
proceeding is that it wasn’t extraor- 
dinary at all. It was routine. It was 
done as a matter of course. It is just an 
everyday, run-of-the-mill example 
of the way Goop HousEKEEPING’s edi- 
torial pages are put together. We try 
to the best of our ability to make this 
magazine one you can depend upon 
for the accuracy of the information it 
16 


offers you, and the effectiveness of 
the ideas and methods it recommends. 

This kind of editing demands un- 
usual facilities, and our different de- 
partments have them. Good House- 
keeping Institute has its engineering 
laboratories, its textile laboratories, 
its kitchen and laundries; Good 
Housekeeping Bureau its analytical 
laboratories, its guinea pigs and white 
rats for animal feeding experiments. 
The rooms Good Housekeeping Stu- 
dio pictures in its articles are actual 
rooms, especially constructed, dec- 
orated and furnished as though they 
were to be lived in. The houses the 
Studio presents have had their 
plans and specifications checked by 
the Studio’s own building engineer 
and four consulting architects. The 
Beauty Clinic has its own completely 
equipped beauty salon with a profes- 
sional operator, and a testing group 
of more than 200 girls and women, 


BY CHRISTOPHER BROOKS 







so that it can prove in practice the 
worth of the good-looks advice it 
offers you. The Fashion Department 
uses the textile testing facilities of 
Good Housekeeping Institute, when- 
ever it is necessary, to make sure 
that the dresses it displays in its 
pages have good wearing qualities 
as well as smart style. 

Our laboratories and other facilities 
are used to make our advertising 
pages dependable, too. Since 1902 
Goop HovseKEEPiInc has placed its 
own Guaranty upon everything ad- 
vertised in its pages. You will find 
this Guaranty published on page 6 
in this, and every, issue. We are able 
to assume the responsibility and fi- 
nancial liability this Guaranty im- 
poses upon us only because of the 
care with which products are inves- 
tigated or tested, and their qualities 
and essential claims verified, before 
advertising is accepted. 






Old fashioned goodness... that is the 
secret of the popularity of Ann Page 
Salad Dressing. It is a goodness that 
comes from a blend of fine quality in- 
gredients, patiently and painstakingly 
whipped into a creamy-smooth dressing, 
brimful of delightful, tart-sweet flavor. 

We point with pride to the fact that 
while A&P Food Stores carry all leading 
brands of salad dressing and mayonnaise, 
Ann Page outsells all of them combined. 
It must be good! 

The attractive combination of old- 
fashioned goodness and good old-fash- 
ioned low price which you find in this 
popular product is typical of a// Ann 
Page Foods. For no pains have been 


_ HAVE BORROWED YOUR RECIPE. 


spared to make these good things to eat 
outstanding in quality, rich in nourish- 
ment and yet economical in price. They 
are made by A&P in modern factories, 
under the supervision of skilled food ex- 
perts — and graduate food chemists con- 
stantly check their quality. 

And because A&P is solely respon- 
sible for these fine foods—from the 
selection of fine quality ingredients right 
down to their sale to you—many econ- 
omies are made possible. These savings 
are shared with you, in the form of low, 
money-saving prices. 

Ann Page Foods are tested and ap- 
proved by Good Housekeeping Bureau 
...and guaranteed by A&P. 


These Ann Page Foods are made in A&P’s modern factories 
and sold to you in A&P Stores, thus eliminating unnecessary in- 
between costs. The savings made in this way are shared with you. 


27 nationally known Ann Page Foods 
to choose from: Salad Dressing 
e Sparkle Gelatin Desserts, Puddings 
ne Ice Cream Desserts * Beans * Pre- 
serves * Macaroni Products * Peanut 
Butter * Prepared Spaghetti ¢ Jellies ° 
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Mello-Wheat Cereal * French Dressing 
* Sandwich ae ¢ Marmalade ¢ To- 
mato Juice * Ketchup * Chili Sauce * 






by! 
Good Rouseseonis, Extracts * Baking Powder * Mustard * 
nccted Be yNUY Olives * Tapioca * Spices * Honey 









*Olive Oile Plain Gelatin * Vinegar. 
FOOD STORES 
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IF YOU DON'T AGREE THIS GRAND SALAD DRESSING 
PLEASES YOUR TASTE AND SAVES YOU MONEY 


We know you'll like Ann Page, because 
it is made with more of the fine ingre- 
dients that give quality and flavor to 
a salad dressing. So we say: Buy a jar 
today at your A&P Food Store or A&P 
Super Market. Try it on your favorite 
salad. Compare it. Judge it by any 
standard you wish. If you aren’t genu- 
inely enthusiastic about it—if you don’t 
agree with everything we've said about 
it— your A&P Manager will gladly 
refund double what you paid for it! 
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HETHER you’re sewing your own 
or store-shopping for your Summer 
you want them to 
be more than They 
should be c-o-o-l and easily freshened. So 


frocks . . . remember, 
‘“pretty-pretty.” 


choose materials you know are truly 


washable. And be cool-as-a-mint-leaf . . . 
fresh-as-a-daisy .. . all Summer long! 
All these fine fabrics are washable with 
Ivory Flakes—thin flakes of baby’s pure 
Ivory Soap. They’ve been Ivory Flakes 
tub-tested six times for your protection. 


Lai. and Cooler this Summer m 


ew lvory-washables 


You'll find gentle Ivory Flakes care a 
wonderful help in safeguarding the ma- 
terials, the brightness of colors and the 
clear outlines of your pet prints .. . [vory 
Flakes, the good kind friend of your 
Summer wardrobe. 


1. Mallinson’s famous pure dye silk “Pussy 
Willow.” 


2. DuPont Rayon makes “Tip Top” from 
Joseph Berlinger. 

3. “TimbreTone,” a brilliant Peter Pan 
fabric of Enka Rayon. 


4. A tissue-thin Summer wool from 
Botany . . .““Baronette.” 


The makers of these lovely new fabrics advise 
washing with IVORY FLAKES ... 99 */o °/o pure 


5. Cohama’s “Dovercliff,” a soft rayon 
sharkskin. 


6. “Worthispun,” a spun rayon and wool 
blend from Pacific Mills. 


7. New sports fabric of wool, silk and 
rayon from C. H. Schmidt & Co. 


8.A scroll print on Cheney Brothers’ 
pure dye silk. 





THE YOUNG MARRIED SET +- 


I DONT THINK THOSE 
CLOWNS ARE VERY FUNNY, 
JOE, DISHPAN HANDS ARE 





YOU NEEDN'T HAVE DISHPAN 
HANDS/ CHANGE TO IVORY SOAP! 
I WASH DISHES THREE TIMES 





9. “Twil-O-Dee”’—a surah of “Bemberg” 
rayon and silk from Klein Bros. Fab- 
rics Corp. 

10. “Celannova,” a sandy-textured crepe, 
all-Celanese* rayon (+ REG. U. S. PAT. OFF.) 


11. Stevenson’s Moygashel—a pure Irish 
linen. 


12. “Dear Daisy”—a Truhu silk print. 


HERES THE 
RICK I LEARNED 
AT THE ciRcus/ 


A DAY AND SEE HOW SOFT 


AND SMOOTH 
MY HANDS 


OH, THANK 
YOU YOURE A 


NIGHT— KATE 
CHANGED FROM 
STRONG WASHDAY 
SOAPS TO PURE 
GENTLE IVORY FOR 

WASHING DISHES. 


SHE FOUND 
IVORY COSTS 
ONLY ABOUT 

1% ADAY 

++ AND IN 

2 WEEKS.» 


PROCTER A GAMOLE » TRADEMARK REG. U. 8. PAT. OFF. 
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eft to herself Faith Baldwin would 
never travel. And why should she? 
With four delightful children, with 
a century-old Connecticut farm- 
house, with a young and struggling 
Connecticut garden, she has every 
reason for wanting to stay at home. 
Fortunately for her readers, her 
editors won’t always let her. That is 
why Faith Baldwin appears above on 
the deck of a Matson liner en route 
to the South Seas. The editors of 
Goop HovUSEKEEPING, putting their 


POLO 


heads together, decided that the 
South Seas were still civilization’s 
most romantic outpost. Then, unani- 
mously, they agreed that Faith Bald- 
win was the writer to capture that 
romance in a series of articles. 

So Goop HousEKEEPING asked Faith 
Baldwin to go to the South Seas and 
keep a diary—a diary of all the 
strange scenes she sees, all the fas- 
cinating people she meets, all the 
exotic places she visits. And Miss 
Baldwin agreed to go. Honolulu will 


JE 
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be her first port of call. Then New 
Zealand, Australia, the South Seas— 
five months of wandering. 

Under ordinary circumstances, Miss 
Baldwin confesses, not even the 
South Seas could lure her away from 
Fable Farm. But these were extraor- 
dinary circumstances; and, much as 
Faith Baldwin loves her home life, 
her work is equally important to her. 

So she has accepted this assign- 
ment with a sense of high adventure, 
a little apprehension, and one small 
twinge of regret. Every mother can 
understand her apprehension at leav- 
ing her children, every gardener can 
sympathize with her regret at leaving 
Connecticut in the springtime. But 
the children are already bursting 
with anticipation of the trophies they 
expect their mother to bring them, 
and no doubt she will find consolation 
for her own garden in the shower 
trees of Hawaii. 

Five months in the South Seas is 
a dream that relatively few of us will 
ever achieve, but Faith Baldwin will 
bring that dream as close to reality 
as any writer possibly can. So with 
all sincerity we say to Miss Baldwin: 
“Bon voyage. Don’t hurry back!” 
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BY FAITH BALDWIN 


ILLUSTRATED BY 


ISS REYNOLDS came 
hurrying into the models’ 
room in her stilt-heeled 
shoes. Her smooth, ve- 
neered face was excited 
and a little anxious. Her 
carefully retouched hair had been 
set the previous evening, and looked 
like a hennaed washboard. She sur- 
veyed the models and said sharply, 
Soall yen 

It had been a slack morning. The 
three girls who modeled the ready- 
to-wear and imports in the Fifth 
Avenue specialty shop were sitting 
around doing very little. Sally was 
manicuring her nails, Elsie was ly- 
ing on the couch reading the morn- 
ing paper, and Miriam was. doing 
over her mouth at one of the long 
dressing tables. 

“Sally,” said Miss Reynolds again, 
“Jenny Wilbur is in. She wants to 
see evening clothes. She wants you. 
You’re about her coloring. Put on the 
new white-and-silver Chanel.” — - 

Sally rose. She was long-limbed 
and blonde. She was beautiful and 
bored. She said, yawning: “She must 
need evening frocks. She - bought 
three last week.” 

“Thank heaven,’ said Miss Rey- 
nolds. “Snap into it, do.” 

A little later Sally adjusted a sil- 
ver strap and looked at herself in the 
mirror. The white-and-silver was a 
knockout. Right off the boat. It was 
simple, beautiful, and hideously ex- 
pensive. Sally sighed. She said, “I’d 
like to be married in a dress like 
this.” 

“Sez you,” remarked Elsie, who 
had other ideas and didn’t want to be 
- married, even in a little number cost- 
ing three fifty retail. Elsie wanted to 
go to Hollywood. Some day she’d 
meet someone who’d know someone 
who would give her a test. 

Miriam, who had been married for 
a year to a saxophone player, pulled 
a dark wave over a darker eye and 
remarked, “I was married in a navy 
blue suit up in Armonk...” 

Going out of the showroom, Sally 
kept thinking of that last glimpse of 
herself in the mirror and wishing that 
Jim Hastings could see her. Jim liked 
her to wear white. 





He was a country boy become city 
clerk at forty a week. For over a 
year they had been quarreling be- 
cause they loved each other so much. 
If they could only marry and she 
could’ keep on working! But he 
wouldn’t have that. He had his own 
ideas. A little flat, real housekeeping, 
and after a while a baby... 

Why should Jenny Wilbur have 
the white-and-silver dress? She’d 
wear it once and then give it away, 
probably to her maid. She was rich, 
even in these times, and spoiled. Her 
picture was in the papers as often as 
those of the Hollywood stars. She 
was supposed to be engaged to Harold 
Thorpe, who was as rich as she. That 


- wasn’t fair either. The engagement 


hadn’t been announced, but everyone 
thought of it as an accomplished fact. 
Pictures of Jenny and Thorpe at this 
restaurant, that night club, this first 
night—looking at each other and 
smiling. Sally didn’t think much of 
Thorpe. He was stocky and going a 
little bald. Not handsome like Jim. 

Jenny Wilbur was as blonde as 
Sally, her figure was as good, and 
she was almost, if not quite, as pretty. 
She wore, this early spring morning, 
a custom-made suit, black, simple, 
beautifully cut, and three sable skins 
were around: her shoulders. Her hat 
was absurd; it had cost seventy-five 
dollars and was a mere scrap of felt 
and feathers. But it had verve, and 
it suited her. Her face was a slim 
oval, and her eyes were too big. Her 
lips were almost magenta, and her 
fingernails matched them. 

“T like it,” said Jenny, almost en- 
thusiastic after two looks at the dress. 
She smiled briefly at Sally and turned 
to the anxious Miss Reynolds. “T’ll 
take it,” she decided. 

Miss Reynolds sighed with relief. 
She said, “I’m sure you'll be very 
happy in it, Miss Wilbur.” 

“That,” said Jenny, “was the idea 
—in a way.” 

“You'll try it on?” pursued Miss 
Reynolds. 

Jenny looked at a little diamond 
watch. “I haven’t time,” she said. 
“I’ve a luncheon engagement. Be- 
sides, if it fits Sally, it will fit me.” 
She dismissed the model with a little 
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Cool, serene, beautiful—that was the 
wife Harold wanted; like Jenny tonight 
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Kate’s heart skipped when Paul cut in 
on the visitor, saying, “She’s my girl” 


i) 


nod, and added, “send it along—and 
I’d like to have it this afternoon, Miss 
Reynolds.” 

Sally went back to the models’ 
room and began to take off the dress. 
“There’s something about white and 
silver,” she said, replacing the frock 
on its hanger. 

Suddenly she felt lonely and inse- 
cure without the white-and-silver 
frock, As if she had no defenses. She 
thought of Jim, his gay eyes and 
grave mouth, his youth and strength, 
his tremendous ambition. Jim 
wouldn’t always be a clerk. He had 
assured her over and over that if he 
had her to work for, there were no 
heights he could not reach. 

She thought: “Maybe Ill phone 
him lunch hour. We could have din- 
ner and talk.” 

She looked about the models’ room, 
a room of dressing tables and mirrors. 
Year after year, sitting here, waiting 
to put on a frock you couldn’t afford, 
to go out and parade up and down for 
some woman who could afford it, but 
wouldn’t look half so well in it as you. 
Not many years. A model’s useful- 
ness was gone much too soon. Styles 
in girls and figures changed. You 
grew old. 

Sally was twenty-six, two years 
older than Jenny Wilbur. In no time 
at all she would be thirty. 

Perhaps, after all, Jim was right. 

Thinking that, feeling the first 
premonition of surrender, she was 
frightened and brave, glad and sorry, 
all at once. A sensation like laughing 
and crying. She felt weak all over. 
Him and his forty a week, a walk-up 
flat and herself doing dishes! But it 
was living, wasn’t it? This wasn’t. 
“No,” thought Sally, “this isn’t living, 
day after day, sitting here in the 
models’ room, waiting . . .” 

Now she wasn’t frightened any 
more, nor sorry. The color was high 
in her cheeks. She thought of Jim and 
what she’d say to him this evening, 
and then, briefly, she thought of 
Jenny Wilbur in the white-and-silver 
frock, wearing it tonight, perhaps, at 
some big party or other. She thought: 
“Tt wish her luck. Perhaps she needs 
it, too.” 


ENNY did need it. Dressing for the 
Hopkinses’ dinner dance, she sur- 
veyed herself in the mirror. Perhaps 
the new frock had not been such a 
good idea after all. Did white wash 
her out? Should she wear the black, 
molded to her figure, startling with 
her blonde hair? But Harold was cer- 
tain to be her dinner partner tonight, 
and he had seen the black. 

She was determined to marry him. 
And he had not asked her to do so. 
Not many people knew it, but Jenny’s 
father had been badly hit by the re- 
cession. However, if Jenny brought 
off this Thorpe marriage, everything 
would be all right again. With his 
son-in-law’s backing, Wilbur could 
retrieve much of the money he had 
lost. Her father did not urge her to 
marry Harold, but her mother did, 
and made no bones about it. So the 
Wilburs, who couldn’t afford three 


hundred and fifty for a white-and- 
silver frock for their only child, were 
willing, nevertheless, to gamble three 
fifty on Harold Thorpe. 

Jenny thought, driving to the Hop- 
kinses’ house on Park Avenue, behind 
the straight back of Johnsen, the 
chauffeur, who hadn’t been paid for 
two months, “If only David isn’t 
there, Ya 

She’d been in love with David for 
years; and.he with her. He was Janet 
Hopkins’ nephew. The Hopkinses had 
money, but David Meredith had none, 
according to Wilbur standards. 

Lately he’d grown tired, she 
thought, of waiting, of hoping, of urg- 
ing. “Well, that’s as it should be, isn’t 
it?” She asked herself. She wanted 
David to grow tired and stop coming 
to the house, stop calling her and 
writing. She wanted to stop meeting 
him at little out-of-the-way places 
and going over the whole hopeless 
thing again. 

They had been engaged when she 
was eighteen and he was twenty-two. 
A secret engagement. Her mother 
hadn’t approved and had soon over- 





ridden her father’s easy tolerance. It 
was absurd, no match for Jenny, said 
her mother vigorously. So it had 
never been announced. 

They would wait, they told each 
other, until David was making a good 
income. And Jenny had added, “After 
all, ’ll have money of my own.” 

When she was twenty, her mother 
had taken her to Europe, and there’d 
been all that talk about the Italian. 
Jenny and David had quarreled by 
cable and letter, and the engagement 
had been broken. But the bond be- 
tween them had not been. 

He was at the Hopkinses’ tonight. 
Across the table. The Southern girl 
whom Janet had met in Palm Beach 
that winter was on his right. She was 
redheaded, twenty-one, and pretty. 
David couldn’t take his eyes off her. 


“You’re quiet tonight,’ Harold 
Thorpe told Jenny, “but you’ve never 
looked so lovely.” 

She smiled at him. “I’m glad you 
think so.” 

He hadn’t been quite sure. Now he 
was. She was the wife he wanted, 
cool, serene, beautiful. 

They danced, after dinner, in the 
great cleared living room. The spring 
night was cool and heady. David 
danced often with the Southern girl. 
Once he danced with Jenny. When 
she felt his arms about her, she 
thought she must weep for sheer 
misery. 

But David was gayer than she had 
seen him for a long time. Later, 
dancing with Thorpe, she saw David 
and the Southern girl go out on the 
terrace. She could see them standing 
there when she repassed the glass 
doors. The girl wore a silly, fluffy 
wrap. David’s arm went around her, 
protectively. 

Jenny said abruptly, “Harold, do 
you suppose we could duck out on 
this?” 

He was only too glad. He had 


slightly, “I’ve wanted to tell you I 
love you, Jenny.” 

The cup slid from her hand, and 
she looked down, dismayed. There 
was an ugly stain on the white-and- 
silver frock. It didn’t matter, she 
thought, waiting for him to go on; 
she could buy all the white-and-sil- 
ver frocks she desired, from now on, 
forever, until death do us part. 

As he kissed her, she shut the un- 
happy thought of David from her 
heart. You can’t have everything. 


T WAS to this very philosophy that 

Kate Cannon was trying to resign 
herself as she walked home from 
work at the end of an early spring 
afternoon. A hard job, any way you 
looked at it, for a pretty, vivacious 
girl who until recently had been very 
happy on what would have seemed 
very little—or nothing at all—to 
Jenny Wilbur. 

Kate’s mother was in the kitchen 
ironing when she came in. 

“Can’t you let that go, Angel? Or 
let me tackle it after dinner?” 

Mrs. Cannon smiled at her daugh- 


This is the story of a dress. Of four girls who wore it 


in its progress from Park Avenue to the other side of 


the tracks. And to them it was not a dress at all, but 


a warning—a gamble—a triumph—a lifelong dream 


wanted a chance all evening to talk 
with her. : 

They made their excuses, Harold 
dismissed her car, and she was driven 
home in his. In the intimate darkness 
of the car he put his arm about her, 
and she permitted it, thinking of 
David and the girl on the Hopkinses’ 
terrace. 

“You're shivering,’ he said sud- 
denly. 

“A good hot cup of coffee will fix 
that,” she answered him. 

A manservant admitted them to 
the lower floor of the duplex. Jenny 
asked him to bring them some coffee, 
then trailing her coat after her, led 
the way into the living room. She sat 
down in a deep chair, and Harold 
stood beside her. 

He felt nervous and young, but 
sure of his needs. He had been mar- 
ried before, unhappily. For over ten 
years he had fought shy. Too many 
women had wanted to marry him. 
But Jenny hadn’t encouraged him in 
the least. She didn’t seem to care 
whether he came to see her or stayed 
away. Well, he had had too much 
emotion with Doris. 

Jenny poured them each a demi- 
tasse of coffee. She looked up at Har- 
old, her cup in her hand. 

He cleared his throat. “I— All eve- 
ning,” he said, stammering very 


ter. “I’m almost through. Mrs. Burke 
was ill again today and didn’t come, 
and things do pile up so.” 

“Don’t they?” agreed Kate. “The 
office was a madhouse today. Every- 
one in the world wanting to buy or 
sell an acre in the country. Looks as 
if business were picking up.” 

“Paul coming tonight?” asked Mrs. 
Cannon, trying to speak carelessly. 

There was a pause. Once upon a 
time Paul had come every night, al- 
most. Since high-school days. But 
not lately. Not since the divorcée 
from Chicago had come to Riverfield 
to live in the house she had inherited 
from a distant relative. Eloise her 
name was. Smart, pretty, a little older 
than Paul. 

“The trouble with me is,” thought 
Kate despondently, “I’m too darned 
familiar. I mean, he’s looked at me 
most of his life and all of mine. He 
doesn’t even see me any more. She— 
she’s got glamour, or whatever the 
silly word is.” 

“By the way,” remarked Mrs. Can- 
non, ironing carefully, “there’s a big 
box from Margaret Wilbur. Came by 
express. To you. Some of your Cousin 
Jenny’s things, I suppose.” 

“T wish you wouldn’t call her my 
Cousin Jenny,” protested Kate vigor- 
ously, “just because her mother is 
your second (Continued on page 192) 





To be married in a week—and no wed- 
ding dress. Small wonder Ann cried! 
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UNT Em hung her blue ging- 
ham apron on the hook be- 
h hind the kitchen door, and, 
smoothing back a lock of 

F\ wsnowy hair, threw a final 

glance of satisfaction about 
the orderly room. She loved every 
corner of her big old house, but most 
of all she loved her roomy white 
kitchen. Perhaps because she had 
spent so many hours in it. 

As she switched off the light, she 
sighed a little. Nowadays she was 
always glad when supper was over 
and the dishes were washed up. She 
guessed she was getting old. Old, and 
settled, and deeply rooted, like the 
gnarled oak tree in the back yard. 

She went through the dining room, 
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There are lots of women 
like Aunt Em—women who 
can’t bear to leave their own 
gardens, even for a world 
cruise. Maybe you know one 
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pausing to straighten 
the chairs around the 
oval table, and into the 
living room. 

Uncle Joe, looking up 
at her over his reading 
glasses, folded his news- 
paper. “All through?” 
he asked. He laid his pa- 
per on the arm of his 
easy chair, and leaned 
over to throw a pine 
knot on the fire. The 
quick flames reflected 
rosily on his bald head. 

Aunt Em answered 
with a satisfied little 
grunt, and lowered her 
bulk into her rocking 
chair. She reached for 
her crochet work and, 
adjusting the thread and 
hook, began to crochet and to rock 
gently back and forth. 

She was making squares for a 
bedspread. Two hundred and fifty- 
two, it took. She had finished a hun- 
dred and eighty-seven. "Twouldn’t 
take long to complete it now. She 
must begin looking for something to 
start on when she was through. She 
lifted her eyes to glance approvingly 
at the evidences of her handiwork 
about the room—the lace tabs on the 
chair backs and arms, the hooked 
rug in front of the fireplace, the af- 
ghan on the davenport. But Uncle 
Joe cleared his throat, and Aunt Em 
looked at him instead. 

“Em,” he said, folding his glasses 
and putting them in their case, “T 





think it’s about time for you and me 
to take a vacation.” 

“Vacation?” 

“Yeh, a vacation. You deserve one, 
Em. We’ve been married almost forty 
years. That’s a long time to be tied 
at home. But you’ve never said a 
word, never once complained.” 

Aunt Em smiled at her crochet 
work. Of course she hadn’t com- 
plained. She had been perfectly sat- 
isfied. She had never been more than 
fifty miles from home in her life, and 
she didn’t know that she wanted to 
go farther. 

“Pye been thinking about this for 
a long time,” Uncle Joe continued. 
“We aren’t rich, but we’re comfort- 
able. The boys are grown and gone, 
except Jim.” 

“We can’t blame them for going, 
Joe,” Aunt Em said gently. “Ackley 
is too small a town to offer much op- 
portunity.” 

“Oh, I’m not blaming them, Em!” 
exclaimed Uncle Joe. “I’m trying to 
show you that there’s nothing to hold 
us now, that there’s no reason why 
we shouldn’t get out and enjoy life a 
little.” Picking up his pipe, he care- 
fully filled it. 

“Goodness sakes,” said Aunt Em, 
“’m enjoying life. ’ve got my home 
and my garden, my sewing circle, my 
church work, the Garden Club. 


’Twon’t be any time at all until we'll 
have to start our plans for this year’s 
flower show.” 

“Sure, sure,” Uncle Joe agreed. 


ILLUSTRATED BY RAY PROHASKA 


“But I still think it would be nice to 
take a trip.” 

Aunt Em turned a corner on her 
square. “Did you have some place 
in mind?” 

“Well,” Uncle Joe fondled his pipe 
a bit self-consciously, “I thought we 
might take a year or so and go ona 
pleasure trip around the world— 
maybe.” 

Aunt Em dropped her hands into 
her lap and looked at him, her eyes 
wide, her mouth open. “Why, Joe 
Gibson, I never knew you wanted to 
travel!” 

Uncle Joe laughed. “’Course you 
did, Em. I’ve often talked about tak- 
ing trips.” 

“Oh, them! They were just little 
jaunts. I mean to really travel.” 

“Well, is there any reason why we 
can’t go?” : 

Aunt Em took up her crocheting. 
“When did you think of starting?” 


~ she asked presently. 


“We-1l-l, seems like summer is the 
time when people go on pleasure 
trips—mostly,” he remarked. 

Summer? Aunt Em thought about 
her garden, all her flowers. 

Why, she couldn’t leave them! 
Whom could she find to look after 
her garden? There was Tom Dell, of 
course, but he was kept busy at the 
city park. Eb Randall never cut the 
grass around the edges. In a year’s 


time it would be like hay. Vel Payne 
would let his wife cut all the flowers 
and parcel them out to her relations 
... Aunt Em enjoyed supplying flow- 
ers to the hospital, to the old or the 
infirm, to the churches, or to the 
lodges, but that shiftless Woods tribe 
... Except for Tom Dell, she couldn't 
think of a soul that wouldn’t let her 
yard go to rack and ruin. 

“It'd be nice to go to the cold coun- 
tries in the summertime,” Uncle Joe 
said meditatively, resting his head 
against the back of his easy chair 
and staring dreamily over Aunt Em’s 
white hair, “and leave Egypt and 
the Hawaiian Islands till winter.” 

Aunt Em pulled the crocheted 
square out flat with firm, deft fingers. 
She wonderd what kind of food a 
body got in those foreign places. 
She’d do a lot for Uncle Joe, but she 
would not eat mice and grasshoppers. 
Then she checked herself. There 
was nothing to worry about. They 
couldn’t possibly pick up and go off 
like that. 

“And the South Seas.” Uncle Joe 
waved his pipe as if to indicate them 
in a corner of the living room. “I’ve 
been reading about a place called 
Bali. They say it’s just a paradise.” 

The name stirred something in 
Aunt Em’s memory. A colored travel 
picture, that was it. It showed native 
women dressed mostly in a yard or 
two of percale tied around like a 
skirt. Was Uncle Joe getting foolish 
ideas, at (Continued on page 164) 


HESport. of Sings’... 
There’s something about 
horses and racing which causes 
the thinnest blood to pulse a 
little faster. A  satin-shining 
animal, power and pride and 
spirit in every muscle; a jockey brave 
in his bright colors; a long oval of 
brown earth; sunshine and flowers 
and gaudy clothes and a sense of 
excitement everywhere—they never 
fail to move even the most somber 
of us. 

Racing is becoming more and more 
popular in the United States. Its 
glamour allures the Smiths and the 
Browns as well as the Vanderbilts 
and Whitneys. It is enjoying a renas- 
cence. Until ten or eleven years ago 
it had been declining. Almost 130 race 
tracks had been closed in 31 states, 
and legalized betting, on parimutuel 
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machines, was tolerated only in Ken- 
tucky and Maryland. Now, however, 
we have legalized racing in 19 states, 
and others are seriously considering 
admitting it. 

Of late horse racing has become 
Big Business. It has been reliably 
estimated that betting on horses 
amounts to from $1,500,000,000 to 
$2,000,000,000 every year. The Amer- 
ican Racing Manual for 1937 esti- 
mated, in addition, that $50,000,000 
has been invested in race tracks; 
$20,000,000 in horses; and $10,000,000 
in the 400 breeding farms scattered 
over the nation. In 1937 11,000 thor- 
oughbreds were raced. Altogether 
they won $14,000,000 for their owners. 

Here then is not only a sport; here 
is an industry. 

Proponents of racing have not been 
slow to point out these facts. State 





legislatures are listening to them. — 
State governments, looking franti- 
cally for new sources of revenue to 
meet their steadily mounting ex- 
penses for relief, old-age pensions, 
multitudinous costs which are in- 
creasing year by year, are turning a 
friendly ear to the arguments pre- 
sented by those interested in estab- 
lishing race tracks. 

Here is the case for the race track 
and for legalized betting: 

In states where race-track gam- 
bling is lawful, the state takes a por- 
tion of all money which changes 
hands in betting. 

The races not only bring in taxes 
on money bet and revenues from 
licenses and real property, but also 
bring business into the communities 
in which the tracks are located. 

They promote the breeding of 

















The Sport of Kings 


We'll go first to New Orleans. The 
Fair Grounds there are Victorian 
and amusing in appearance. There are 
clipped privet hedges and trim yews, 
and beds of bright flowers. It’s just an 
ordinary day, no special crowds, no 
great excitement. It all looks like a 
casual group of people out for the 
sunshine on a pleasant afternoon. 
That is, it does until we see a couple 
of G-Men we’ve encountered on an- 
other assignment. The race tracks 
are the haunt of criminals, and the 
United States Department of Justice, 
as well as the local authorities, aren’t 


is fast becoming a public plague 


as estimated revenue to Government dwindles, losses 


to businessmen mount, and crime costs to citizens rise 


horses, an enterprise which was fast 
becoming extinct. 

They create jobs at the race tracks 
and in the businesses benefited by 
the race meetings. 

The churches, it’s true, regard 
gambling as a sin, but advocates of 
the race tracks maintain that, since 
people gamble anyhow, we might as 
well be realistic about it, make it 
legal, and take a share in the benefits. 

All this sounds pretty convincing. 
But many of us feel there is more to 
the story. Let’s have a look at the 
races and the racing business. Let’s 
analyze it in human and economic 
and financial terms, balance the to- 
tal, and see what we have. 

It’s early spring as we discuss this, 
and the races are on in Florida, at the 
Fair Grounds in New Orleans, and 
at Santa Anita track in California. 


out just for ducks. The races are a 
particular lure for dope peddlers, a 
not unofficial gentleman advises us. 
This is worrisome, in view of all the 
young folk about. We'll find authori- 
tative and frank testimony to sub- 
stantiate this presently. 

Gambling is in the air. We decide 
to bet. To place a bet we go inside. 
There is a long row of windows with 
signs over them. We approach one 
that says “$3.00.” We say we wish 
to put $3.00 on John o’ Dreams to 
“place”; that is, to come in second. 
We hand over our money and get a 
ticket. Our horse with the pretty 
name comes in. It’s very exciting. So 
we go to another window and collect 
our winnings. This is parimutuel bet- 
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ting. Legalized betting is done at 
these so-called parimutuels. Pari- 
mutuel is a term derived from two 
French words, pari, which means bet 
or wager, and mutuel, which means 
mutual or reciprocal. By the time the 
last race is run, we go back to town 
with a net loss of seventy cents! 
We're interested in the races now. 
It’s a contagious disease. We’re not 
the only ones infected. All of New 
Orleans, apparently, bets on the 
races. Walk into any shop, into any 
office. We hear nothing but talk of the 
races. True, the residents of the city 


rarely go out to the Fair Grounds to 
see them, but they bet. They bet in 
handbooks, which are illegal. The 
state gets no benefits from them. 

Let’s go on to California and see 
what goes on out there. The Santa 
Anita track is breath-taking in its 
beauty. We drive and drive to get 
out to it, through Hollywood, into 
hill-rimmed Pasadena. We pay $1.10 
each for entrance fee, buy a 25c racing 
sheet and a 10c program. 

Crowds line the paddocks where 
jockeys are standing with their mag- 
nificent animals. We see mink coats 
beside the patched clothing of tramps. 
We see a white-haired grandmother 
holding a four-year-old grandchild 
with one hand and a form sheet with 
the other. There are a good many 
children. One woman in a raspberry 
costume, mode of 1936, is dragging 
two youngsters. Young girls teeter- 
ing on high-heeled, toeless shoes, 
painted and coiffed in imitation of 
the latest movie rage, cling to boys 
with frayed sleeves. 

We follow a racy old girl in a high 
bonnet with a veil spotted in many 
hues, and (Continued on page 199) 
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The story began last month: 


le MANCHESTER, with little 
money, with no friends, without 
even a recommendation for a job, 
came Anne Lee, formerly a nurse 
at the Shereford County Hospital. 
In that hospital a child had died— 
unnecessarily. A nurse’s carelessness 
had cost a life, and impulsively—al- 
though she knew it meant expulsion 
—Anne had taken the blame to shield 
her sister Lucy, the real culprit. 

In Manchester Nurse Anne Lee 
found a job. The Hepperton Insti- 
tute needed nurses—needed them so 
badly that they were willing to take 
them even without recommendations. 
Soon Anne found herself working 
harder than ever in her life. 

She needed hard work. It made her 
forget the wretched food, the super- 
cilious internes, the long hours, at 
Hepperton. It kept her from thinking 
about Lucy, whom she had left be- 
hind at Shereford. It took her mind 
off Joe Shand, her devoted suitor, 
whose proposals of marriage she had 
always kindly but firmly discour- 
aged. She made a few friends, Nora 
and Glennie, her roommates. But on 
the whole Anne was unhappy. 

Unhappy, that is, until the day 
when she first saw Dr. Robert Pres- 
cott operate. The case was an appen- 
dectomy on Matthew Bowley, the 
self-made Manchester millionaire. At 
a critical moment Anne interrupted 
the operation to tell Prescott that 
a swab had been left in the wound. 
Her interruption saved Bowley’s 
life. Prescott gave no sign either 
of gratitude or annoyance. Anne 
thought he had not even noticed her. 
But she was wrong; he had. 


FTER eight weeks at Hep- 

perton, Anne became in- 

creasingly anxious because 

of the scarcity of news from 

Lucy. Though she wrote 

twice. a week, her sister’s 
replies were sketchy and infrequent. 
Then one morning toward the end 
of March a letter brought news that 
was little short of staggering. 

“Dear Anne,” Lucy wrote. “No 
doubt it will be a bit of a shock, but 
I hope you will be pleased to hear 
that Joe and I are married. You 
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Prescott took in the situation in a glance. “Bowley’s generosity is always 
embarrassing,” he told Anne, and the quiet words put the whole thing right 
70 
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see, not long after you left, Joe’s 
father died. I meant to write you at 
the time. Well, the old man left 
quite a bit of money, and Joe, being 
sick of Shereford, sold the business. 
He kept asking me to marry him, as 
he wanted to make a fresh start ina 
big way in London. So in the end I 
gave in, and we ran off to London to 
get the knot safely tied. I am very 
happy, and Joe is a dear. He is go- 
ing into a thing called Transport, 
Limited, just his line and there’s a 
lot of money in it. 

“We have taken a pet of a house in 





Muswell Hill and I am having the 
time of my life choosing curtains and 
rugs and furniture and everything. 
Joe gave me the most expensive”— 
the adjective was twice underlined— 
“silver-fox fur as a wedding present, 
also a fitted dressing case. It’s a gem. 
I know you will be sick at my giving 
up nursing, especially after what you 
did for me”—this phrase also was 
underlined—‘“but you will be glad to 
hear I took my certificate before I 


For Anne those hours were fantasy, a 
nightmare of handing, holding, cutting 


left the County and have got it with 
me, for better or worse. So I did not 
let you down so badly after all. 

“Do come and see us whenever you 
can get away. The address is 7 El- 
threda Avenue, London, N. 10.” 

A postscript was added, “Joe sends 
his most affectionate regards.” 

Anne dropped the letter in sheer 
bewilderment mingled with a sense 
of hurt that Lucy had not given her 
the news till this late hour. Next 
came a spasm of pain as she thought 
of the sacrifice she had made so 
uselessly, (Continued on page 120) 
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fr train had not started on 
f time, and Neil Duncan, who 
had hurried away from Au- 
drey’s house, found himself an- 
noyed by having time to spare 
after all. If he had stayed with 
her an extra ten minutes, everything 
might have been settled between 
them. He felt that he had missed out, 
and he wasn’t sure that it was alto- 
gether the fault of lack of time. Look- 
ing again at his watch, he got off the 
train to see what was causing the 
delay. 

“They’re still loading baggage— 
there’s a lot of it tonight,” the con- 
ductor explained. “It’s because of all 
the college kids going back.” 





UPD DULITAMS 


“That’s right. The ticket agent told 
me why there was such a rush for 
space. But don’t forget that you're 
going to try to fix me up with a com- 
partment.” 

“No, sir. ’ll see what I can do right 
after the train starts. There may be 
a cancellation somewhere.” 

This business trip had been unex- 
pected and urgent, and Neil, who 
hadn’t tried to get a ticket until this 
afternoon, had been forced to take 
the only accommodation left, an up- 
per berth, which was not his usual 


“I’m not going back to school,” Candy 
said. “I’m married. I’m going home” 





And it’s a good thing to keep in mind if you want to snatch 


another woman’s man. For men usually stick to the rules 


standard of comfort. He nearly al- 
ways traveled by plane. But the Jan- 
uary weather was so stormy that 
flying schedules were uncertain, and 
so he had taken what Pullman space 
he could get on the train. 

There was time now for another 
cigarette, for trucks piled with lug- 
gage were still moving toward the 
open baggage car. Neil stood on the 
edge of the crowd and watched, still 
wondering what Audrey was think- 
ing and whether she had expected 
more from him tonight. He was only 
ten years older than most of these 
boys who were going back to college, 
but it seemed like a long head start. 
He knew a lot of things these kids 
didn’t know. But as he saw a young 
Apollo bend to kiss a girl good-bye, 
Neil wondered if much that was new 
had developed along that line. Was 
there a quicker approach and a more 
casual one than there used to be? Of 
course, there couldn’t be with a girl 
like Audrey. 

They didn’t sound sentimental. 
Whatever their feelings might be, 
they came out verbally as wisecracks. 

“How I hate to ‘go back to that 
prison!” 

“Try to get some time off for good 
behavior and meet me in New York.” 

A mother was trying vainly to scale 
the heights of her son to kiss him 
good-bye again, but he was too em- 
barrassed to bend. A man whom Neil 
knew, the president of one of the 
banks, was standing with two sons, 
looking proud and paternal, but 
glancing at the engine as if he had 
run out of farewell remarks. A beau- 
tiful, sulky-looking girl who, thought 
Neil, had never been designed for 
book learning alone, was listening to 
advice from an older man. He caught 
a fragment of that conversation, for 
like himself those two were standing 
apart from the crowd. The girl’s voice 
was delightful, even quickened by 
impatience. Z 

“All right, Father, Pll try. But you 
know I have tried, and couldn’t make 
it. 

If you can’t understand your alge- 
bra, you can’t, thought Neil in.aamuse- 
ment, wondering why anyone wasted 
time trying to make that girl more 
than a beautiful piece of scenery. - 
Beautiful vacation scenery, that was 
what she was, not meant for work but 
for games and gaiety. A man knew 
that to look at her. Her father prob- 
ably thought she was safe while she 
was kept in school. And maybe it was 
a good idea. 

The conductor waved a light, the 
porters shouted quick warnings, and 
there was a last rush for the Pullman 
steps. 

Neil swung on and sought out the 
club car. ; 

That was already like a fraternity 
house. There wasn’t a vacant space. 
Two girls heavily trimmed with gar- 
denias went past him without notic- 
ing that he was more than an obstacle 
in their path. A boy said, “How are 
you, Mr. Duncan?” with so much re- 
spect that Neil wondered if he really 
seemed as old as that. The only man 























of his acquaintance in the car was 
Jeff Beech at the other end, but Neil 
didn’t try to attract his attention. Old 
Jeff was good company but sometimes 
too much of it, and Neil didn’t want 
to sit up all night talking and drink- 
ing. He had a big day’s work ahead 
tomorrow. He went back to his own 
car to wait for the conductor and see 
about getting that compartment. 

The passenger who had the other 
half of his section had already ap- 
peared. It was the same sulky, lovely 
girl who had protested to her father 
that she had tried, and been urged to 
further effort. She wasn’t mixing with 
the other young people. Sitting alone, 
close to her own window, she watched 
her face travel along in the dark 
glass. 


A strolling band of students pushed. 


Neil out of the aisle, and he sat down 
opposite the girl in his rightful place. 


She glanced at him as if to make sure 
of that. 

“The train’s very crowded tonight,” 
he said. “I’m hoping to get moved out 
of your way before long.” 

“It?s all right,” she answered, and 
put a magazine on top of a hatbox 
to give an effect of space. 

Poor, pretty kid, thought Neil. He 
said cheerfully, “I suppose you're 
sorry to go back?” 

She stared at him, as if astonished 
that he’d guessed her thoughts. She 
looked as if she were going to be 


Candy laughed bitterly. “How did I hap- 
pen to become a duty, not a delight?” 





a 
Neil could only say, 
“JT wish I had missed 


a train last winter’ 


angry, and tell him it was none of 
his business. 

“I don’t mean to be annoying,” he 
told her, “but you see I can remember 
only too well when I hated to go back 
to school myself.” 

Instantly her anger broke. She gave 
a gasp of laughter. 

“And I know you won’t believe 
me,” he went on, “but the time will 
probably come when you'll look back 
at these years and think what a grand 
a you had. Maybe it’s illusion 

ut 

‘Don’t go on,” she broke in. “It’s 
wonderful. It’s absolutely perfect. 
But you see, I don’t happen to be go- 
ing to school. I’m married. ’m going 


” 


home. 
Neil felt a fool, complete with ges- 
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tures. There was just one thing to say, 
that she looked so young, and it was 
hard to get that out with her eyes 
taking him in like that and her little 
delighted laugh escaping with every 
breath. 

“Well, you can’t really blame me,” 
he managed to say. “The train is full 
of college people. I thought that natu- 
rally—’ 

“Oh, I’m flattered! But it was so 
funny! When you first said that, I 
thought you must be a detective or 
a mind reader or something.” 

“Maybe I’d better explain that ’m 
a fairly respectable citizen called Neil 
Duncan. Not very bright, that’s all.” 
“Is that who you are? They say 


you're very bright. I’ve heard a good. 
deal about you. I’ve been visiting my 
father for a couple of weeks, and I 
nearly met you a couple of times. But 
I didn’t go to those parties. You’re 
the Government man who’s going to 
deepen the harbor and put more 
ships in it and make everybody in the 
city rich.” 

“I make no such promise as that.” 

“It’s the way things get around. 
They all love to talk about you. More 
sought after than seeking, aren’t you? 
Except for Audrey Troy.” 

He stiffened at once. “Miss Troy is 
a good friend of mine.” 

“T was much nicer when you pried 
into my private life,” said the girl. 
“Audrey’s a good friend of mine, too. 
In spite of the fact that she nearly 
married my husband.” 

That placed her. But it surprised 
Neil so much that for another minute 
he didn’t know what to say or how 
to go on with this. All directions 
seemed wrong. This must be Fred 
Sudlow’s wife, the girl they called 
Candy, the one about whom there 
had been so much talk in town be- 
cause she had walked off with the 
man Audrey had been going to marry. 

Young (Continued on page 72) 
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appiness? Here’s 
the , mapped out by 100 
Golden Wedding couples. And 
who’d know its pitfalls and perils 


han they—bless them! 













O. CELEBRATE your Golden 
Wedding day, with your grand- 
children tumbling about you, 
a fresh lace cap set straight on 
snowy hair, and a catch in your 
throat as you return your hus- 
band’s fond regard—that, my lady, 
is success as a wife. It is, in its way, 
as notable a triumph over time and 
adversity and human cussedness as 
winning the Nobel Prize for scientific 
advancement or becoming president 
of a great corporation. Those who do 
these things are interviewed and 
asked.to what they attribute their 
success. It is: time that the men and 
women whose marriage is their proud 
achievement should have a chance to 
tell the rest of us how they reached 
this triumphant pass. 
There are only about a quarter of 


a million such couples in the whole 
United States: one cannot celebrate 
a Golden Wedding without the sur- 
vival of both husband and wife to the 
age of at least sixty-six, probably 
more. A quarter of a million is not 
many, out of the nearly ten million 
married couples that were in the 
country a half century ago, but this 
quarter million have had to weather 
every kind of difficulty and danger, 
including death, that threatened their 
married happiness. 

Some of the husbands arrive at 
their Golden Wedding day heavy with 
honors and material success. Henry 
Ford, Frank Noyes, Harry A. Gar- 
field, and Josephus Daniels—to name 
only a few—all celebrated their 
Golden Weddings in 1938. To report- 
ers, who are always present on such 
occasions, they all seemed proud and 
happy. And why not? Fifty years is 
a long time, any way you look at it. 
But “It seems like just a few short 
years since we started on our happy 
companionship,” said Charles M. 
Schwab, former president of U. S. 
Steel, who was widowered recently, 
after 55 years of being married to one 
woman. That was a gracious tribute, 
but the palm for felicitous remarks 
upon such an oceasion goes to Lloyd 
George, the former British Prime 
Minister, who on his fiftieth wedding 
anniversary said, “If I had this to do 
over again, I would want to be Mrs. 
George’s second husband.” 

Henry Ford’s celebration, in April, 
1938, brought many tributes. Perhaps 
the fondest is this, written by an 
anonymous editorial writer in a New 
York newspaper, and titled “Henry 
and Clara”: 

“Night after night Clara sat watch- 
ing her husband tinkering with ma- 
chinery, waiting on him, cooking for 
him, reading and sewing. No one else 
appeared to think he would amount. 


to much, but she believed in him. 


-*Sometimes he called her ‘The Be- 


liever’ ... 

“The Fords celebrated without os- 
tentation the fiftieth anniversary of | 
their wedding. Clara has seen Henry 
put his imprint upon his country and 
has heard him described, for better 
or worse, as the man most respon- 
sible for the growth of the new indus- 
trial age. It is probable that the Fords 
are the richest couple on earth. 
Whether that fact is more astonish- 
ing than their record of having re- 
mained married fifty years is a matter 
for debate. 

“And they remain essentially sim- 
ple people. Clara has never dyed her 
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hair purple or had her face lifted or 
won the prize at the Beaux-Arts Ball; 
Henry, for his part, although he has 
had his share of odd notions, never 
bet twenty grand on a dice game, 
never had to be psycho-analyzed to 
get the bats out of his conscience, and 
has never been reported by the gos- 
sip-writers as carrying the torch for 
either a countess or a showgirl. More, 
they still dance with each other. It 
may be that, in more matters than 
one, they are the richest people in 
the world.” 

The Fords are an encouraging ex- 
ample to a generation of young mar- 
rieds who are tempted, by easy 
divorce laws, to give up their hope 
of wedded happiness too cheaply and 
too impatiently. And there are other 
American couples who have accom- 
plished what the Fords have—a quar- 
ter million of them. They, the obscure, 
little-known people, can perhaps give 
us better help than such conspicuous 
couples as the ones already men- 
tioned. 

In this belief, a questionnaire was 
sent out by Goop HousEKEEPING to 
nearly two hundred husbands and 
wives all over the country who were 
known to have celebrated their 
Golden Weddings. Some of them, in- 
deed, had been married for sixty or 
even seventy years. They were most 
kind and gracious in replying: out 
of their vast fund of knowledge of the 
pitfalls of married life they have sent 
us their advice on how to make a 
success of living together for half a 
century. 

These couples have had great good 
fortune in addition to the expected 
reward of years of kindness and for- 
bearance and human understanding. 
For if a boy and girl twenty years old 
marry today, their chances of both 
surviving until their Golden Wed- 
ding day are only two hundred and 
fifty out of one thousand, according 
to statistics furnished by the Metro- 
politan Life Insurance Company. 
Some of those who survive—and far 
more than need be—will have sepa- 
rated and declared their marriage 
a failure long before the fiftieth wed- 
ding anniversary rolls around. These 
aging couples may help some of those 
considering separation, and encour- 
age them to keep on trying. That is 
their purpose. 

The first question asked, confiden- 
tially, of the Golden Wedding couples 
was this: “Did you marry for Love? 
Companionship? Security? A home? 
Children?” Husbands and wives both 
received this question; they were 
asked to check one of the above rea- 
sons for marriage. Their sheets of 
answers were returned in separate 


envelopes, so that they need not, un- 
less they wished, show them to the 
other partner. 

Practically all of the wives an- 
swered that they had married for 
Love. About a quarter of them also 
checked a second motive, in which 
Companionship, a Home, and Chil- 
dren were equally popular. Of the 
husbands the vast majority said that 
they had married for Love, but about 
ten percent left this space blank and 
checked Companionship, Children, or 
a Home. Not a single one of the 
replies mentioned Security as the 
reason for marrying. Marriages for 
material reasons do not often, it ap- 
pears, attain the fifty-year mark. 

The second question asked these 
venerable brides and grooms de- 
manded that they cast their memo- 
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ries back over a crowded half cen- 
tury; it said, “What was your earliest 
quarrel about?” and “How was it 
settled?” 

They admitted that they quarreled 
—these veterans of marriage—just 
like any other young couple. They 
had the same difficulties in making 
adjustments to the new, strange fact 
that their (Continued on page 68) 


















It wasn’t that he didn’t want 
his daughter to be married. 
It was just that—after all 
those years of close com- 
panionship—he didn’t know 


quite how to go on alone 


\Y i e & 
|S) Wwf a 


O YOU suppose Dr. Madder- 
son has ever been in love?” 

“Wuh?” 

“T said, do you suppose Dr. 
Madderson has ever been in 
love?” 

“Madderson?” David looked up 
from his sketch of the crooked apple 
tree a little distance from him. “How 
should I know, Scamp? Why?” 

“Oh, I just wondered. I'll bet he 
hasn’t.” Lissie was sitting on an old 
cushion with her back against a tree, 
surrounded by a welter of books, 
papers, and scribbled notes. “I'll bet 







he couldn’t be. If you took him apart, 
you'd find him full of equations and 
formulas and chemical treatises. Ill 
bet he’s got a test tube for a heart.” 

“Well, he had pneumonia a couple 
of years ago. That ought to prove he’s 
human.” ; 

“That’s different. That’s not a feel- 
ing. I’ll bet he hasn’t got any feelings.” 

“Now you're being too hard on him. 
He’s really not a bad fellow at all. 
Besides, aren’t you a trifle prejudiced, 
considering?” David waved at the 
papers. 

“Foul stuff!” Lissie kicked at the 


assortment. “This test, and now the 
final exam is only a few weeks off. 
Dad, I know I'll never get by!” 

“I hope you do. Any more chem- 
istry next year, and I'd pack up and 
go to Egypt.” 

“To sketch the pyramids, I suppose. 
And get them lopsided. Dad, you 
aren’t any better an artist than I am 
a chemist. Look at that tree, now.” 
Lissie leaned forward to point at the 
easel. “It’s swollen at the bottom. 
What kind of tree is it supposed to 
be, anyhow?” 

David stepped back to gaze admir- 
ingly at his work. “Why, it’s an apple 
tree, stupid. It’s just a little strong- 
minded, that’s all. It won’t give in 
and admit it ought not to look like 
that.” 

“Well, it looks as if it were suffer- 
ing from goiter. You'd better do 
something to it.” 

‘Tisten, wench, lay off my tree.” 
David touched it here and there 
caressingly with his pencil. “At least 
I can trust it not to blow up and take 
my eyebrows off.” 

‘Tt’s got your face dirty, though. 
There’s a smudge of black all down 
your nose.” 

David reached guiltily for his hand- 
kerchief. “Stop picking on me and 
get at your chemistry. How can I cre- 
ate a masterpiece with you interrupt- 
ing me all the time?” 

“Well.” Lissie sighed and stretched 
luxuriously. “Gosh, Dad, isn’t it just 
perfectly beautiful today? Look at 
the apple blossoms. They weren't 
even out day before yesterday.” 

“Arcadia,” agreed her father. 

He stood a moment looking about 
the orchard. It was not really an 
orchard, but he and Lissie liked to 
call it that. There were a half dozen 
crippled, picturesque old trees scat- 
tered over what would have been a 
city lot if the city had grown that far. 
But it stopped on the other side of 
their comfortable, shabby house, 


where the sidewalk ended. Here on 
the side away from town was only 
the orchard and a worm-eaten rail 
fence, and then the fields began. 

“Arcadia?” Lissie repeated. “No, 
that’s not good enough. This is per=- 
fect. It’s the Garden of Eden.” 

“T prefer Arcadia. No snakes.” 

“Well, this is a serpentless Eden, 
unless you want to count that six- 
pes garter snake you found yester- 

ay.” 

“IT wouldn’t trust him,” declared 
David, puffing at his drawing paper 
to dislodge a frail petal of apple bloom 
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that had drifted and come to rest there. 

‘“Humph.” 

Lissie lapsed into silence, and 
David grew absorbed in his tree 
again. He couldn’t help wanting to 
sketch that particular one; there was 
something about the crooked shape 
of it that he couldn’t put out of his 
mind. 

Somewhere near the house a wren 
warbled cheerily. A small yellow but- 
terfly fluttered aimlessly by under 
the trees. The warm air stirred gent- 
ly; the boughs overhead shifted, and 
a patch of sunlight wavered over 
David's easel. 

“But, Dad.” Lissie spoke again out 
of her silence. “Really, do you sup- 
pose that Dr. Madderson ever has 
been in love? He’s so dried up and 
everything.” 

David glanced at her and saw that 
she was serious. “I honestly haven’t 
any idea, Scamp. But you can’t tell 
about people’s insides by their out- 
sides, you know.” 

“T suppose so.” Lissie sighed and 
wrapped her arms about her doubled- 
up knees. She appeared to ponder a 
moment. “I suppose you and Mother 


‘were crazy about each other when 


you were married, weren’t you, 
Dad?” 

“Well, we thought we could stand 
each other for a while.” David care- 
fully stroked in a shadow. 

“And then I had to come along and 
spoil things. Dad, was it—fun, before 
she died?” 

“Yes, it was fun,” 

The ghost of a gay, fair-haired girl 
drifted before David Huntingdon’s 
eyes. She had had a blue dress that 
summer they were married; some- 
how he always remembered her in 
the blue dress. He went on sketching 
quietly. 

‘Dad, why didn’t you just throw 






me in the rive: éomething? I would 
have. It wds-4ll my fault.” Lissie 
grinned at him, but he understood. 

“Oh, the times I wanted to do that 
were later. When you were cutting 
your teeth, for instance. Mrs. Harri- 
son and I used to take turns with you. 
How you could howl!” 

She giggled. “Well, I’m glad you got 
her and stood by me. Suppose you 
had just handed me over to Aunt 
Esther, the way she wanted you to?” 

“She’d have made a lady of you.” 

“A snooty little snip, you mean. I’m 
not a snip, am I?” She put her head 


on one side and smiled at him sweetly. 
“But look, Dad. What I wanted to ask 
you was, what kind of man do you 
think I ought to fall in love with? 
Describe him to me, and I'll endeavor 
to oblige.” 

David felt something arrest his 
hand for a moment. Then he went 
on working, scowling judicially. 

“Oh, tall and lumpy and gangly, 
with red hair and big brown splotchy 
freckles.” 

“What handsome grandchildren 
you're picking out for yourself.” 

“Well, you wanted to know.” David 
got out his pipe and began to fill it. 
It was an old pipe, and it felt vaguely 
comforting to hold it in his hand. 
“Really, Scamp, you will flunk that 
test tomorrow if you don’t get at those 
notes.” 

She groaned. “Okay, Dad. Never 
say I didn’t die on the firing line.” 
She picked up her pencil and began 
to sort the papers. 

For a while it was quiet in the 
orchard. David puttered away at his 
sketch, but felt his inspiration gone 
somehow. From time to time he 
glanced at Lissie’s bent head. Her hair 
was a rich amber, darker than her 
mother’s had been; and Lissie’s eyes 
were gray, while Ellen’s had been 
blue. But she was Ellen’s daughter. 
And yet his, too. Miraculously his. 

“Oh, Dad.” 

David took his pipe out of his 
mouth. “You’re supposed to be work- 
in ” 


ay know, but I just thought of some- 
thing. Peggy Barnes wants me to 





spend a month with her as soon as 
school is out. What do you think?” 

“Tet’s see, she’s the one with the 
eyes, isn’t she?” 

Lissie giggled. “Yes, but she’s all 
right, Dad, even if all the boys do fall 
for her. I like her. She can’t help look- 
ing like a magazine cover.” 

“Well, do you want to go? It might 
be nice for (Continued on page 179) 
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: Peggy looked up to see Pete walking in with Polly Hamilton. He nodded casually 


PWhen a pretty girl spends date-night alfre with a good book 


—well, heartbreak may keep her cgfapany, too. So this girl 


threw away her book and went gfit to see what she could see 








T WAS raining when Peggy 

woke up at seven-thirty. She 

had a moment of uneasy sleepy 

recollection that there was 

something else wrong with the 

day, too. Then she remembered 
quickly her last thought before going 
‘to:sleep: Pete Warren hadn’t asked 
her for a date tonight. 

Every Saturday evening for six 
weeks she had gone dancing with 
Pete. Still, there were other dates she 
could have had tonight with slight 
effort, but she didn’t want any of 
them. 

With Saturday evening in mind 
she had purchased a new dress dur- 
ing her lunch hour on Wednesday. 
Pete had been taking her to the 


movies Wednesday night, and it 
was then that he usually said: 
“How about Saturday? Want to go 
to the Manhattan?” There was an 
orchestra they both liked at the 
Manhattan. And the food was fair, 
Pete had said. Up until then she 
had supposed that it was better 
than fair. But Pete knew about 
those things. 
Pete was Princeton, 738. It was 
that fall she had met him. 
. “Mr. Warren to see Mr. Hamil- 
ton,” he had told her that day 
when he had come into the office 
to keep an appointment with her 
employer. 
He wasn’t at all nervous or un- 
easy while he was waiting in the 
reception room, Later she learned 
that he was fairly sure of a job. 
He knew somebody who knew Mr. 
Hamilton. He also knew Polly 
Hamilton slightly. He. had men- 
tioned that once, but Polly was 
abroad with her mother, so pre- 
sumably she had been of no help 
about the job. Polly wasn’t the 
kind of girl from whom men ex- 
pected help anyway; she was 
small and put together like a good 
bisque doll complete with light 
curly hair. She was friendly in a 
flighty, unimportant way, and 
Peggy enjoyed seeing her when 
she came into the office for money 
or matches. She was childish 
enough to ride up twenty-three 
floors for matches, but her perfume ~ 
was so grown-up that Peggy sus- 
pected she helped herself to her 
mother’s... 

“Peg-gy.” Her younger sister was 
calling from downstairs. “Mama says 
are you awake...” 

“All right. ’m up.” And she was— 
a light vibrant line of girl even in 
the boxy blue cotton pajamas. Her 
feet set in red leather slippers, she 
ran a comb through her long mahog- 
any bob, and took a look at the 
November morning outside. The rain 
beat with abrupt steadiness on the 
small veranda roof, washed down the 
faces of the boxlike clapboard houses 
across the street. Already there were 
commuters hurrying toward the sta- 


tion, a wet vanguard of the thousands 
who must get into the city from Long 
Island each morning, good weather 
or bad. Peggy had forty-five minutes 
before train time, and she took thirty 
to dress. 

When you were a reception clerk 
in a smart New York midtown office, 
you couldn’t just throw yourself 
together in the morning. She had no 
patience with girls who had good 
jobs and didn’t dress smartly. Where 
did they expect to get, anyway? 

She pulled dull coppery stockings 
straight and smooth. A plain tweed 
skirt and her plaid blouse with wide, 
crisp white revers. She had been 
wearing this same outfit the day she 
met Pete. In a way this blouse would 
always be Pete, although nothing 
much had happened that day. He 
had stopped at her desk after his 
interview with Mr. Hamilton, and 
he had been smiling. 

“Next time just make me a little 
more welcome, will you? You're 
probably looking at the future 
president of this company.” 

She had said, “I wish you very 
good luck, Mr. Warren.” 

‘Hereafter the oil wells will 
have to work overtime to produce 
what I sell.” 

Conceited, in a nice way, was 
her verdict. He was in and out 
after that. Not every day, because 
he was working in the suburbs. 
She gave him the reserved friendly 
greeting just right for new sales- 
men. After a week of this he had 
stopped at her desk one day. 

“Busy tonight?” 

UvVes.? 

“Tomorrow night?” 

OW 

“Now that you’ve proved you're 
hard to date, how about dinner 
Saturday night, some place we can 
dance?” 

She hadn’t minded that sugges- 
tion. She had been thrilled. She 
admitted that going downstairs 
this morning. She was dressed, 
now, even to her scarf and her 
jaunty felt sports hat, for breakfast 
was a short affair with her. A cup 
of coffee, a half piece of toast. 

“Seems as if you should have 
some cereal or something,” her 
mother said, as usual. 

“What for? So I can go on a diet 
next week?” Peggy was good- 
naturedly scornful of the cereal. 

‘“Peg-gy,” drawled her fifteen- 
year-old sister Mary, coming into 
the room, “can’t you make Mother 
understand that I simply must have 
a new dress for tonight? Everybody 
in my class will be there in new 
dresses, and I’ll never get over the 
disgrace if I have to wear my old 
print one. Besides, it’s a summer 
dress, and all the girls are wearing 
plain crepe dresses now.” 

“You heard your father say that 
money didn’t come in a box like soap 
chips,” said Mrs. Conroy. Her hus- 
band managed a chain store in 
Jamaica, and he was having a sale 
on soap chips this week. “Besides, 
Joey has to have a new suit, or stay 


in bed. His elbows are out, and Peggy 
never had as many clothes at your 
age as you do.” 

“But Peggy has style, and I’m only 
the pretty type,” said Mary. “I need 
clothes to frame my face.” 

“Well, for heaven’s sake, Miss 
Modesty, tell us some more,” said 
Peggy. She had finished her coffee 
and was buttoning a transparent 
raincoat over her suit. Just because 
the kid was pretty was no reason for 
her to be so fond of herself. “’Bye, 
Mom.” She was at the front door. 

“Peg—your rubbers.” 

“Never wear them.” 

“You'll get pneumonia.” 

Pneumonia. She was down the 
steps and hurrying along the wet 
sidewalk. Suppose she did have pneu- 
monia. Pete Warren would see a new 


“i'd like to come in and meet your family. Th 


girl at the desk when he came in one 
day. He would stop, surprised, taken 
aback. “Where is Miss Conroy?” 

“Oh, haven’t you heard? She’s des- 
perately ill with pneumonia.” 

Now, why was she going on like 
this? She didn’t want to be sick; she 
wanted Pete to walk in this morning 
and ask her for a date tonight. Prob- 
ably he would. He hadn’t been in the 
office since their movie date, so, no 
doubt, he was waiting until he came 
in today ... if he did come in this 
morning! Anyway the telephone lines 
were still open, weren’t they? He 
could have telephoned. Maybe he 
hadn’t had time. Nothing had hap- 
pened on Wednesday evening that 
was out of (Continued on page 226) 
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DIRECTOR who has been 
| working in moving pictures 
i since 1916 used a race-track 
simile in discussing the abil- 

| ity of a young actress under 
contract to his studio. He said: 

“Tf you enter a horse in its first race, 
and it runs out of the money, you put 
it down to lack of experience. You 
run the horse again—maybe several 
times. But if a horse starts over and 
over again and never gets its nose 
up there at the finish, you know you 
haven’t got a money horse.” 

He was talking about Bette Davis. 

Shortly after this, Miss Davis played 
Mildred in Of Human Bondage. One 
critic's comment was: “In the book 
Mildred’s skin was supposed to have 
a greenish cast. Well, this girl looked 
green.” 

Mildred was really the beginning. 
Since then Miss Davis has demon- 
strated that she can look green, or 
pink-and-white, young, old, winsome, 
or frenzied, by force of thinking and 
consummate technique. That director 
must now admit that she’s had her 
nose in there at the finish again and 
again, that she holds the track record 
at several distances. She’s proved 
herself a money horse on a fast track, 
a slow track, for sprints, for distance, 
flat, or over jumps. 

She came to the New York stage 
from a New England boarding school, 
after brief training in a. dramatic 
school. She was the ingenue in a 
folksy play called Broken Dishes, and 
in a play called Solid South, with 
Richard Bennett. She appeared with 
Blanche Yurka in The Wild Duck. 

She was put under contract by 
Universal Pictures. The studio’s con- 
fidence in her was limited, as is wit- 
nessed by the fact that her year’s 
contract had four catches in it: at the 
end of three months, six months, nine 
months, the studio could change its 
mind and dispense with her services; 
there was no provision for Miss 
Davis’s changing her mind about the 
studio. 

During her first three months she 
did nothing, and was surprised when 
her option was taken up. She told a 
cameraman that she couldn’t imagine 
why the studio bothered to keep her, 
since she’d done no work. The cam- 
eraman said: “Oh, I spoke for you. 
I told them your eyes weren’t bad- 
looking.” 

Before that year was out she played 
in three pictures. They were Seed; 
the second lead in Bad Sister, which 
was Universal’s name for Booth 
Tarkington’s The Flirt; and what she 
herself describes as “literally a walk 
on” in Waterloo Bridge. In Bad Sister 
Miss Sidney Fox played the flirt, the 
pretty sister. Miss Davis played the 
quiet, plain sister who loved the man 
who loved the flirt. She played it as 
she saw it. She looked plain and 
mousy, and Universal did not renew 
her contract. 

Then Warner Brothers signed her 
for an Arliss picture, apparently on 
the theory that Arliss pictures were 
“prestige pictures” and could afford 
to do without a great deal of what 
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is now called oomph as far as its in- 
genue was concerned. Miss Davis was 
quiet, well-spoken, ladylike. They 
considered her adequate for the role’s 
small demands. But even for that it 
was felt that something should be 
done to improve her appearance. 

The make-up department went to 
work on Ruth Elizabeth Davis from 
Massachusetts. They bleached her 
own light hair until it was nearly 
white. They fringed her large, light 
blue eyes with a generous smudge of 
false eyelashes. 

It was in this disguise that Miss 
Davis appeared in a picture called 
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The Rich Are Always With Us, star- 
ring Ruth Chatterton, with an Irish- 
man named George Brent as her 
leading man. She attracted some at- 
tention in that part, both on and off 
her home lot. A slight resemblance 
to Constance’ Bennett was considered 
an encouraging sign. 

She came to grips with a Southern 
accent for the first time in Cabin in 
the Cotton. She played a psycho- 
pathic case for the first time in a 
melodrama called Fog Over ’Frisco. 
This picture, which could well have 
been a routine piece, gained distinc- 
tion from the direction of William 
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Dieterle and the performance of Bette 
Davis. 

Fog Over ’Frisco convinced R.K.O. 
that Bette Davis could play Mildred, 
the waitress in Somerset Maugham’s 
tragic story Of Human Bondage. So 
they borrowed her from Warner 
Brothers, and she proved she could 
play Mildred. She did. Perhaps she 
had hoped to win the award of The 
Academy of Motion Picture Arts and 
Sciences withthis part. But she didn’t. 

The next year, however, she was 
given the award for a fine job in a 
synthetic piece called Dangerous, a 
Warner picture. Last year she re- 
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Carlotta, Empress of Old Mexico, 
lives again as Bette Davis plays 
role of the lovely and tragic 
stocrat, wife of Maximilian 


ceived her second award. This time 
for Jezebel. 

Bette Davis will make any sacrifice 
for the good of a part. Beauty can go 


hang. Sympathy can go hang. Some- 


one else can fight for flattering angle 
shots and the lion’s share of the 
close-ups. 

Fairly early in her Warner career 
she was slated for the lead in a pic- 
ture called The Woman in Red. The 
girl she was to play was a professional 
horsewoman. Bette Davis worked 
with a riding master two hours a day 
for several weeks. 

Barbara Stanwyck played the part. 


When Mary of Scotland was being 
made ready for Katharine Hepburn, 
R.K.O. made inquiries about borrow- 
ing Miss Davis for the part of Queen 
Elizabeth. Hepburn was the star, but 
Elizabeth was to have one fine scene 
in which she, the plain; barren wom- 
an, turned on the lovely Mary Stuart 
and told her that though Mary had 
beauty and had known love and had 
borne a child, she, Elizabeth, had 
been a queen. For the sake of that 
one good scene in another star’s pic- 
ture Bette was willing to play the 
part. Only one thing troubled her: 
she was afraid she couldn’t look like 
Elizabeth. An artist friend of hers 
retouched a full-face, modern-dress 
still of Bette, following a statue of 
Queen Elizabeth, and showed Bette 
the result. 

Bette gave a chortle of delight. 
“That’s marvelous!” she said. “All I 
have to do is to shave my hair clear 
back to the crown of my head!” 

She did not play Elizabeth. 

A year ago she bought a set of lan- 
guage records for the phonograph— 
German lessons. She hoped to play 
a girl who spoke English with a Ger- 
man accent in the screen version of 
James Hilton’s We Are Not Alone. 
She said, “I don’t know how you 
could do a German accent convinc- 
ingly when you don’t know any Ger- 
man.” : 

After weeks of talking back to the 
phonograph an hour a day she could 
recite a little fable about a tailor and 
his dog with a good German accent. 


Miriam Hopkins is to do the 
picture. 

Bette Davis never boasts about the 
pains she takes, the study and labor 
which go into her parts. She sees 
nothing noteworthy in such thor- 
oughness. It’s part of her job, and 
she does her job with her might. 

She made a charity appearance on 
the radio for the benefit of the Motion 
Picture Relief Fund. For that broad- 
cast she came in to Hollywood from 
La Quinta, where she had gone to 
rest after making Dark Victory and 
Juarez. She had had no rest between 
these two (Continued on page 197) 
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F ALL places, Hester would 

choose the red-and-gold pow- 
| ff der room at the Willows to tell 

Sis her good news! She didn’t 

seem to mind listeners. Being 

Hester, the girl to whom pri- 
vacy was just something to take a 
bath in, she said: “Oh, kid, do you 
know what? Next January Phil and 
I are going to have a baby! I mean 
T.am-: 

Then Sis kissed Hester with joy 
and a salting of envy. They had been 
friends for ten years—almost half 
their lives—and it was well estab- 
lished between them that Sis was the 
smart one, Hester the dumb. But 
Hester had got herself a husband and 
now a baby, while Sis had a degree 
in biology from the best woman’s 
school in the country and a labora- 
tory job teasing rabbits and guinea 
pigs. Being so smart was beginning 
to seem a little dumb. 

“It’s a secret,” Hester said. “I’m 
only telling you because you know 
all that stuff—all that biology. Gee, 
if you were having a baby—imagine, 
you'd know just what was going on. 
I wish you would have one. I wish 
you would get married, Sis.” 

Sis went right on fixing the seams 
of her stockings; slick as arrows they 
hugged her slim ankles, her curved 
calves, disappearing finally under her 
blue pleated hem. She tried not to 
let her voice sound wistful. “And 
whom am I supposed to marry?” 

“Well, John, of course. You're nuts 
about him.” 

“T am not. We’re just friends.” 

‘Don’t try to kid me,” Hester said 
impatiently. “You ought to see the 
way you dance with him, closing your 
eyes and everything. And it doesn’t 
make any difference who’s talking— 
you only listen to what John’s got to 
say. Phil says that’s a sure sign.” 

Even to herself Sis had marked her 
feelings for John Sevier, “Private, 
Keep Out.” He took her out once a 
week, Saturday nights, as regular as 
clockwork. And no more would he 
take her out a second time per week 
than a clock strike thirteen. She knew 
what he thought of her—that she 
was a smart girl and a swell sport. 
So had ten other men, who married 
other girls. Those ten hadn’t mat- 
tered. John Sevier mattered, and she 
couldn’t discuss him with anyone. 

But Hester went on anyway. Being 
married gave her the right to use that 
patient, motherly voice. She put on 
her hat, a small straw bonnet with a 
veil and a whole catalogue of flower- 
ing blooms—such gay blooms as 
never grew in Nature’s simple gar- 
dens. Sis thought it was a horrible 
hat; she herself favored little felts 
that you could sit on if you had to. 

“Honest, Sis, I don’t understand 
you. You and John carry on just as 
if you were brothers. And no man 
ever marries a brother! I wish you 
weren’t so old-fashioned.” 

“What’s the matter with you, Hes- 
ter? Who’s old-fashioned?” 

“You are. You're still living back 
there in nineteen twenty-nine when 
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“Honest, Sis,’”? Hester said, “you and 
John carry on as if you were broth- 
ers. And no man marries a brother” 
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Once in the woods 











he 
had unexpectedly kissed 
her, then said, “Sorry” 
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girls were good sports. I don’t know 
—maybe at that school you went to 
the girls want careers and stuff. But 
around home we all decided we'd 
better get married if we knew what 
was good for us. Anyhow, a husband’s 
more fun than a job. That’s why you 
ought to get John.” 

i tell you we’re only friends, that’s 
all.’ 

“Friends, huh?” Slyly she looked 
at Sis, looked her over from her 
smooth blonde bob to her trim low- 
heeled shoes. “That’s a cute dress, 
Sis. New?” 

Sis was relieved. “Yes,” she said. 
“First time out. I think it’s kind of 
nice, don’t you? See the way this 
zipper—” 

Then Hester pounced like an early 
little bird who had been sure the 
worm would show up. “You are in 
love with John! Phil may have his 
way of telling, but I know darn well 
that when a girl always wears her 
dresses first for a certain fellow, she’s 
in love with him, and friendship has 
nothing to do with the case.” She ap- 
plied perfume to her ears. “And if 
you’re trying to get John with your 
clothes, why don’t you buy something 
that’ll let him know you've got skin 
below the collarbone?” 

Sis put her hand up to the blue 
wool dress. Her light healthy skin 
turned the color of a fire engine. 
Hester was right! This was the third 
new dress this spring. Each of them 
had been bought in honor of John 
Sevier, and each was a sports dress 
with a high neckline. 

Softly Hester said, “Did he tell you 
how pretty you look in your new 
dress, Sis?” 

There was no use now to fool Hes- 
ter, but Sis attempted to keep some 
little remnants of her pride—just 
enough to let her face John and Phil, 
who were waiting outside. “John 
never notices clothes. Some men 
don’t,” she said indignantly. 

“Oh, doesn’t he? Well—” Hester 
tilted her silly hat, her small face 
grim below its brim—‘“you watch 
him notice my hat. You can get any- 
thing you want from a man if you 
campaign for it. Anything!” 

“T can’t,” Sis said unhappily. 

With a rustle of taffeta Hester put 
her arms arcund Sis. She smiled ten- 
derly, like the mother of all the world. 
“There’s a vacant apartment right 
under the one Phil and I are in,” she 
said practically. 

“Oh, Hester, there’s no sense talk- 
ing about that. He just doesn’t feel 
that way about me.” 

“Fe must feel some way about you. 
He takes you out. All you have to do 
is close the deal.” 

“Hester! What a way to talk about 
at? 

“Well, that’s what it is. You cam- 
paign and close the deal. My mother 
did it, and so did yours, I bet.” She 
kissed Sis. “Now come on, kid, let’s 
get back. (Continued on page 103) 
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The situation: 


Els: I stay much longer in this fan- 
tastic place,” thought Paula 
Humphreys desperately, “I shall end 
by falling in love with Tony Nash.” 

She didn’t want to fall in love with 
the handsome, popular actor. She 
was engaged to Vivian Yule, for 
whom she had worked in New York, 
to whom she owed everything. She 
couldn’t bear the thought of hurting 
Vivian. 

But everything had seemed strange 
and unreal since the incredible day 
when they had been shanghaied 
aboard the yacht belonging to Mad- 
ame Haverlock, a rich and eccen- 
tric old lady. The yacht had taken 


The strange captivity continues—five adults and one child 


held against their will on an unknown tropical island. Day 


by day the prisoners grow more restless. Can they escape? 


Will they be rescued? How will the bizarre experiment end? 
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them, along with Bevan Roades, pro- 
ducer of Tony’s play, and Rosamond 
Douglas, the play’s leading lady, to 
an uncharted tropical island. 

There they had been joined by 
Emily Yule, Vivian’s sixteen-year- 
old daughter, whom Madame Haver- 
lock had withdrawn from boarding 
school by forging a note from her 
father. 

What plan Madame Haverlock had 
in mind none of them could guess. 
Each had to make his own adjust- 
ment to a life of involuntary exile, 
and each made it differently. 

Emily, thrilled at her unexpected 
adventure, reveled in every minute 
of it. Rosamond was homesick, des- 
perately so. Bevan Roades concocted 
elaborate plans for escape. Vivian 
wondered uneasily at the strange 
moods of his fiancée. Paula found her 
thoughts occupied more and more 
by Tony Nash. And Tony was con- 
tent just to be near Paula, although 
she told him that she could not marry 
him. 

And then one day a seaplane roared 
out of the blue. 

‘Don’t be alarmed,” said old Mad- 
ame Haverlock. “It’s just my grand- 
son, Charles, bringing us the latest 
news from New York.” 


1 HARLES HAVERLOCK, com- 

‘ing at last onto the terrace 
where the others were wait- 
ing for him, looked curiously 
at their varying expressions 
as he greeted them. 

“Well, what’s the news?” Bevan 
asked. 

“The news? Oh, you mean about 
your play, Four Years. It looks as if 
it might be a hit.” 

‘Do you mean you’ve gone along 
with rehearsals without me?” Bevan 
shouted, his round face flushed with 
incredulous anger. 

“Yes. I had all the powers of at- 
torney—at least, the ones I didn’t 
have I faked, which was simple 
enough inasmuch as I was the backer. 
There are other actors, other ac- 
tresses, other directors in New York. 
We open New Year’s Eve.” 

Tony, of the three most nearly con- 
cerned, was the only one who seemed 
not to mind. “I’m beyond comment,” 
he said, laughing, as if he thought it 
was one of the funniest things that 
could happen to him. 

But not all his jesting, even aided 
by Vivian’s, could lessen Bevan’s an- 
ger or Rosamond’s grief. Bevan— 
rather absurdly, considering the 
helplessness of his present circum- 
stances—threatened all sorts of legal 
action. He accused Charles of crimes 
ranging from forgery to larceny, to 
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have usurped the authority to hire 
actors, deal with the author, and go 
on with rehearsals in his absence. 

Rosamond wept. Between sobs she 
kept repeating over and over: “It was 
the best part I ever had. It was the 
best part I ever will have.” 

Tony glanced at Paula, and she 
took charge as well as she could. “The 
only fortunate thing about this 
scene,” she said in a voice she tried 
to make casual, “is that Emily’s 
missed it. I suggest we all pull our- 
selves together, since Christmas is 
supposed to be a children’s holiday 
and Emily is so looking forward to 
it. Let’s postpone our hostilities and 
pee spoil this evening or tomorrow for 

er.” 

The words sounded absurdly sac- 
charine to her as she uttered them, 
but they were effectual. 

Tony said to Bevan: “Come along. 
We'll have showers and dress.” 

As the rest followed them toward 
the door, Vivian paused beside 
Charles, saying, “I’m mildly inter- 
ested in hearing what chaos you’ve 
brought into my business by this 
time.” 

But Charles only shrugged. “That 
can wait. I assure you it might be 
worse.” 

Finished dressing, in a white lace 
frock she had not worn heretofore, 
Paula heard from Rosamond’s bed- 
room the sound of heartbroken sob- 
bing. She went out into the cor- 
ridor, knocked on Rosamond’s door, 
and opened it. 

A green chiffon frock lay across 
Rosamond’s bed, but Rosamond sat 
in front of her dressing table crying 
as if she meant never to stop. She 
spoke before Paula had time: “Don’t 
tell me there are other parts. I wanted 
this one!” ; 

Paula, absolutely unable to think 
of any conventional phrases of com- 
fort, decided to risk saying what she 
felt. “I know. And Bevan’s behaving 
as if he wanted to produce this play 
and none other. Bevan is more des- 
perate than you, probably because 
he cares for nothing in life but the 
theatre, as you do. But he is funda- 
mentally a more impatient and reck- 
less person.” 

“Who wouldn’t be impatient and 
reckless?” 

“Well, recklessness won’t accom- 
plish anything. I think our situa- 
tion becomes more dangerous as it’s 
prolonged, not because of anything 
Madame Haverlock will do, but be- 
cause Bevan may do something dis- 
astrous.” 

Rosamond was listening now, and 
her sobs quieted. “But what can 
he. do?” (Continued on page 149) 
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HE prize carnations in the Chi- 
cago greenhouse were dying 
mysteriously. Each morning 
the buds would open, and then 
abruptly and inexplicably 
wither. They had no known 
plant disease; they received scrupu- 
lous care and attention. And yet they 
continued to die. 

One morning the gardener recog- 
nized a faint but alien odor in the 
perfumed room. 

A little detective work disclosed 
a leaky gas pipe. Perhaps this had 
caused the trouble. Experimentally 
the gardener placed a carnation be- 
side the faulty pipe. As the fumes 
rose, the blossom closed as though it 
were going to sleep. He tried a second 
carnation, a third one, a fourth. The 
result was always the same. 

The gardener carried his experi- 
ments further. He permitted some of 
the flowers to inhale the fumes for 
a protracted period. Inevitably they 
died. He carried others, exposed for 
a shorter period, into the fresh air 
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and found that they revived and were 
apparently no worse for their nap. 

News of the greenhouse incident 
reached the ears of scientists at the 
University of Chicago. Arno B. Luck- 
hardt, professor of physiology, began 
a study of the sleep-producing prop- 
erties of illuminating gas. This was in 
1924. Many months later Luckhardt 
and his associate, Carter, isolated the 
soporific ingredient in illuminating 
gas and produced their great new 
general anesthetic ethylene, which 
effects a coma as deep as ether and 
has, for the patient, none of ether’s 
disagreeable after-effects. Since that 
time fifty or sixty thousand surgical 
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operations have been performed un- 
der ethylene. And a leaky gas pipe 
started it all! 

Recently a friend of mine under- 
went a major operation. I saw him 
the next day. He was not feeling like 
a foot race, but he was comfortable. 
He had only a faint recollection of 
his trip to the operating room. An 
injection of morphine had quieted his 
apprehensions. Then ethylene was 
administered, and he remembered 
nothing more until he awakened in 
a hospital bed. 

He still sees nothing 
miraculous in the fact 
that he had been severed 
and sewed inside without 
the slightest sensation of 
pain. For he accepts an- 
esthesia and narcosis as 
accomplished facts. They 
are available, and there- 
fore his due. 

Most of us accept escape 
from pain without either 
wonder or speculation. 


The painless operation, the swift hy- 
podermic needle, the mild analgesic, 
the benign sleeping potion—all these 
are part of our heritage and our 
everyday life. They are, we feel, our 
due. But a hundred years ago they 
weren't our due. Intrepid men, rebel- 
lious and inquisitive men, won them 
for us. Each of us is incalculably in- 
debted to the pioneers of a very near 
and amazing past who fought super- 
stition and ignorance and created by 
chemistry a world liberated from 
the age-old shackles of agony and 
pain. 

In the history books the adventures 
of science play second fiddle always 
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to futile and aimless wars. We read 
of the battles of Napoleon, but are 
told nothing of Baron Dominique 
Larry, one of his army surgeons. 
Much has been written of the colonial 
policy of George III of England, but 
very little of a British subject whose 
sense of curiosity served mankind 
very well indeed. His name was 
Joseph Priestley. 

In Priestley’s day, and for too long 
thereafter, pain was an inevitable fac- 
tor in everyone’s daily life. But one 
day Priestley, an obscure and hereti- 
cal minister, stopped to observe the 
bubbles of fermentation rising from 
beer. No one had bothered about 


bubbles before, but Priestley was 
curious. He invented apparatus which 
could capture the bubbles, and in the 
end became the founder of the mod- 
ern chemistry of gases. He discovered 
carbonic acid gas, ammonia, fluorine, 
sulphurous oxide, and nitrate oxide. 
But it was his original discovery of 
oxygen which made possible all sub- 
sequent advance in the chemistry of 
gases. ; 

After Priestley came Humphry 
Davy. Davy, while still a young 


apothecary’s assistant, tested on him- 
self the effects of inhaling nitrous 
oxide, better known as laughing gas. 
He was so impressed with its possi- 
bilities that he wrote: “As nitrous 
oxide in its extensive operation ap- 
pears capable of destroying physical 
pain, it may probably be used to ad- 
vantage during surgical operations in 
which no great effusion of blood takes 
place.” But Davy did not continue 
his experiments, and the discovery of 
general anesthesia waited for another 
half century. 

The exhilarating effects of ether, 
another volatile gas, were noted dur- 
ing the ensuing years, and in 1842 





Crawford W. Long, an American 
country doctor, performed in Jeffer- 
son, Georgia, the first operation un- 
der ether. Dr. Long, however, did not 
publish the results of his experiment, 
and not until four years later was the 
world at large presented with the 
miracle of painless surgery. 

William T. G. Morton, a dreamy 
and eccentric dentist, knowing noth- 
ing about Long’s experiments, be- 
came convinced that ether could be 
used as an anesthetic agent. He ex- 
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perimented on animals and on him- 
self, and finally prevailed upon Dr. 
John C. Warren of Boston to give 
ether a trial. On October 16, 1846, his- 
tory was made in the Massachusetts 
General Hospital. In the skeptical 
presence of medical students and 
some of the greatest physicians of 
that day, Morton administered ether 
to a hospital patient, and Dr. Warren 
proceeded to incise a tumor. While 
the surgical knife sliced through liv- 
ing tissue, the patient on the oper- 
ating table smiled in peaceful sleep. 

The astounding story of this suc- 
cessful demonstration quickly trav- 
eled across the sea, and within a few 


months anesthesia was in general use 
in both this country and England. The 
happy news also spurred enthusiastic 
research to discover new anesthetics. 
Just a year later Dr. James Y. Simp- 
son, who had watched the great Lis- 
ton operate under ether in London, 
proved in the hospitals of Edinburgh 
the anesthetic effect of a new and 
powerful agent, chloroform. 

Simpson was a gynecologist who 
had been possessed for years with 
the dream of painless childbirth. He 
tried ether; and, while it indubitably 
produced unconsciousness, it also 
produced—because of its odor— 
lightheadedness and nausea among 
women made hypersensitive by preg- 
nancy. Ether was wrong, but Simp- 
son was convinced that the inhalation 
method was right. A chemist sug- 
gested that he test a volatile drug 
called chloroform, which had been 
discovered fifteen or sixteen years 
before but never utilized as a pos- 
sible anesthetic. 

Simpson tried it out on himself and 
his friends. He found that the odor 
of chloroform was pleasant and that 
the sensation it produced was pleas- 
ant, too. Indeed when his friends 
began to inhale the vapors from tum- 
blers of liquid chloroform, they 
speedily became incorrigibly merry. 
An ordinarily shy young lady shrieked 
out that she was about to fly and then 
fell asleep. Dr. Simpson, a dignified, 
bearded man, stood on his head in 
the middle of the room, waved his 
legs in the air, and, tumbling to the 
floor, began to snore profoundly. 

Convinced that chloroform dead- 
ened the senses, Dr. Simpson then 
used it in a confinement case. The de- 
livery was painless. During the next 
six days he administered chloroform 
more than thirty times. On November 
10, 1847, he made his discovery public 
in an address before the Edinburgh 
Medico-Chirurgical Society. Chloro- 
form was immediately introduced 
into surgical practice in Europe. 

There is a curious postscript to Dr. 
Simpson’s story. Dr. Simpson was 
famous all over the world, but he still 
had not won his fight to alleviate the 
agony of childbirth. In Edinburgh the 
Scotch clergy united against him. 
These Calvinistic gentlemen an- 
nounced that God had imposed suf- 
fering upon women, and that it was 
plainly sinful to attempt to defeat His 
will. Expectant mothers were sol- 
emnly warned from the pulpit that if 
they permitted Simpson to give them 
chloroform, their children would be 
denied the rite of baptism. Simpson 
himself was a religious man, and he 
quoted Scripture to defend his posi- 
tion. But in spite of his eminence as 
a scientist, he was socially ostracized, 
and even the doctors, under the pres- 
sure of the clergy, shunned him. 

It was good Queen Victoria who, 
six years later, won the day for Simp- 
son. In April of 1853 the Queen was 
in labor with her seventh child; her 
physician, Dr. Clark, recommended 
the use of chloroform. The Queen 
acceded, and Prince Leopold was 
brought (Continued on page 84) 
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x T WAS on a hot, dusty day that 
Michael Starke came down the 
road with the look of a man 
who is driven by many whips 

es but with no saying which lash 
is most bitterly laid to him. The 

sea was by him most of the way, 
sprawled lazily along the coast, and 
every once in a while his eyes went 
to it as if in question. 

The cottage toward which he came, 
though without thought of it as a 
goal, stood whitewashed and trim 
against the blue of the water, and 
outside it a girl was hanging clothes. 
Thus it was that Cathleen O’Mara 
saw him coming when he was no 
more than a swirl of dust on the 
lonely road. When he drew nearer, 
she saw that he was a stranger, young, 
dark, and driven. But not to show 
undue interest, she went on with 
her hanging of the clothes, until he 
stopped at the gate, loosed his bundle 
to the ground, and stood so long star- 
ing at her that a flush grew on her 
face, and a rebuke sharpened her 
voice. 

“Have you any manners at all to 
be staring so, and a tongue in your 
head to say what you want and why 
you stop at our gate?” 

“No tongue fit to tell what my eyes 
see,” he answered, “though it was but 
a cup of cold water I wished for at 
the first.” ; 

“That’s easily had!” 

Before she could reach the well and 
draw, he was through the gate and 
begging her to let him help. 

“You will pour for me,” he said, 
and held up the tin cup that hung 
close by the well. His eyes held hers 
beyond the bounds of a nice modesty 
such as she had been taught. 

“To love!” he said, and lifted the 
cup. “To the hot passion that tears a 
man and drives him where he has 


It was the day the fog lifted—the great fog that men spoke 
of long after—that the two in love accepted the plain truth 


neither reason nor any wish to go.” 
Twice he drained the cup, and all 
the while she fumbled for words. 
“You'll be sitting and resting a 
while. Come this side of the house, 
for there’s a wind once and again off 
the sea.” 
“T will if you'll sit by me,” he said. 
The rock was covered with moss, 
and he leaned against it and gazed 
long out upon the sea. The tide was 
far gone, and fish-hawks hunted their 
prey in the shallow pools. From a dis- 
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tant field could be heard the drone 
of a machine cutting hay, and what 
with one thing and another, he 
drowsed, though this girl beside him 
had hair and eyes and complexion 
that might haunt a man all his days. 
An old woman appeared at the cot- 
tage door. The girl sprang up and 
went to her, lest she disturb the 
sleeper. 

“T heard voices, and one a man’s. 
Who is it has come here to destroy 
the peace of our days, Cathleen?” 


The girl looked long at the old 
woman, and color came and went in 
her cheeks. “Tell me, Gran, can love 
come walking on the highroad and 
be known for itself in a moment?” 

“It can so.” 

“Then it has come to me.” 

The old woman sighed. Her fingers 
moved the fringes of her shawl. 
“There’s sorrow with it,” she said. 

“The sorrow of it is already upon 
me,” Cathleen told her, and went into 
the sunlight. Stretched on moss thick 


as a carpet he lay, and she saw how 
well-favored he would be if the dust 
of the journey were from him. She 
sat at a small distance, her arms about 
the homespun that covered her knees, 
staring her fill at him, until she be- 
came shamed at her boldness. 

By-and-by the old woman came 
out again, and the young man awoke. 
He looked from her to the girl and 
sprang to his feet saying he must be 
going. Gran O’Mara’s eyes were first 
for the girl and then for him. 


ILLUSTRATED BY MEAD SCHAEFFER 


“And why should anyone be leav- 
ing a place like this? Would you be 
going to the cities where are already 
too many people, or to sea where the 
lonely wonders of the Lord are to be 
seen? Is there not a time when a man 
must abide and wait for a word that 
shall be told him?” 

“A man cannot lodge when his 
purse is empty.” 

“Come!” ordered Gran O’Mara, and 


led him within the house, and up a 
stairway where his head was in dan- 
ger. “Would a mattress on an attic 
floor and a roof to hear the rain on 
and the sharing of a crust be of any 
use?” 

He did not answer, but stooping at 
the low, small-paned window, looked 
out on foreshore and far blue head- 
lands and a sea pressing against the 
curve of the earth. When he turned 
to speak his thanks, he was alone. 

“He will stay!” Gran O’Mara was 


telling the girl below. “And what I 
have done in the asking, God knows. 
The writing is there, and it is line by 
line we must be reading it, with the 
turn of the page anyone’s guess.” 
When there is love in process, from 
bud to flowering, one does not count 
the days too closely; so the weeks 
came, and the weeks went. There was 
work to be done, farming and fishing, 
and himself handy about both. Yet 
often there came to Gran O’Mara a 
boding that ran in her like the aches 


ie 





He thrust her away and launched the 
boat, but she was into the sea after 
him, crying,“ Michael, come back!” 


‘that told her of the wind turning east. 


“Sorrow is with it,” she would tell 
herself, and heard patiently what the 
girl told her. 

“T am sure that he has love for me, 
but only once has he kissed me, and 
then he was no better than a stranger, 
going on two days.” 

Ale 

“What does it mean?” 

“To know (Continued on page 209) 
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indered horse-frightener of 


[ VER since the first one-cyl- 
40-odd years ago chugged its 
[ erratic way along cobble- 
‘I stoned city streets, the influ- 
ence of women on the auto- 
mobile industry has been gaining 
steadily. Even when driving a car was 
still an adventure in crack-brained 
daring and a chain-gang job physi- 
cally, the car owner’s wife usually 
had her say about color, trim, and 
upholstery. 

She didn’t drive then. But the in- 
vention of the self-starter in 1912 
made it possible for every woman to 
drive, And since then, any manufac- 
turer whose cars failed to please the 
ladies in such matters as design, in- 
terior decoration, comfort, ease of 
handling, and the like, was on the 
skids to oblivion. Of late women have 
voiced a new demand. They have 
been saying: “Driving must be made 
safer. Highway killings must cease.” 

Manufacturers have not turned a 
deaf ear to that demand. Far from it! 
Safety has been built into automo- 
biles in a way that seems perfectly 
astounding when we compare today’s 
cars with those of yesterday or the 
day before. 

And yet highway killings continue. 
Why? What are the real safety facts? 
What are the trends? What progress 
have we made? What’s ahead? 

New things always create new haz- 
ards. Those nameless innovators who 
first hitched shaggy-coated ponies to 
antediluvian forerunners of the mod- 
ern buggy probably got thrown time 
and again. Progress steps ahead on 
broken skulls. But through the ages 
we got used to horse-and-buggy haz- 
ards and knew how to live with them 
in comparative safety. 

And then—well, then the jog trot 
of centuries suddenly became head- 
long speed. Transportation changes 
came with lightning swiftness. Rail- 
roads for rapid mass transportation. 
Automobiles for rapid individual 
transportation. Prehistoric man could 
ride almost as far in a day in his 
clumsy cart as Abraham Lincoln in 
his carriage: about 40 miles at most. 
Overnight the automobile changed 
40 to 400. People began to go over the 
face of the earth in numbers and at 
speeds never dreamed of before. New 
things, new hazards—yes! Statisti- 
cians added up the casualties attrib- 
uted to automobiles. We were hor~ 
rified, as we should have been. 

Forthwith the highway 
safety movement got under 
way. It is man’s effort to learn 

to live with the automobile 

and not die by it. But—the 

f safety movement began long 

before most of us ever thought 

of it as a movement at all. 

It began with manufacturers making 

cars safer and safer so that more and 
more people would buy them. 

I myself can bear witness to the 
hazards of early motoring It was 31 
years ago that my father brought 
home our first automobile, a second- 
hand Pope-Toledo, 1905 model. It 
cost $3500 new, and I believe Father 
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paid $1500 for it. He really wanted a 
steam-powered car; but some friends 
of ours had been badly burned when 
the boiler of their steamer burst and 
scattered them over a turnip patch 
—alive, but not pleased. Father de- 
cided to play safe! 

Well, safe is as safe does. There 
was no boiler in the Pope to blow 
up; but every trip partook of the haz- 
ard of high adventure, with manifold 
risks to life and limb. The two women 
with us on one 60-mile tour, I re- 
member, clasped each other in their 
arms and wept bitterly after they 
had borne with tight smiles all the 
hardships they felt able to endure. 


mission, which meant that it could 
be operated only if the car was in 
gear. On one trip I was going up a 
steep hill and missed the shift be- 
tween second and high—a mistake 
you couldn’t remedy with another 
try! The car started to roll backward. 
There was a river at the bottom of 
that hill. A deep one. The only way 
to escape drowning was to guide the 
car into the bank at the side of the 
road. Which I did. 

Though women rarely did any 
driving in those days, they did ride 
with us sometimes. But they did it, I 
often thought, not so much for the 
fun of it as in the spirit of the old 





Tires were a chief hazard. They 
cost $90 each, but the high price was 
no promise of high quality. Those old 
tires were inflated to a 75-pound 
pressure, and the best of them would 
have a blowout if stared at by a rusty 
nail. Such a tire might give 2500 
miles of service, if carefully nursed 
beyond the 1500-mile mark; but it 
was a constant invitation to suicide 
at speeds of more than 30 miles per 
hour. 

Springs were another hazard—at 
least to the joy of travel. Once I 
started on a trip with some college 
friends and felt proud as a queen’s 
cat because, in spite of bad roads, I 
got the old Pope up to 45 miles per 
hour. Then a chuckhole. Bang! went 
a spring. We always carried an extra 
—yes, touring was like that then. I 
got out and got under, and replaced 
the broken spring. We started again 
with whoops and hopes; and bang! 
went another spring. There wasn’t a 
second spare. We limped to a garage 
and took a trolley the rest of the 
way. 

Brakes were another desperate 
hazard. They were no good at all 
when backing, and even when going 
forward they were merely the shadow 
of a hope. The service brake was lo- 
cated between the clutch and trans- 





Biblical injunction, “Whither thou 
goest, I will go.” 

Night driving had the added hazard 
of darkness. Headlamps were hooked 
up to a carbide generator. Sometimes 
it worked! I have never forgotten 
the ungrammatical but hon- 
est advertisement of a head- 
lamp manufacturer. of those 
days. ‘“There’s worse than 
speed laws,” the ad declared, 
“for the man who likes to go 
fast at night. There’s dubious 
lamps.” ; 

He was an artist at understatement! 

Fire was a hazard, too. As late as 
1910, whenever I sold a car (I had © 
gone into the business by then!) I 
urged every buyer to equip his car 
with a fire extinguisher. 

In a word, a person never felt really 
safe in cars of the Pope-Toledo vin- 
tage unless the motor was off and the 
wheels not turning. Sometimes, I'll 
admit, we felt entirely too safe. For 
those cars often did stand still, refus- 
ing to budge. An early manufacturer 
used the optimistic slogan, “Nothing 
to watch but the road.” Meaning that 
motoring in his car was mechanicaliy 
carefree. But a driver who owned 
one of his cars and had done a lot of 
stop-and-go driving in it (mostly 
stop) wrote him, “Yes, but I get aw- 


fully tired of looking at the same 
piece of road all day long!” 

Safety simply wasn’t in those early 
cars. Not as we understand motorcar 
safety today. Consider modern tires. 
They cost less than one-fourth as 
much, last ten times as long as those 
old ones did. The risk to life and limb 
with modern low-pressure safety 
tires is virtually negligible. 

The same can be said for springs, 
steering knuckles, axles, even nuts, 
bolts, and cotter pins: obscure parts 
that no woman driver ever thinks 
about, yet parts that used to cause 
desperate mechanical failures and 
countless accidents. They are safe 


Wherever she goes, the modern 
woman driver enjoys protection 
undreamed of thirty years ago 
when driving was actually far 
more dangerous than it is today. 
Here’s the story of how that 
protection has been achieved 


BY PAUL 6. HOFFMAN 


PRESIDENT, THE AUTOMOTIVE SAFETY FOUNDATION, 
AND PRESIDENT, THE STUDEBAKER CORPORATION 


now, of course, because of metal- 
lurgical improvements. Every one of 
the 30,000 parts of a modern car has 
had safety and strength built into it 
as a result of research costing mil- 
lions of dollars. You can hit a thou- 
sand chuckholes with a 1939 car, and 
the springs will merely smile and beg 
for more. 

And brakes. If you were going 40 
miles per hour in the old Pope- 
Toledo and gave the brake pedal all 
the leg muscle you had, you could 
usually bring the car to a dead stop 
in about two city blocks. Not less. As 
recently as 15 years ago, maximum 
deceleration was 14 or 15 feet per 
second. Today it is twice that. Mod- 
ern cars stop smoothly, quickly, with 
light pressure. That fact alone has 
meant the saving of thousands of 
lives. 

And steering wheels. If it were not 
for the safety built into them, I doubt 
that many women could drive mod- 
ern cars safely for long distances. 
They would lack the strength. To 
drive those old-time cars meant 
hanging onto the wheel like grim 
death. 

And spring suspensions. And lower 
centers of gravity. And lighter 
weights. And all-steel bodies. And 
safety glass. 








I have no hesitancy in saying that 
the automobile as we know it has 
more safety built into it than 
any other modern facility of 
equal value in general use. I 
know this statement will in- 
vite challenge. I know there 
is widespread belief that the 
highway accident problem ar- 
rived rather suddenly a few 
years ago when manufacturers began 
turning out high-speed, high-pow- 
ered cars. I know that many people 
think the automobile—as automobile, 
as a speed machine—is responsible 
for most of the sudden death on the 
highways. 





Well, that belief simply happens to 
be false. Completely untrue. The 
truth is that it has become increas- 
ingly safe, year by year, to travel 1000 
miles by motorcar. 

How then, you ask, does that state- 
ment square with the bloody and 
unquestioned figures of death and 
mutilation on the highways? Let’s see. 

In 1908, when I was driving that 
old Pope-Toledo through the mud- 
holes and dustbeds that we then 
called roads, there were just about 
140,000 cars in use in the United 
States. Total motorcar travel was 
about 700,000,000 vehicle miles. Mo- 
torcar fatalities numbered 650. The 
fatality rate, then was about 92 per 
100,000,000 vehicle miles. 

Statistics are tiresome. But con- 
sider a few more figures. They are 
supremely important. As a result of 
imprevements in cars and in 
our skill in using them the 
motorcar fatality rate by 1935 
had dropped down to 18 per 
100,000,000 vehicle miles. 
From 92 in 1908 to 18 in 1935! 
But—meanwhile the num- 
ber of cars, and the amount 
of motorcar travel, had increased 
enormously. Contrast the 700,000,000 
vehicle miles back in 1908 with the 
200,000,000,000 vehicle miles in 1935. 





That’s why, though the rate of 
highway deaths was far lower in 1935, 
the number was greater. From 650 
in 1908, to 36,000 in 1935. If the 1908 
rate had still prevailed, the number 
of deaths in 1935 would have been 
184,000 instead of 36,000. It’s because 
we do so much traveling by car, and 
have so many more opportunities, 
that there are more accidents now. 

That’s interesting. And every word 
true. But it’s not enough. 

The important thing for you who 
are mothers as well as drivers of cars 
—also for us who are fathers as well 
as drivers and builders of cars—the 
important thing, I say, is that the 1935 
fatality rate, low though it was by 
comparison, was still unconscionably 
high. It represented appalling waste 
in dollars and lives. It has to be 
brought down. Faster. We had to 
speed up our rate of learning to ad- 
just ourselves to the hazards of this 
new transportation era. 

Well, automobile manufacturers 
had been giving attention for a long 
time to building safety into their cars. 
They felt that they could, should, 
must lend their weight to efforts to 
promote safe use of those cars. Call 
it enlightened selfishness, for that’s 
what it was. Potential drivers would 
stay off the highways if driving was 
too risky. Fewer cars would be sold. 
Self-interest prompted manufactur- 
ers to take a hand and do their utmost 
to promote highway safety. This rea- 
soning was responsible for the organ- 
ization of the Automotive Safety 
Foundation. 

The Foundation is financed by con- 
tributions from members of the auto- 
motive industry, including makers of 
cars, trucks, and buses, and makers 
of tires, parts, and accessories; also 
the finance companies. Its program 
is to provide financial or other neces- 
sary support for effective work in 
behalf of safety, whether undertaken 
by public administrators, educators, 
or others. The Foundation conducts 
no independent safety activity itself; 
it does help to coordinate and con- 
solidate and make more effective the 
highway safety ac- 
tivities of intelligent 
and responsible per- 
sons and groups. 

For instance: It 
was found that some 
states were doing 
better than others in 
reducing accidents. 


How did they do it? Well, their 


methods were studied, and their ef- 
fective techniques incorporated in a 
Standard Highway Safety Program 
for states. Steps were taken to make 
it widely known, get it extensively 
used. The chief value of the Program 
lies in the fact that it does not em- 
body pet notions of one or a few 
people, often dangerously one-sided, 
but represents the crystallized ex- 
perience of many years and of hun- 
dreds of public and private safety 
authorities. The Program is now en- 
dorsed by more than 40 national 
organizations with a total mem- 
bership of (Continued on page 103) 
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THE THIN WOMAN HAS HER PROBLEMS 


nd what about thin women—how should they dress to look their best? This is 

the question our readers ‘have asked us since we showed how Mrs. Smedley’s 

heavier figure could be improved in the February Goop HOUSEKEEPING. 

The fashion staff is making a study of types. No sense theorizing about it. If it’s 
thin women we want to help, we find thin women, talk to them, study them, make 
them try on clothes, analyze them. Then we come to some definite conclusions 
and are really able to help you. 

For instance, we have discovered that there are three kinds of thin women: the 
tall, charmingly slender woman like Mrs. Bancroft; the short, thin girl like Miss 
Bottomley; the mature woman, like Mrs. Hartley, who has been slim, but has now 
developed hollows in some places, bumps in others. We have tried to show 
how the tall woman can look shorter, rounder; how the short woman can 
look tall, slim; how the mature woman can smooth out irregularities. The sketches 
show how not to dress, what not to wear if you’re any of these types. 

























Mrs. G. Inness Hartley, above, of Southamp- 
ton, of average height, has been a thin girl, 
still has a thin face, thin arms and legs, 
but her waist, stomach, and hips have thick- 
ened. First of all she needs a new corset. 
Mrs. Hartley could not wear a separate bra 
and corset. An all-in-one took better care 
of her stomach and eliminated her spare tire. 
It had an uplift bra, boning over the stomach, 
elastic panels running well down over the 
thighs. Then she was ready to slip on the 
perfect morning dress, photographed above. 
It has long vertical stripes to make her look 
tall, a V neckline to make her bust look small; 
a pleated skirt to make her thighs and hips 
look flat. She must never wear wide belts, 
high necklines, tiny sleeves, tight skirts that 
cup in back, as the sketch right will tell you. 
Morning dress in rayon crepe; aqua, blue, 
rose, dull wine stripes. 14 to 42. About $3.95 


Photographs by Arthur O' Neill 


HELEN KOUES DIBECTOR 


In 
; By. Stocking f 
Cet 






Mrs. Harding Bancroft of New York City, 
far left, is tall, thin, has long arms, long 
legs, narrow hips. For a week she tried 
on clothes for us, experimenting with all 
the current fashions. In dresses with nar- 
row shoulders, skimpy sleeves, straight 
skirts, she looks skinny, skyscraper tall. 
Her type cannot wear vertical stripes, belt- 
less or high-waisted dresses, clinging fab- 
rics. (See the sketch, right.) The peasant 
silhouette is kindest to her figure. In dresses 
with bold horizontal stripes, padded shoul- 
ders, full skirts she looks shorter, less 
bony. To make her clothes hang correctly 
she needs a soft, flexible girdle and smooth 
uplift bra. The perfect morning dress for 
her type of figure is the one-piece play- 
suit with horizontal stripes and pleated 
detachable peasant skirt. Cotton print in.. 
navy, copen, wine. 12 to 20. About $6.50 


2 
. Mary Carter Bottomley, center, of Scarsdale, 
is the short, thin type of girl, with a small 
face, a small-boned frame. After studying 
her in all the smart summer silhouettes, 
we discovered that the princess dress with 
long lines from shoulder to hem, with no belt, 
or at most a small one, is best for her kind 
of figure. She needs a wisp of a pantie girdle 
to make her clothes hang gracefully. She 
looks wan and too short in big hats, peasant 
clothes, large prints, contrasting colors or 
fabrics, large, puffed sleeves, heavily padded 
shoulders. (Take warning from the sketch, 
left.) She wears, center left, an ideal morning 
dress for the petite woman. Of luscious 
spun rayon in a small, vertical print, with 
long princess lines, with buttons down the 
front, with a gently flared skirt, it adds inches 
to the height. It comes in shocking pink, 
clear aqua, pixie green. 10 to 18. About $6.50 
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If you are short like Mary Carter 

Bottomley, don’t wear long shorts: 

they make your legs look stubby. 
Don’t wear your shirttails out: the 
horizontal line cuts you in half. (We 
know shirttails out are newer, but 
you can have your fun in other 
ways!) Don’t wear a shirt with wide 
flaring sleeves: they make your arms 
short. Don’t wear padded shoulders: 
they make you broader. Do wear 
short shorts to make your legs long, 
a simple shirt, in at the waist. Both 
of spun rayon. The shorts in white, 
pastels, dark colors; shirt, white, pas- 
tels. Match ’em if you're tiny. 10 to 20. 
Shirt about $5; shorts about $5.95 
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If you’re tall and thin like Mrs. Bancroft, don’t wear 
slacks: they make you look like a lass on stilts. Don’t 
wear skimpy little sweaters: you need to build out the 
upper part of your silhouette. Do wear, for sports, a gypsy 
costume like the one above: the blouse has square shoul- 
ders to make you broader; long sleeves to shorten your 
arms; a full contrasting striped skirt to cut your height; 
a wide sash to break the lean lines of the body. Both spun 
rayon. Shirt, white; skirt, raspberry and turquoise; fla- 
mingo and blue; brown and green. 10 to 20. About $14.95 “== 


- 


LOOK FOR THESE CLOTHES IN THE FOLLOWING 
STORES DURING MAY AND JUNE: 


Lord & Taylor The William H. Block Co, 
New York City Indianapolis, Ind. 
Adams, Meldrum & Anderson The Higbee Company 
3uffalo, N. Y. Cleveland, Ohio 
J. L. Brandeis & Sons Sanger Bros. Ernest Kern Co. 
Omaha, Neb. Dallas, Texas Detroit, Mich. 








If you have a mature figure like Mrs. Hartley’s, 
you'll have to be a lady and let the men wear 
the pants. Slacks emphasize your hips and 
fanny; shorts highlight your thighs and tummy. 
Blouses and sweaters are not kind to your 
bosom. Instead, do wear the playsuit, right. It 
has fullness across the shoulders, over the bust; 
pleated shorts with side buttons, and a gored 
button-on skirt, all made to slim and straighten. 
Spun rayon with white polka dots on navy, 
copen, raspberry. 12 to 20; 40 to 46. About $7.95 


+ 


Beaches testify to the fact that in selecting a bathing suit most women 





ignore the simple rules of design that create an optical illusion, 
that make heavy thighs slimmer, scrawny figures fuller, full figures 
leaner, spindly legs rounder. The woman with a figure problem (and 
what woman has a perfect figure?) feels that a bathing suit must 
inevitably reveal all. With resignation she selects any old thing. She 
is wrong! The proper suit can conceal figure faults as well as the 
proper dress—can make you look taller, shorter, slimmer, plumper! 





Far left, Mrs. Hartley’s mature figure finds flattery 
in a printed bathing suit with flared skirt, princess 
lines, fullness to conceal the bust. If you have a heavy 
figure, do wear the dressmaker suit; do have a longish 
skirt. to hide your thighs; do have a narrow belt to 
designate the waist; do have a small print which is 
kinder to girth than an expanse of solid color. This 
unusual and charming cotton print is a copy of 
an 18th-century design, has red and green, or blue 
and red, figures on white ground. 14 to 42; about $6.50 


In the center Mrs. Bancroft, who looks too thin and 
too long-limbed in a slim one-piece bathing suit with 
narrow straps, has a lovely figure in this two-piece 
printed suit. Do wear it if you’re tall and thin enough. 
The little bra has puffed sleeves, ruffles about neckline 
and sleeves to make you look fuller, broader, and 
shorter. The skirt has brief rayon jersey panties, slide 
fastener, and is widely flaring like a ballet skirt, to 
flatter legs. Splashy cotton print. Hyacinth, cherry, 


<«em=- and hem. 10 to 20. To be had for about $8.95 


aqua. 10 to 20. Will take about $6.50 from your budget + 


We found that Mary Carter Bottomley’s short fig- 
ure needed a crisp flared bathing suit with princess 
lines to accent her slender waist, to make her 
look taller. The skirt is cut short to make her legs 
look long, is flaring to make them slim and 
straight. If by any chance you have bow legs, a 
flaring skirt will cleverly conceal the fact. And, 
remember, a suit with contrasting colors, with 
puffed sleeves or a sash, immediately cuts the 
short figure in half, so don’t wear one! The rayon 
alpaca princess suit comes in white, citron, blos- 
som blue, with a slide fastener up the back, 
with smart, new broderie anglaise trim at neck 
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If you’re a mature woman like Mrs. Hartley, 
right, don’t wear a droopy hat: it will em- 
phasize all the down lines in face and body, 
make you look older. Don’t wear a jacket 
that ends at the hips: it will treble the widest 
part of your body. Don’t wear a straight skirt. 
We discovered that one particular silhouette 
(and a very smart silhouette it is this year!) 
did most for Mrs. Hartley’s figure. So do wear 
an afternoon silk chiffon print dress with a 
twin-print silk crepe coat, shown right. The 
coat has long pleats down the front to give 
length; it has elbow-length sleeves to make 
the arms look more graceful. The dress has a 
soft, full bodice, gored skirt, pretty clip. En- 
semble comes in green, blue, wine with white. 
Sizes 16 to 46. About $24.95. Hat with up- 
swept brim gives height, dignity, a lift to the 
face and spirits; it was designed by Sally Victor 
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If you’re tall and thin, don’t add inches 
by wearing a high hat; don’t wear high 
heels; don’t wear long princess lines, a 
tight skirt. Be warned by the sketch 
above, and avoid the bean-pole look. 
For afternoons, do, as Mrs. Bancroft does, 
left, wear a dress with broad shoulders; 
every inch added in width subtracts an 
inch in height. Do wear horizontal stripes; 
do carry a bulky bag. Do wear costume 
jewelry and a big hat like this one from 
Sergé. Rayon crepe, two-piece dress, rose, 
blue, white; natural, chartreuse, toast; 
turquoise, toast, white. 12 to 20. About $25 
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Don’t wear a picture hat if you’re short, even though you dote on ’em. Don’t wear an afternoon 
dress with a very wide belt and bold design, wide puffy sleeves: you'll look like a folded accordion. 
In our sketch, right, you will see how grotesque and dumpy a short woman can look in fussy 
clothes. To look lean and tall, do wear an afternoon dress like Mary Carter Bottomley’s, with prin- 
cess lines, a subdued design, a narrow raffia belt, buttons down the front, soft fullness in the blouse 
and skirt. Do wear high heels. Do keep all details as simple as possible; select small bags, small 
jewels, pearls or delicate white beads. Do remember that the short woman must eschew fashion’s 
exaggerations; not for her the boisterous sleeves, splashy scarves, overwide skirts which the taller 
woman can affect successfully. She must choose clothes and accessories that are conservative, dig- 
nified, scaled small to match her “figger.” Rayon print above comes in gray, yellow, and white; 
wine, pink, and white; copen, blue, and white. 12 to 20. About $22.95. Hat by Sally Victor 
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If you’re tall and willowy with a thin neck and long legs, don’t wear an evening dress with tiny 
shoulder straps; don’t wear a Directoire gown with a high waistline, long straight skirt, even 
though this silhouette is smart this year. Don’t wear a hair ornament on top of your head. Take 
a look at the sketch, left, and see how sallow and stretched and unfeminine you will look in the 
wrong evening clothes. Instead, do wear an evening dress of contrasting color and fabric. Pronto 
you will lose enough inches to add at least five more dancing partners to your string. Do wear per- 
fectly flat sandals, and do stand up straight when you dance. Bending the knees sticks the fanny 
out, doesn’t make you look shorter. Do carry a big evening bag. The dress below is of black, white, 
aqua, or flesh silk marquisette with a black silk-and-rayon lace top, with big puffy sleeves, a wide 
black velvet sash, a big rose at the waist. It is guaranteed to make you look inches shorter, more 


feminine. Sizes 10 to 20. About $25. The moonstone jéwelry is new and lovely and hides a thin neck 




























If you’ve a mature figure like Mrs. Hartley’s, 
don’t wear a strapless evening dress. It makes 
your bosom look heavier; don’t wear a dress 
that cuts you in half with a wide sash; don’t 
wear a very low back: you tend to bulge at 
the shoulder blades; don’t wear a corsage smack 
over the tummy. For informal evening parties do 
wear a dress like the one right. A low V makes 
your bust small; elbow-length sleeves make 
your arms thin; long lines make hips flat. Dress 
of sheer rayon crepe, 12 to 44. In cactus green, 
powder blue, rose, black, or white. About $35 








A short thin girl like Mary Carter Bot- 
tomley must keep her evening clothes 
simple, long of line, sleek of design. If you 
are like her, don’t wear a party dress of 
contrasting colors or fabrics; dont wear 
an enormous skirt; don’t wear a long, drippy 
searf; don’t carry a fan or a big evening 
bag; don’t wear a lot of jewelry. Do wear 
a dress with princess lines as shown, left, 
with simple neckline, little sleeves, flaring 
skirt. Do wear high heels and a flower or 
bow high in the hair for height. This dress 
is of dotted Swiss with bows at neck, a 
sweep of skirt, a wisp of shirred bodice. 
Red or blue with white dots; white with 
red or blue dots. In sizes 9 to 17. About 
$12.95. A frilly bag is sweet for summer 





Photograph Gray-O' Reilly 


This adorable frock is made of dotted Swiss, has: cunning; collar and cuffs edged with: Val lace, an impudent pleated skixt. White- 
with copen or navy dots, red belt; white with green dots, green belt. Parasol matches. Sandals, I. Miller. The dress is $10.95 
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AND AS PRETIV AS YOU PLEASE 


ean is just sixteen. Like her, you'll wear Southern-belle evening 

dresses this summer, with ruffles and embroidery, with nippy 

little bodices and yards of swish about the ankles. You'll wear 
lovely undies and dresses with tucks, lace collars, giddy skirts. 
You'll even carry a parasol! Now just one minute. We haven't fin- 
ished yet. Of course you'll be as hoydenish as ever for play: you'll 
still romp in shorts, swim in maillots. But the rest of the time, if 
you're the bright young thing we take you for, you'll be a picture- 
book lassie in really pretty clothes. When fashion calls for sophis- 
tication, you can’t compete. But when fashion says “be pretty,” the 
day is yours. Have fun, and don’t think we’re not jealous. We are! 


You'll be fetching in 
this novelty-cotton 
piqué with eyelet em- 
broidery edging the bo- 
lero and heart-shaped 
neckline. White, flesh, 
blue with bouquet of 
field flowers; $17.95 


Dream-girl dress with 
three-tiered ruffled 
skirt, off-the-shoul- 
der bodice. Rickrack 
trimming. White with 
navy or red dots; red or 
navy with white dots, 
of dotted Swiss; $17.95 


Jean doted on this extremely innocent checked gingham 
dress with a flighty, full skirt, a square neckline, a high 
waist. Red, brown, or blue, and white cotton check. $6.95 









A printed voile shirtwaist-type dress with full 


pleated skirt. Navy, royal, cyclamen, aqua, Florida 
green, with white; pretty cotton voile prints. $10.95 


Frock of imported Irish linen with noble princess 
lines. Around the collar, down the front, it has scal- 
lops edged with tatting. Alpine rose, linen blue, 
and the new startling Cossack green. Yours for $13.95 


LOOK FOR THESE CLOTHES IN THE FOLLOWING 
STORES DURING MAY AND JUNE 


Best & Co. 
New York City 


T. A. Chapman Co. 
Milwaukee 


Forbes & Wallace 
Springfield, Mass. 


Frederick & Nelson 
Seattle 


G. Fox & Co. 
Hartford 


SIZES 9 to 17 


The Higbee Company 
Cleveland 


: Joseph Horne Co. 
Pittsburgh 


Marshall Field & Company 
Chicago 


Meier & Frank Co., Ine. 
Portland, Oregon 


Woodward & Lothrop 
x Washington, D. C. 





0, you won’t be a tomboy in the morning, either. You'll be sleek and boyish 
only for active sports. Even your casual, tubbable, everyday clothes will be 
pretty and decidedly feminine. You'll wear brief little dresses for summer 
lolling: at the country club, to the village, to church, and even when you stay 
at home. Like sixteen-year-old Jean who poses prettily before a lovely old elm 
in Westport, Connecticut; who feeds lettuce to Sylvia, the village duck; who 
frolics gaily across Grindstone Hill Farm—you’ll look beguiling and pretty all day 


A little suit for hot days in town or country. The circular skirt fastens onto the 
brief bolero with big buttons. Both are tweed linen. Blouse of checked cotton 
gingham has a giddy bow to tie under the chin. White with red-and-white 
blouse; blue with blue-and-white; luggage or green with brown-and-white 
blouse. $14.95. Novelty straw hat, Sally Victor. Fabric gloves, Best and Co 




























Below: Floor-length dance 
frock, yards wide at the 
hemline, calls for taffeta, 
organza, or dotted Swiss. If 
you don’t like the skirt 
wrapped, run a seam up the 
back or side. For dining in- 
formally wear the long, full 
“\skirt with a frilly blouse 


. Below: Driving to the courts, 
or spectating, wear the ten- 
nis dress over your shorts. 
See how easily it’s adjusted. 
Simply draw the under- 
section sash through the 
buttonhole in belt and tie in 
front. To make a suspender 
back put buttons at waist 


It’s a town dress. It’s a country dress. It’s ready 
for play without the blouse; ready for town or 
travel with it. It’s a miracle of design with 
wrapped, tied skirt, halter neck or suspenders, 
and low back; nice in any fabric and for any 
occasion. Add different kinds of blouses, various 
types of jackets, and you'll have several costumes 


Above you see it in navy linen going to the fairs 
or the local cinema with a sheer blouse (it can 
be worn over a sheer dress, too!), and without 
the blouse, playing in the country. The shirtwaist 
version, right below, with taffeta or dark sheer 
skirt teamed with crisp white blouse, has come- 
hitherish charm. Grand, too, any time in tricolor 
combinations, striped cotton skirt, plain blouse 








Wide, wide flaring circular skirts were in- 

— cluded in all the Paris openings. They’re 
~~ young and gay and sprightly-looking. The 
pattern for this beauty, placed lengthwise 

on the material (as shown at the left), 
makes the entire skirt without seams. The 
width provides the necessary length. Finish 

the hem and sides, sew on the belt and top, 

and presto—your dress is all neatly finished 





For pattern and directions to make this five-in- 
one pinafore frock, sizes 12 to 20, send 25¢ to Good 
Housekeeping Pattern Service, 57th Street at 8th 
Avenue, New York City. Blouse shown at top of 
page and lower right is not included in the pat- 
tern, but similar frilly. blouses may. be purchased 
inexpensively in your local department. stores 


BY CAROLINE GRAY 
Of the Fashion Staff 


730 times a year, women 
are faced with the problem: “What 
shall | serve for lunch or dinner ?”’ 
Soup is often the answer. And more 
often this soup than any other. 


Clear across the nation, Campbell’s 
Tomato Soup wins hands down 
... and spoons up! Faces brighten 
as brimming platefuls come from 
the kitchen . . . glowing with the 
red of sun-ripened tomatoes, as 
summery as August gardens. 


Your very first sip confirms the 
fragrant promise of the steaming 
wisps. You dip and lift, again and 


. TOMATO SOUp~ 


again, and hunger is pleasantly 
quieted... But it’s the flavor that 
makes Campbell’s Tomato Soup 
America’s favorite; the magic, racy 
flavor that home-cooks and hotel 
chefs admit cannot be matched. 


As a Cream of Tomato 


Do try it, also, as a Cream of 
Tomato, by mixing it with milk 
instead of water. So smooth, so 
utterly delicious, that it wins the 
approving nod of guests, the fre- 
quent vote of the family. Is your 
pantry well stocked with Campbell’s 
Tomato Soup ? 





The Pick of the Patch 


These tomatoes, chief in- 
gredient of Campbell’s Tomato 
Soup, are special tomatoes — 
the result of 27 years of cross- 
breeding. Red and firm, they 
are the pride of August fields. 
Campbell’s even develop the 
seeds from which the luscious 
beauties spring. 


At their very peak of ripe- 
ness, the tomatoes are whisked 
to Campbell’s kitchens, cooked 
to a smooth purée, blended 
with golden table-butter, and 
seasoned ever so skillfully. It’s 
no wonder Campbell’s Tomato 
Soup is universally popular! 
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LOOK FOR THE 


RED-ANO-WHI/TE LABEL 


To be a dozen places in a day... 
as you often are; to keep going with 
good grace and an eye on the clock 

. . you need wings on your ankles 
or a Mercury 8 at your door! 

The Mercury 8 is the fine, new 
Ford-built motor car priced between 
the Ford V-8 and the Lincoln-Zephyr. 

There’s a serene elegance about 
this car that is thoroughly satisfying. 


It looks unhurried yet moves forward 
with fleet V-8 power. It’s long and 
low ... as streamlined as a ribbon in 
the wind. And it’s a delight to drive! 

A Californian writes: ‘““My wife is 
particularly pleased with the steering 
. .. makes the car so easy to park. 
On our first trip, we did better than 
20 miles to the gallon of gasoline and 
in traffic have not fallen below 17 





miles.”” The Mercury has money-. 
sense along with style. As a lady of 
action, you'll see it! 


MERCURY FEATURES SUMMED-~UP 


Streamlined length: more than 16 feet over- 
all on 116-inch wheelbase . . . Very wide, 
deep seats . . ; Scientific soundproofing . . . 
Balanced weight and center-poise design 
for smooth riding .. . A 95-hp., V-type 
8-cylinder engine . . . Hydraulic brakes 
. . . Large and accessible luggage locker. 


FORD MOTOR COMPANY—FORD, MERCURY, LINCOLN-ZEPHYR AND LINCOLN MOTOR CARS M E R C U R Y E I G A T 


June 1939 Good Housekeeping 








aration for any wedding is the 

rehearsal. On it depends the ef- 
fectiveness of both the wedding pro- 
cession and the grouping at the altar. 
The rehearsal, of course, takes place 
wherever the ceremony is to be held. 
Usually it is in the late afternoon 
or early evening of the day preceding 
the wedding. The entire bridal party, 
including the bride’s parents, the 
minister, and the organist, should be 
there. For, naturally, if everyone 
knows what to do and when to do 
it, there is less nervous strain on the 
wedding day. 

Whether the wedding be at home 
or in church, elaborate or simple, it 
is reassuring to the bride to go over 
her own part in the ceremony with 
the groom and the minister before- 
hand. She need not take part in the 
actual rehearsal unless she wishes. 
However, most brides today are not 
superstitious and feel more confident 
once they have rehearsed what they 
have to do. In any case, the bride and 
her mother will most assuredly want 
to be present at the rehearsal to see 
that all goes as they have planned. 

When everyone has assembled, and 
the tempo of the wedding march 
has been determined, the procession 
forms in the vestibule or anteroom. 
First come the ushers, two by two, 
the shortest pair first, the pairs six 
feet apart. After an interval of eight 
feet the bridésmaids follow, also in 
pairs according to height, with the 
shortest. pair leading; the pairs six 
‘feet apart. Or if there are only two 


A most important item in the prep- 


BY CAROLINE GRAY 
Of the Fashion Staff 


THE REHEARSAL 


or three bridesmaids, each may walk 
alone. Then, eight feet apart, come 
the maid of honor, the flower girl— 
if there is one—and the bride (or her 
understudy at rehearsal) on the fath- 
er’s right arm; At the opening bars of 
the wedding march the leading pair 
steps forward on the left foot. As each 
person moves forward, he or she 
makes sure of being in step with his 
or her partner and with the couple 
ahead, and in time with the music. At 
the chancel steps the pairs of ushers 
and bridesmaids divide, half going 
to the right side, half to the left, 
with the bridesmaids standing in 
front of the ushers. 

Meanwhile the minister and the 


groom and the best man have entered 


from the vestry room. The latter two 
await the bride at the right of the 
steps. As the bride approaches, the 
groom hands his gloves to his best 
man and takes one or two steps for- 
ward. The bride slips her hand from 
her father’s arm, transfers her flow- 
ers from her right to her left arm, and 
with her right hand takes the groom’s 
left arm. Together they stand facing 
the clergyman as the father drops 
slightly back and a bit to the left of 
his daughter. The maid of honor 
stands in front of the bridesmaids on 
the left of the bride just opposite the 
best man. At this moment the music 
comes to a close or continues almost 
imperceptibly. 

As the service may be of any de- 
nomination, naturally some varia- 
tions: in. the. procedure: occur. Some 
services take place all in one spot; 


some require an altar, others none; 
all are correct. 

At the rehearsal only the key words 
of the service are spoken as the bridal 
party goes through the proper mo- 
tions. At the question “Who giveth 
this woman to be married to this 
man?” the father steps forward, 
takes his daughter’s right hand and 
extends it to the minister or groom 
as the service requires, then steps 
back and joins his wife in the first 
pew. In pantomime, the maid of honor 
takes the bride’s bouquet—mean- 
while she has given her own to one 
of the bridesmaids—and at the right 
moment the best man, first removing 
his gloves, takes the wedding ring 
from his pocket and hands it to the 
minister, who then gives it to the 
groom. 

After the final benediction which 
concludes the service, the clergyman 
extends his congratulations, and the 
groom kisses the bride—or not, as 
they wish. The bride, still in panto- 
mime, takes back her bouquet, and, 
as she and the groom turn, the reces- 
sional music begins. As they step for- 
ward, the maid of honor stoops and 
goes through the motions of arrang- 
ing the bride’s train as she will do in 
reality the next day; takes her own 
bouquet, and follows on the arm of 
the best man. The bridesmaids follow 
two and two as in the procession, or 
each on the arm of an usher. 


Problems of Dress? We all have 
figure faults to overcome. Would 
you like suggestions on making 
the most of yourself? Just because 
you are frankly forty, you don’t 
need to look it. Send a full descrip- 
tion of yourself, a snapshot, and 
$1.00 to Goop HousEKEEPING Fash- 
ion Dept., 57th St. at 8th Ave., 
N. Y. C., and our former Paris 
Fashion Editor, Elaine Neal, will 
analyze your own special case 

















AST April we started a cru- 

sade for more comfortable, 

more sanitary rest rooms at 

automobile filling stations. We 

felt obliged to start something 

because we had been swamped 
by complaints from our women read- 
ers. So, to begin our crusade, we sug- 
gested the following simple require- 
ments for rest rooms: 


I. FURNISHINGS 

A good sanitary toilet that flushes 
properly. 

A washbasin with running water 
and effective stopper. 

A well-lighted mirror at a height 
suitable for the average woman, and 
below it a shelf on which she may 
put her accessories. 

Paper towels of good absorbency 
in a suitable container, and ample 
waste bins for used towels. 

Soap dispensed in a sanitary way. 
It may be powder or liquid, or it 
may be individual, wrapped cakes. 

Toilet tissue in an accessible, work- 
ing container. 


II. ROOM CONDITIONS 


The rest room should have good 
ventilation, with windows open to 
the sun if possible. 

If there is an outside window, the 
windowpanes should be kept clean; 
if there are curtains, they should be 
gay and clean. 

If deodorizers are necessary, they 
should be kept in working condition. 

Walls should be washable—that 
means washable paint—and fre- 
quently washed. Their color should 
be attractive. 
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If you find 


room spick-and-span— 


a rest 


—Don’t leave it look- 
ing a perfect wreck 


The whole floor should be easily 
washable. That means open plumb- 
ing, no dirt-catcher pockets. 


III. ROOM CARE 


Inspections should be made at reg- 
ular intervals throughout the day. 
The more frequently the rest room 
is used, the more frequent the follow- 
up must be. 

All metalwork should be kept 
bright, all wall and floor surfaces 
clean, and the mirror shining. 

A good disinfectant should be 
used in the water for washing up. 

Supplies must not run low at any 
time. Individual cakes of used soap 
should be discarded. 


The results of these suggestions 
have been most pleasing. One gas- 
oline-supply company has set up our 
list as an ideal to be met by filling 
stations using its product, and pub- 
licizes those who comply with the 
suggestions. Similar action has been 
taken in principle by several other 
oil companies, and all these actions 
indicate that women can get what 
they want if they will express their 
desires. 

Here’s the other side of the story. 
We have had several letters from 
filling-station owners suggesting that 
perhaps we might start a little cru- 
sade to make the users of filling- 
station rest rooms a little more care- 
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ful of the property which is supplied 
them. 

After reading some of these letters, 
I confess I had the feeling that per- 
haps we ought to start such a crusade 
—a crusade for good manners on the 
part of rest-room users. 

“It takes two to make a bargain,” 
is an old saying, and certainly if the - 
filling-station proprietor does his part 
in making your stop at his station 
comfortable, you should at least re- 
ciprocate by not abusing the service 
that he gives you gratis. 

In my article in the April, 1938, 
Goop HovusEKEEPING I suggested that 
attention to proper conditions of rest 
rooms would not only be pleasing 
to the customers but would also be 
profitable to the proprietor. I also 
suggested that compliance with the 
requirements recommended would 
have a direct health value in pre- 
venting spread of contagion and 
infection. I am more concerned, how- 
ever, with another aspect of health 
which this campaign may affect. 

Many of the filling-station rest 
rooms are designated by another 
name—comfort-stations. I rather like 
that word, comfort, because it ex- 
presses just what such stations ought 
to offer. Did you ever look up the 
definition of comfort in your dic- 
tionary? The dictionary I looked in 
says that comfort means freedom or 
relief from (Continued on page 112) 


MARY GOT 3 MYSTERIOUS LETTERS—WITH NO SIGNATURES! 









“The first made 
_ me furious!”” 


“The second made me 
fly into action!” 


“The third made me 


ou, 
happy as a lark!” nf | ioe ste eae 





ore ee 


P.S. Nobody may take the 
trouble to warn you, but 
there’s bound to be plenty 
of neighborhood gossip if 
your clothes are full of dingy 
tattle-tale gray. 

Why take a chance? ‘Ask 
your grocer for Fels-Naptha 
Soap today and pin up the 
whitest, brightest washes 
that ever fepves in a breeze! 

COPR. 1939, FELS & CO. 
TUNE IN! HOBBY LOBBY every 
Wednesday night. See local 
paper for time and station. 





BANISH “TATTLE-TALE GRAY” WITH FELS-NAPTHA SOAP! 
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7» BRIDE 
FEASTS HER MAN 


_ slays within her 
budgel..read how 


@ She’s made a discovery every woman in 
the land should know about... delicious 
Franco-American Spaghetti, and how this 
helps s-t-r-e-t-c-h food dollars, dresses up 
less expensive meat cuts, turns lowly left- 
overs into tempting treats. 

Serve it often as a main dish, too. See how 
Dad and the youngsters relish its zestful, 
savory cheese-and-tomato sauce containing 
eleven different ingredients. Quickly pre- 
pared, just heat and serve. Economical, only 
ten cents for a can holding three to four 
portions. Order Franco-American today. 





JIFFY FRANCO DINNER 


Season 11b. chopped steak with 
11% teaspoons salt, a dash of 
pepper, 2 teaspoons minced 
onions. Shape into cakes and 
panbroil. Serve with Franco- 
American Spaghetti and aspar- 
agus tips or other green vege- 
table. Makes 4 portions. Top 
off with fruit whip for dessert. 


Franco-American 
SPAGHETTI 


MADE BY THE MAKERS OF CAMPBELL’S SOUPS 


Send for ¥RER Recine Book 
CAMPBELL SouP COMPANY, Dept. 26 
Camden, New Jersey. Please send me your free recipe 
book: “30 Tempting Spaghetti Meals.” 


Name (print) — 


Address - 





















Success Story of Married Life 


(Continued from page 33) 


lives were intimately shared as today’s 
married folk. Some of the couples didn’t 
remember what they disagreed about. 
Others listed such familiar issues as these: 
“My husband came home late one night”; 
“My wife used to open my mail”; “We had 
no money and no job, which increased the 
tension about our bills”; “My wife seemed 
extravagant at first”; “She wanted to live 
in the city, but I wanted to have a coun- 
try home”; “My wife didn’t like some of 
my bachelor friends”; “My husband used 
to sit around in his stockinged feet”; “My 
husband didn’t give me money of my 
own.” 

Money accounted for over half of these 
old quarrels, some of which must have 
occurred—let me see—around 1889. Such 
quarrels, over such trivial matters, have 
strained and broken many homes. But in 
these homes, they were never permitted 
to become that serious, and the measures 
used for settling them are extremely in- 
teresting. 

“We always kissed each other good- 
night, no matter how much we had dis- 
agreed,” wrote one. “We never both got 
angry at the same time,” reported another. 
“We both recognized the necessity for give 
and take in marriage, and compromised 
all our difficulties,” said a third. “We were 
careful to settle all disputes by ourselves, 
without confiding in a third party,” wrote 
a sage old gentleman. “When my husband 
began to earn more money, all our troub- 
les disappeared,” says a wife. 


HERE is no secret formula for success 

in marriage, no royal road to happiness, 
it seems. These Darbys and Joans used the 
same common-sense, ordinary methods of 
settling their quarrels which the rest of 
us have always known about. And there 
is this pleasant fact about them: they 
worked! 

The next question was a searching one. 
“Have you ever seriously considered 
breaking up your home?” Only a small 
minority—less than 5 percent of the an- 
swers—showed a “Yes” in the blank left 
for the answer. “If so,” we also asked 
them, “what considerations held you 
back?” 

Well, the considerations were the very 
ones that would hold most of us today 
from taking a train for Reno, no matter 
how strong a momentary impulse we 
might have to go. “Children” held them 
back, and “Religious scruples” and “The 
realization that I was making a mountain 
out of a molehill,” and “The discovery 
that I was going to have a baby.” 

A few of these couples, you see, passed 
through crises when their marriages 
seemed doomed. But somehow, through 
strength of character and willingness to 
try again, they managed to pass through 
the ordeals, and to keep on going for an- 
other thirty or forty years. 

“Have you ever feared,” we asked the 
wives, “that your husband was being at- 
tracted to another woman?” 

Only about one-seventh of the women 
had to answer “Yes.” We asked the hus- 
bands whether they had ever feared that 
their wives were being drawn to another 
man, and only two men, out of the flood 
of answers, admitted that they had. 

Then we probed deeper into their 
memories. “Have you,” we asked them, 
“ever been attracted to another woman?” 
—or, in the wives’ cases, “to another 
man?” And, “If so, how did you meet the 
situation?” 

Three of the wives had been drawn to 
other men, and about one-quarter of the 


| husbands admitted that, at some time, 
| they found another woman attractive. The 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


women settled the matter, they said, by 
“Prayer,” by “Self-Control,” and by “Re- 
membering my marriage vows.” The men 
had a wide variety of methods for dealing 
with this crisis in the home. “I evaded 
her,” said one forthright husband; an- 
other, “It just faded away from lack of 
nourishment.” “I dismissed it from my 
mind,” reported a third. “Ran like a rab- 
bit,” wrote another. 

The way to avoid temptation, these an- 
swers testify, is to avoid it, not to thrash 
the matter over in endless discussions. The 
answers are illuminating on this, the most 
delicate point covered in the question- 
naire. 

These men and women were not angels 
when they set out on their married life; 
they were not immune to temptation. But 
they had an old-fashioned formula for 
dealing with it. And, again, it worked! 


pe one reason why it worked so 
well is brought out in the answers to 
the next question: “Is religion an impor- 
tant factor in your home?” and “Do you 
and your wife share the same religion?” 

The answers were most overwhelmingly 
affirmative to both inquiries. Ninety-six 
percent of the couples found religion of 
great importance in the home; about 
ninety percent of them shared the same 
religion. The church evidently has help, 
and effective help, to give to those who 
are determined to make their marriage 
a success. 

‘Do you believe,” we asked them next, 
“that husbands and wives should tell each 
other everything they do?” 

The response to this was illuminating: 
almost exactly half of the husbands said, 
“Yes,” and about three-fourths of the 
wives agree with them. Men are evidently 
less prone to confidences than women are. 
The men, in most cases, expanded their 
answers: “Everything serious should be 
discussed,” said one, “but trivial matters 
may be left out to avoid a quarrel.” An- 
other man wrote, “I recommend reserve 
whenever common sense and good judg- 
ment tell me that I shall save trouble by 
keeping mum.” A wife believed: “If I told 
my husband everything, he would be 
bored by an account of most of my activi- . 
ties. I suppress everything that I think 
wouldn’t interest him.” 

' “There are many cases in which I rec- 
ommend reserve,” wrote one husband. 
Another said, “Lots of minor matters come 
up that, if discussed, would serve to stir 
up hard feelings against other people.” 
Another husband wrote, “I hold back 
many things to save her from worrying.” 
And “I suppress matters of business and 
idle gossip, as well as anything that might 
unnecessarily hurt her feelings,” con- 
fessed one man. 

To the next question, “Do you believe 
that husbands and wives should take 
vacations apart from each other?” the 
answers, from both sexes, were most 
overwhelmingly, “No.” Only three or four 
husbands and wives believed they should, 
and their answers were tempered by such 
words as, “If it is more convenient that 
way,” and “Once in a long while—they’ll 
appreciate each other more when they 
get back.” 

To most of the couples the vacation is 
a high point of the year, and spending it 
together is a custom which they enthu- 
siastically endorse. “If one needs a trip, 
the other almost always does,” wrote a 
wife. “We have shared all the pleasures 
that we have had, and doubled our en- 
joyment,” said a husband. “On a vacation, 
a man and wife enjoy companionship 
with each other more than at any other 


TODAYS NEW SKIN CARE 












Montreal—The Hon. Ann Shaughnessy, daughter of 
the late Lord Shaughnessy. With English and Ameri- 
can sportswomen, she cheers the new skin care—‘“‘skin- 
vitamin’? in Pond’s Cold Cream. 


In England, The Lady Rosemary Gresham, daughter of the 2Ist 
Earl of Erroll, has cared for her skin with Pond’s since her school 
days. She says: “Pond’s is as perfect as ever for cleansing and 
softening my skin!” 





Snitih 
Aerie Suro 


CREAM 


EXTRA “SKIN-VITAMIN® 


INTO THEIR SKIN* 





SEN 





A Roosevelt smiles from the spring- 
board! The former Anne Clark says: 
“Now that it’s known ‘skin-vitamin’ is 
necessary to skin health, it’s great to 


In Canada— Mrs. Robert W. Arm- 
strong, of Toronto, goes to Lake 
-.. Muskoka for fishing. *¢ ‘Skin-vita- 
min’ in Pond’s is an added reason 
for banking on this grand cream!” —~ have it in Pond’s.” 
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POND’S 





In Britain, in Canada and in the 
United States, smartsociety women are 
quick to grasp the meaning of the new 
skin care. Vitamin A, the “skin-vitamin” 
so necessary to skin health, is now in 
every jar of Pond’s Cold Cream. Skin 
that lacks this vitamin becomes rough 
and dry. But when “skin-vitamin” is 


ae c 


Titled English Horsewoman —The It’s American to skate! Mrs. Nicholas 


Lady Cynthia Williams, daughter of 
the Earl of Guilford, often visits 
America—one of many British peer- 
esses who praise the new skin care. 


*Statements: concerning: the effects of the “skin-vitamin”” applied-_to. the skin are based upon, ; 


R. du Pont, of Wilmington, often joins 
her friends at a private rink. She has 
always used Pond’s to give make-up 
that winning sparkle. 


medical literature and tests on the-skin of animals following-anaccepted laboratory. method. 


restored, it helps make skin soft and 
smooth again. 
Use Pond’s night and morning and 


_ before make-up. Same jars, same labels, 


same. prices. 


Copyright, 1939, Pond’s Extract Company 
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Bat. ..don’t neglect your jaw muscles 
just because you are not a circus per- 
former. Weak jaw muscles are usually 
bad for the teeth, the gums and the 
digestion. Besides, they often make 
you look old. 

Tostrengthen your jaw muscles, exercise 
them this enjoyable way. 

Chew a “chewy”? gum and use a large 
enough piece to massage the gums at 
the same time. 

Many dentists suggest FLEERS because it is 
three times as large, and many times as chewy 
as ordinary gum. Get the extra benefit and extra 
pleasure of chewing FLEERS. Re- Tie. 
freshing flavor all the way through Cur 
—young or old, you'll like it! aft 
























TEST YOUR 
CHEWING STRENGTH! 


Decide whether your own jaw 
muscles need exercise. 


1. Bite off a piece of FLEERS 
(size to suit you). 

2. Chew for 15 minutes. 

3. Check results. 

If very tired—muscles very weak. 4 Bop i 

If slightly tired—muscles weak. 

If no effort—muscles strong. 


M % 
(Chew FLEERS regularly and i, 
notice the difference. Strong ( cam 


muscles don’t tire quickly.) (Aa 


FLEERS 


CDubble Bubble 
CHEWING GUM 


IF YOU WOULD LIKE TO MAKE 
THIS TEST AT OUR EXPENSE! 


...take this coupon to any store that sells 

FLEERS DUBBLE BUBBLE GUM, and get 

one piece FREE of charge. Offer expires 

September 30, 1939. 

DEALERS: All distributors will redeem 
this coupon. 

DISTRIBUTORS: Coupon redemption 
guaranteed by 


FRANK H. FLEER CORP., PHILADELPHIA, PA. 


It’s FUN to exercise for oral health 


EVERY product guaranteed 








time,” wrote one woman; another: “Hus- 
bands and wives are usually apart for 
many hours a day during the year. Why 
shouldn’t they want to be together for 
their vacation? We always did.” 

These couples, then, did not feel hemmed 
in by their marriage, or cramped by each 
other’s personalities. They were able to 
enjoy their best times in two’s, apparently, 
after many decades of companionship. 
They retained the glorious belief that do- 
ing things together is more fun than doing 
them alone, and they haven’t felt the need 
of getting away from each other for a 
rest—except, in some cases, to make the 
normal companionship more deeply ap- 
preciated. 

The next question probed was the finan- 
cial one. “Do you,” we asked, “have dis- 
putes about money?” And—surprisingly— 
more than half of the husbands and wives 
said, “Yes.” 

In even the happiest marriages, appar- 
ently, this is a recurrent problem. The 
solution seems to lie in making the matter 
as trivial as possible, by giving the wife 
some money of her own to spend, and 
holding her accountable for its disposi- 
tion. “Our disputes have been of minor 
importance,” wrote one man, “because my 
wife has her own bank account.” A wife 
said, “Our quarrels in this matter have 
never been serious, although I have wished 
my husband would bestir himself and 
make more money.” 

“This has always been a bone of con- 
tention,” said one wife, “since my husband 
insists on handling all the money.” 


LOSELY allied to this question is the 

next one: “Do you share a joint check- 
ing account? Does the husband pay the 
bills and give his wife spending money 
only? Does he give her a dress or house- 
hold allowance?” 

It was interesting to find that nearly 
two-thirds of the husbands of the Golden 
Wedding generation pay all the bills, give 
their wives spending money only, and 
have never come to a dress- or household- 
allowance arrangement with them. All the 
couples who reported financial disputes 
belonged to families in which the husband 
has kept complete control of the family 
money. When a clear-cut division was 
made, and the wife given an allowance of 
her own, few financial troubles were re- 
ported. 

One man wrote that money matters 
have never troubled his home: “When I 
was making forty dollars a month in 1880, 
I gave my wife twenty dollars to spend 
on the home.” Another couple reports that 
all the husband’s earnings are turned over 
to the wife to manage, and that this sys- 
tem has worked well for fifty-eight years! 

In most cases, however, the husband has 
been. dealing out money, to his wife only 
wheA she asks him for it, and in most 
cases this arrangement has occasioned 
friction—for fiftyredd years! Younger 
couples rarely arrange their financial 
problems in a way which removes all re- 
sponsibility from the wife; and in this, it 
seems, they are wiser than their elders. 

“When something serious came up,’ we 
asked them, “did you discuss it and solve 
it together?” A hearty and almost unani- 
mous affirmative greeted this question. 
These husbands and wives whose mar- 
riages have worked so well did not swal- 
low their grievances, or harbor secret 
irritations. When something disturbed 
them, they gave it a healthy airing and 
tried, together, to see what could be done 
about it. Youngsters whose married life 
measures a mere ten or twenty years 
might take a tip from this! 

“We all know,” said the most compre- 
hensive and searching of all the questions, 
“that many unnecessary divorces occur 
and that some married couples have 
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weathered storms which would drive apart 
those possessed of less character than they. 
We ask you (confidentially, remember) 
to underline any of the following grounds 
for divorce which you could have availed 
yourself of at some time in your married 
life: Violent Temper, Living Apart, Neg- 
lect to Provide, Intoxication, Adultery, 
Cruelty, Indignity, Intolerable Severity, 
Public Defamation, Excesses, Misbe- 
havior and Wickedness, Felony, Fraud, 
Vagrancy, Imprisonment, Insanity, Being 
a Fugitive from Justice, Abandonment.” 

Each of these offenses, mind you, is ad- 
mitted as a legal justification for divorce 
in at least one state of the Union. And 
these couples who have lived in consider- 
able amity, they tell us, for so many years, 
have had a surprising number of excuses 
for divorce, in their time. Only they have 
chosen not to use them! 

None of the persons queried had ever 
suffered from Vagrancy of the spouse or 
Fraud or from Intolerable Severity, or 
from having the wife or husband a Fugi- 
tive from Justice. But every other ground 
for divorce was underlined by at least one 
of the Golden Wedding brides or grooms! 

Several of these brides underscored 
Abandonment and four marked Neglect 
to Provide (in the course of fifty years 
many husbands pass through periods in 
which they must depend on outside finan- 
cial help, it seems). Intoxication was un=- 
derlined by a half dozen women and one 
man. Felony and Imprisonment each 
cropped up once, but even such consider- 
able strains were not sufficient to break — 
the bond that held them together! Insan- 
ity of his wife “for a few brief and un- 
happy years” was the experience of one 
man, who said, “If I had abandoned my 
dear wife then, I should have missed 
twenty-five years of great contentment 
after she was cured.” No men underlined 
Adultery, but several wives did, and one 
of them added this comment, “A slip, 
which happened many years ago and has 
never been repeated.” Two couples un- 
derscored Living Apart; one of these 
husbands said, “For a brief while, for 
economic reasons,” The other wrote: “We 
quarreled, and my wife went back to her 
parents for a few weeks in the first year 
of our marriage. We both came to our 
senses before it was too late, and have 
been very happy ever since.” 


ae wife who underlined Indignity 
wrote: “I suppose that is the legal word 
for being held up to ridicule. My husband 
used to do this in front of strangers, and 
hurt me cruelly, but he learned greater 
kindness with the years.” Of Public Def- 
amation a husband wrote: “My wife com- 
plained to her brothers and sister that I 
was gambling. I finally was able to over- 
come this habit, and we had no more 
trouble.” Of Excesses a wife said, “My 
husband drank a great deal in the first 
year of our marriage, but has not touched - 
a drop for forty-eight years.” One wife 
who underscored Misbehavior and Wick- 
edness defined these as Drinking and 
Gambling. The woman who underlined 
Imprisonment explains, “For a brief pe- 
riod, when he was wrongly accused.” 

So that they have had their ups-and- 
downs, these silver-haired lovers whose 
faces seem so serene. Great drama and 
great wrongs lie behind them in the course 
of the past half century. But with a strong 
will to carry on, and a determination to 
hold fast to each other for better or for 
worse, they have been able to surmount 
even such serious difficulties as those listed 
above. 

The last question which we posed was 
this, “What, in your opinion, is the most 
valuable rule for married happiness?” 

Now, the answers given were not espe- 
cially new or particularly profound. Prob- 


Bewitching Debs 
with a Woodbur 


















Versatile are the interests of blond, 
blue-eyed Gloria Armstrong, lovely 
New York debutante. She collects 
jade, raises tropical finches, adores 
fox hunting. Italian art holds a 
fascination for her, as does grand 
opera. Her gown is by Zoe de 
Salle. And the secret of her fair, 
clear complexion is constant care 


with Woodbury Facial Soap. 


repare for Dates 
Facial Cocktail 





Says CHOLLY KNICKERBOC KER, Noted Society Commentator 


“T’ve often noticed that tender attachments thrive best after 5 P.M. The new 


popular vogue among the debs, the Woodbury Facial Cocktail, may account 


for it. A Skin You Love to Touch will ever be the short cut to romance.” 


Tonight make your Complexion 
beam with loveliness. Take this 
Beauty Cocktail with Woodbury. 


First rule in the debutantes’ text-book 
on Glamour... “Take a Woodbury 
Facial Cocktail every afternoon at five”! 
So when a busy day leaves your com- 
plexion muddy and uninviting, whisk up 
a pearly lather of Woodbury Facial Soap. 










Soak your face a full minute or more. 
Costly unguents and a skin-invigorat-7~ eh 
ing Vitamin distinguish Woodbury from © & 
ordinary soaps. This Vitamin aids the gg 
skin’s vitality .. . helps it to fresh vigor. 
Get Woodbury now. Take a refreshing 


Facial Cocktail tonight, and make some 
man’s heart beat faster. And remember 


now mah) F 


“ce tal’? wi . 1 
your “facial”’ with Woodbury at bedtime, contains SKIN-INVIGORATING VITAMIN* 
too. It’s Beauty’s grandest nightcap! 


*Produced by ultra-violet irradiation—Pat. No. 1676579 
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BRILLO 


CLEANS QUICKER 
04S 
MMO A 


[Fter and grime disappear 





when BRILLO goes to work. Pots 

are brighter and work is lighter. 
Only BRILLO brings you the miracle 
combination of soft metal-fibre 
Pads and special-formula Polishing 
Soap. Cleans and polishes in one 
simple operation. Try BRILLO today. 


KEEPS ALUMINUM BRILLIANT 
~ 2 EASY WAYS 
ie / 


IMPROVED 
GREEN 

PACKAGE 
5 Pads 
and Soap 
Separate 





Wis 


EITHER PACKAGE 10¢ 


PACKAGE 


5 soap- 
Filled 
Praia 


At Woolworth, Kresge, Kress, Murphy, McClellan and all 
10c and 25¢c stores, and at leading department, hardware 
and grocery stores. BRILLO Mfg. Co., Inc., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
New utensil FREE should BRILLO fail to clean 
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ably every youngster planning a June 
wedding in 1939 has heard the same ad- 
vice. But the value that lies in these rules, 
as written in to us, is that they are pre- 
scribed by the greatest living experts on 
marriage—the men and women who have 
had a lifetime of day-by-day experience 
as husbands and wives. 

“Agree with each other whenever you 
possibly can”... “Trust in the Lord God, 
work together, practice thrift, and enjoy 
the children together: just teamwork” 
... “Practice your holy religion”... “Com- 
mon sense”... “I believe a good clean 
home, good food, and love for your hus- 
band and children will help a lot” . 


“Give and take”... “Love and trust each 
other” ... “Christian living” . . . “Unsel- 
fishness” ... “Trust” . . . “50-50 sharing 


of all responsibilities” ... “Keep your 
husband happy” ... “Be tolerant with 
each other, and when one gets angry, the 
other should try to keep his temper”... 
“Bear and forbear. Also have an abiding 
faith in God and in each other” . ST 
don’t know any fast rule, but economic 
insecurity, the continuous struggle for 
existence for yourself and children, is, per- 
haps, the cause of more unhappiness than 
anything else. Old love is, however, pure 
gold” ... “Let the husband have a steady 
job.-Live within the family income, buy 
a home, pay all debts, and don’t try to 
‘keep up with the Joneses.’ ” 

That is what they have to say to us— 
the distilled wisdom of fifty years of mar- 
ried life from two hundred sincere people: 
the wisdom of 10,000 married years. 

Now, fifty years is a half century. It 


Mrs. Sudlow now, according to reports, 
wasn’t getting on any too well with her 
husband. Neil remembered what he had 
already said to her. It couldn’t have been 
much worse. 

“Pretty complicated, is it?” she asked 
teasingly, and laughed again. “I’m Candace 
Sudlow, and most of what you’ve heard 
is no doubt only too true.” 

He got his sense of humor back. “This 
is the last time I'll ever try to cheer up 
little girls.” 

“You've certainly done that,” Candace 
smiled. “But you can see why it was so 
funny when you asked me if I was sorry 
to go back. Because I didn’t mean to go 
back, and I suppose you and all the rest 
of the town know that.” 

He’d heard it. He’d heard that her father, 
Dr. O’Brien, who must have been the 
elderly man with her, was the only man 
she’d listen to, and that he wanted her 
to stay married. 

She gave him the most charming look 
he could ever remember to have had all 
to himself. “Don’t bother to be embar- 
rassed any more,” she told him. “It takes 
so much time. And we should be friends 
because I adore Audrey. She’s not only 
beautiful, but she always does the right 
thing. I always do the wrong one.” 

“On principle?” 

“No. I don’t go by principles. But the 
wrong thing is often handier. And much 
more fun.” 

“Nations have been wrecked for such 
reasons.” 

“Nations get wrecked anyway sooner 
or later, don’t they?” 

The conductor paused beside Neil. “I 
can give you compartment B in the car 
ahead, sir. It’s not been taken up.” 

Neil felt greatly relieved, and now that 
|he had refuge elsewhere he began to be 
|at ease. He took the ticket the conductor 
| made out and paid him. “Good. I'll get out 
(of your way now, Mrs. Sudlow.” 
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is a long, long time—long enough to turn 
a handsome sprig of a young man into a 
gaffer with white hair, and to change a 
pretty, modest little bride into an old lady 
who cannot see without her specs. It’s long 
enough to make the baby, who was only 
an unspoken dream in 1889, a substantial 
man with grandchildren of his own. 

Fifty years means 18,250 breakfasts to- 
gether and 18,250 nights of going to sleep 
under the same roof. Winter has come to 
these couples fifty times, and fifty springs 
have returned. They have seen wars to- 
gether. They have seen boom times come 
and go half a dozen times, and they re- 
member depressions twenty years earlier 
than this last one. 

The world has changed a lot in fifty 
years: the familiar old clop-clop of the 
horses passing the home when the Golden 
Wedding wife was a young bride is rarely 
heard today. The airplane and the radio 
and the miracle of electricity in every 
room have come about since then. Why, 
there were not even any movies when the 
Golden Wedding couples set out, hand in 
hand, on the long journey which has 
brought them to the moment when they 
filled out their questionnaires and, out 
of their great kindness, offered their help 
to the young people who are setting out 
=n 06 road they have successfully trav- 
eled. 

Many thanks to you, Golden Wedding 
brides and grooms. May there be many 
couples like you here, to attest to the fine- 
ness and permanence of a good marriage, 
when this year’s happy brides and grooms 
reach the year 1989! : 


Most Men Are Puritans 


(Continued from page 31) 


‘J think I’m going to miss you,” she 
said, “but I envy you the compartment. I 
couldn’t afford more than a lower berth. 
I’m just the prodigal wife going home.” 

“Won't you let me offer a little hos- 
pitality? There’s more room in a compart- 
ment, and we can smoke.” 

“That would be nice,’ Candy agreed. 
“After all, it’s the last night out. Let me 
tell the porter how I want my pillows fixed 
in here, and I'll come in to pay a call after 
a while.” 

Neil wished he hadn’t asked her. He 
wished he had let it ride. There was no- 
point in getting even lightly mixed up 
with that girl. 

He looked around the compartment and 
turned on the fan. Too windy. Off it went. 
He turned on all the lights and put out 
a few. He thought of stories he’d heard 
about her, that her wedding announce- 
ments had been two hundred telegrams 
all ending “Happy Birthday.” He looked 
at himself in the mirror to see if he was 
all right. He was. He wondered when she 
would come in and whether she would 
come at all. He told himself again that he 
was a fool and that he had a hard day’s 
work tomorrow and that she might stick 
around. She probably didn’t intend to 
come in anyway. She probably thought 
he didn’t have any sense or wit. What had 
she heard about him? From whom? 

All in all, by the time Candy Sudlow, 
with her lovely hair curving on the collar 
of her fur coat, stood in the doorway of 
the compartment, Neil felt more excited— 
and younger—than he had in a long while. 

Jeff Beech heard from one of the Mark- 
ham boys that Mr. Neil Duncan was on 
the train and went through the cars in 
search of him. Meeting the conductor, 
whom he knew, he asked where Mr. Dun- 
can was, and tried to identify him. 

“He’s a tall young fellow. Not a boy. 
Brown as shoe leather. Army manners. 
Know what I mean?” 
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It was a good description. 

The conductor said, “I think that gentle- 
man is in ‘B’ in 492 sir. I just fixed him 
up with a compartment.” 

The door of the compartment stood open, 
but as Jeff approached it, the person he 
saw sitting in it was Candy Sudlow, and 
he thought at first the conductor had made 
a mistake. Then he saw Neil, too. 

“Well, well, who’s this I find? I didn’t 
know my best girl was on the train. Say, 
where did you pick up this fellow Dun- 
can?” 

“He made advances to me,” said Candy, 
“and now I’m explaining myself to him.” 

“You don’t require explanation,” Jeff 
returned, “but maybe he does.” 

“I can do that, too,” said Candy. 

Jeff sat down beside her. He was a fat 
man of about fifty, as well born as badly 
behaved. He owned a string of theatres 
and took an interest in the people who 
made a professional living that way. Jeff 
was dissipated but not unscrupulous. The 
group into whose company he had been 
born bored him thoroughly, and he neg- 
lected it most of the time. But at intervals, 
with no repentance but with a good deal 
of painstaking, he squared himself by giv- 
ing a lavish dinner party to the staid set 
in which he had been brought up, or by 
sending carefully chosen and very expen- 
sive flowers to the women of his own age 
whom he had always known by their first 
names. 

He took all kinds of men and women 
and all kinds of conduct for granted and 
could always get a chuckle instead of a 
worry out of unexpected weaknesses. Jeff 
liked to see the morally righteous slip on 
the ice of temptation like the ordinary 
clumsy sinners. He had a good many amus- 
ing stories to tell about occasions like that. 
But just for a minute as he sat down be- 
side Candy and patted her hand with his 
own fat fingers there was something more 
stringent than curiosity or gossip in his 
eyes. 


EIL didn’t notice that. He wished that 
Jeff hadn’t turned up; but if someone 
had to see him with this girl, nobody could 
be better than Jeff because Jeff was broad- 
minded. What Neil wanted now was to 
- hear Candy talk about himself, explain 
him as she had just said she could. It 
would be interesting to hear what she had 
in mind, how she had sized him up, how 
far she was right. 

“How’s Fred?” Jeff asked Candy. 

“Healthy,” she said, “but having a bad 
time with me.” 

“Why’s that necessary?” 

“Because Fred’s such a puritan.” 

“Most men are,” remarked Jeff. 

She laughed. “You, Jeff, are a fine one 
to say that!” 

“Well,’ he laughed, “consider me the 
exception that proves the rule.” 

“And how about you?” she asked Neil. 

“T don’t believe I'd rate as a puritan,” 
he said, “if we mean the same thing by 
the word.” 

“I mean having a sense of duty,” Can- 
dace explained, “and a sense of sin that’s 
always getting a person down. Puritans 
do the things they don’t like to do because 
they think it’s noble to be uncomfortable 
and unhappy. They think fun is wrong 
by itself unless you can make it worthy 
or sell tickets for a benefit along with it. 
And they love punishments. They punish 
themselves even when there isn’t anybody 
else around.” 

“T refuse to be a puritan,” said Neil; 
“that lets me out.” 

“It doesn’t sound like much of a life,” 
remarked Jeff with his hoarse chuckle, 
“unless you are built for it.” 

“T wasn’t,” Candace asserted. “I wish 
Fred could realize that.” She put her head 
back against the white-covered Pullman 


seat, and it looked as if it might be on a 
pillow. She looked willful and sweet, as 
if she would do what she pleased but 
might do what a man pleased, too. “I like 
to go along like the weather,” she said, 
“and if it’s a nice day, take advantage of 
it. Why have a lot of rules about things? 
Nobody likes rules, not even the people 
who are always talking about them.” 

“Some pretty good philosophers have 
been on your side,” Jeff told her, “but 
they never could carry a popular election.” 

She said, “That wouldn’t bother me,” 
and gave Neil another look to keep. 

Jeff Beech left them after a little more 
of that. He was almost too broad for the 
aisles and took his time getting back to 
his own car. He went slowly, bumping 
against the edges of the seats and opening 
doors with his weight, and in the club car, 
at the buffet end, he stopped and had a 
drink. 


fees might turn out to be a juicy bit 
of gossip, and it was quite fresh, too, the 
way Jeff best liked his gossip. But he 
didn’t savor it. Of course there might be 
nothing more to it than this meeting on the 
train tonight; but when two young people 
got to talking about themselves like that 
and throwing defiances and challenges 
around, there usually was a follow-up. He 
thought over the people who were in- 
volved. There were the Sudlows, a family 
whom he didn’t like and never had liked 
—rich people, frugal, holier-than-thou, 
ashamed of their passions and cruel to 
their temptations. But they had passions, 
just like other people, and that was why 
Fred Sudlow had married Candace O’Brien 
and taken her to another city to live. Fred 
didn’t want to keep on facing his former 
group of friends and Audrey Troy among 
them. So people had said. 

Jeff knew them all. He thought of Dr. 
O’Brien, Candace’s father, against whom 
no one could say a word, except that he’d 
wanted his daughter to have so much hap- 
piness that he never questioned where she 
got it and did not notice when she began 
taking happiness that didn’t belong to her 
and for which she didn’t intend to pay. 
She had taken Fred Sudlow from Audrey 
Troy, and Audrey was a fine girl. If she 
was a little on the firm side (which was 
always a mistake in an unmarried woman, 
thought Jeff), that was because she had 
seen too much of her own father’s weak- 
nesses. It was a good thing for the girl 
when Mr. Troy had killed himself. That 
had been pretty well hushed up, too. Most 
people didn’t know. 

Sipping his drink, Jeff considered the 
whole situation. He saw more than anyone 
would have guessed that a fat, dissipated- 
looking man could see. He fitted Neil Dun- 
can into the picture. That fellow seemed 
to have brains. He certainly had a big job, 
and everyone thought well of him. But 
tonight Duncan hadn’t seemed to know 
whether he was coming or going. It would 
be some time before he found out, if Candy 
kept working on him, Jeff decided. And, 
in strange contradiction, he said to him- 
self, “The poor, pretty kid,” meaning 
Candace. 

Two men, standing beside him at the 
jiggling train bar, were deep in an ex- 
change of philosophy. 

“Well, I believe most men want to do 
the right thing,” said one of them and, 
catching the fat stranger’s grin, asked, 
“Don’t you agree with me, sir?” 

“I’m already on record,” Jeff returned, 
and went to bed. 

All during the rest of the winter Jeff 
heard rumors about Candy now and then. 
They distilled into one sure fact, that the 
meeting with Neil Duncan on the train 
had been only a beginning. He was said 
to meet Candy in Chicago, which was easy 
enough, for she was living in one of its 
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suburbs, and he could find business to take 
him there every few weeks. How far things 
had gone, people could only guess; but 
Candy and Neil had been seen dining and 
dancing together, and of course there was 
plenty of time when they weren’t seen and 
so might be supposed to be together. 

But by summer the affair took more 
definite shape. Candy came back to her 
old home to spend a couple of months with 
her father. Fred Sudlow didn’t accompany 
her, and when he did come later, he stayed 
at the club. It was obvious that Candy had 
returned to be near Neil Duncan because 
that was what she wanted and so what 
she would have. She didn’t care in the 
least what people were saying. She didn’t 
care if they cut her. 

But Neil Duncan could get very grim 
at some deliberate ignoring of their mu- 
tual appearance. By himself he was al- 
ways welcomed. He was working hard and 
being praised already for the start he had 
made on what promised to be a magnifi- 
cent engineering feat. It was only begun; 
the job would take several years for com- 
pletion. But Neil was making headway. 
His brown face was now almost black from 
exposure, and he had an overspirited, ex- 
cited; tense look, especially when Candy 
was with him. 


F COURSE there were difficult situa- 

tions, for the Sudlows were a big fam- 
ily, and their friends were many, and in 
the average city there are only a certain 
number of places for summer recreations, 
which often have to be shared in spite of 
emotional mix-ups. But since that winter 
night when Neil had left Audrey Troy to 
hurry off to the train, he hadn’t seen her 
alone again. They saw each other at dis- 
tances, across the fruits and flowers of 
dinner tables, across greens on the golf 
course, across: waxed ballroom floors. He 
never looked for her, but he always knew 
when she was there. She didn’t tempt him. 
He wasn’t torn between her and Candy. 
It was Candy he wanted. Candy who could 
make him feel that even if it wasn’t all 
right that didn’t matter. 

As for Audrey, she took the whole thing 
very well. The only time her temper 
snapped was one day when someone, in 
a stupid attempt at consolation or compli- 
ment, said that Neil was sure to tire of 
Candace Sudlow. 

“What if he does?” asked Audrey. 
“What does it matter to me if he does?” 

She was looking very well that summer 
in spite of the way people were sure she 
must feel, and of course she had plenty 
of friends, both girls and men. She had 
even more admirers after she won the 
women’s city golf tournament. There were 
frequent pictures of her in the papers 
about that time, not posed, but just caught 
in action. She usually had her hair tied 
up in a bandanna, and it showed off her 
profile. It looked honest and forthright. 

There were other things to keep her 
busy. She was the first really young per- 
son to be put on the governor’s relief com- 
mission, which was quite a feather for the 
bandanna. She was coming from a meeting 
of that group on the day when she met 
Neil in the lobby of the Capitol Hotel. It 
was the first time they had seen each other 
alone. Both felt that they were almost em- 
barrassingly together and set off by them- 
selves, in spite of the several hundred 
other people in the lobby. But neither of 
them dodged. 

“You’re looking very well,” he said. 

“Thanks. How’s the job?” 

“It’s getting on. We’re beginning to build 
the breakwater.” 

“Are you that far along already?” she 
asked in surprise. 

He remembered having told her of his 
plans. There had been very good evenings 
when he had explained the project, glad 
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that she could understand, proud because 
she knew what he was up against, and 
wanting to increase the pride. 

“Td like to have you see it one of these 
days,” Neil told her. 

“Yes, I'll get someone to take me down 
to the waterfront.” 

Neil had been going to show her the 
whole thing himself. That had been the 
plan six months ago. But he realized that 
she wouldn’t want to be seen around with 
him now. She couldn’t humiliate herself 
like that. .. . He was waiting for Candy 
right now. And Candy was coming. She 
was crossing the lobby, and men were 
turning to look twice. Suddenly Neil Dun- 
can did not see his love coming, the girl 
who could make him believe that no other 
human relation mattered. He saw a woman 
on whom another man still had a decent 
and a legal claim, and with whom he was 
willing to cheat. 

He was sure that was what Audrey saw. 

“Hello, Audrey,” said Candy. “What are 
you doing to my fellow?” 

She was as casual as that. She was with- 
out embarrassment and certainly without 
jealousy. It was a beautiful day, and she 
was going to lunch with Neil, and after- 
ward they were going out in a speedboat. 
It was exactly what she wanted to do, and 
she was doing it. What could be better? 

‘Ym not doing anything to him,” an-_ 
swered Audrey. “I never have.” 

“Stay and have lunch with us,” offered 
Candy. 

But Audrey refused, and, as Neil told 
Candy after they were at the table to- 
gether, it was an outrageous suggestion. 

“Why?” Candy asked. “She has to eat.” 

“Not with us,” answered Neil gloomily. 

“What's wrong with us?” she ques- 
tioned, and there was an unusual defen- 
sive note in her voice. 

“Not a thing,” he said. “Not a thing in 
the world. We just lack conscience.” 

“Don’t say it as if you wanted a blemish 
like that,” protested Candy. “We’re going 
to have a good time, aren’t we? This 
lovely day?” 

He looked at her. It was up to him. “Yes, 
you are,” he promised. 


EFF BEACH hadn’t seen Candy in 

weeks. He had been interested in a new 
stock company which had come to the 
city, especially in one red-haired young 
actress who had a good deal to say for 
herself. Then Jeff’s old friend Dave Miller 
had died, and that gave Jeff quite a jolt. 
He’d gone to prep school with Miller 
more than thirty-five years before. 

Funerals make a man think:-and as Jeff, 
who was one of the honorary pallbearers, 
sat in the church, and saw the sorrowful, 
respectful crowd, he felt lonesome. It was 
all right to have some of the people he’d 
spent his time with lately surround hi 
when he was alive, but he didn’t like to 
think of them around him when he was 
dead. They wouldn’t be there anyway. In 
some ways it paid to be as respectable as 
Dave Miller and stay by the same woman 
for thirty years. 

He tried to rid himself of that unpleas- 
ant mood, but some of the loneliness clung. 
There was enough of it to make Jeff go 
to the big dance that was the high social 
point of the summer. It was always given 
at the Wakefield Country Club, and the 
debutantes were there, and their mothers 
and fathers and some of their grandfathers 
and younger brothers, and by eleven 
o’clock the party represented not only so- 
cial life but family life. It was a benefit 
dance and also a round-up. 

There, for the first time in more than 
a month, Jeff saw Candy. He noticed, too, 
that she was not with Fred Sudlow nor 
with Neil Duncan. The company about her 
was a little nondescript when Jeff went 
up to her. 
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“Well, young lady, you’re looking very 
beautiful,” he said, of course. 

“That’s nice for you. It doesn’t do me 
much good,” answered Candy. 

She meant, Jeff supposed, that she didn’t 
have the man she wanted. And she was 
beautiful. But in spite of that, there were 
plainer girls who were having a better 
time. It was as if there were a vacant space 
beside Candy all the time, no matter how 
many men talked to her or danced with 
her. 

Jeff paid his respects to a number of 
people. He rather enjoyed himself, though 
he didn’t intend to stay long. He wanted 
a cigar after a bit, and went outside to 
begin one, and there he saw one of the 
men who could fill the vacant place beside 
Candy if he wanted to. It was Neil Duncan, 
and he was talking to Audrey Troy. They 
were not making love; anyone could see 
that. But it looked like important con- 
versation to Jeff. 

It was important. Neil said: “You haven’t 
been down to see my work. I thought you 
were coming.” 

“lve thought things were going to hap- 
pen, too, but they didn’t,” Audrey parried. 

“What do you mean?” 

Audrey tore a page of frankness out of 
Candy’s book. “You know what I mean, 
don’t you?” 

; i suppose I do. Audrey, I’ve been a 
ool.” 

“You know best about that.” 

He said: “I suppose it’s too late, but I 
want you to know that I wish I had missed 
a train one night last winter. I wish I 
hadn’t left you until I told you how I felt 
about you then—and I do even more now. 
No matter what happens, you may as well 
know. It can’t harm you.” 

She opened and shut her hands. It some- 
how said the whole thing. “No. It doesn’t 
harm me. But it’s too late now.” 

“You think it is?” 

“Of course it is. Candy’s going to be 
divorced. Fred is going to divorce her. 
You know that. Everyone does. You have 
to marry her. You want to, don’t you?” 

“I want to marry you.” Neil was glad 
he had said it at last, because it was the 
truth. es 

“You can’t. There’s Candy. You've got 
to take care of her.” 

“Tf you say so,” Neil answered. 


He TOOK her back into the ballroom 
and they danced silently, as if it was 
something to share even the silence. 
Candy saw them. She was with another 
man, but as the couples passed she 
stopped. They all stopped. 

“My turn,” said Candy. 

She didn’t guess she wasn’t wanted. She 
didn’t dream of such a thing. Not in that 
first gesture of possession, which showed 
how close they had been, what protesta- 
tions he must have made, and what she 
expected of him. Audrey stepped back, 
but Neil’s face grew resistant. 

“We wanted to finish the dance, Candy,” 
he demurred. 

She looked surprised, and Audrey saw 
that Candy hardly noticed who else was 
there. 

“Fair exchange,” Audrey said lightly to 
ae other man, and took him off with 

er. 

Dancing with Candy, Neil was silent. 
But it was a moody silence, and finally 
he said: “Let’s skip it. Let’s go outside.” 

“Much more fun,” she agreed, and they 
went outdoors and he looked down upon 
the place in the garden where he had stood 
with Audrey and told her the truth. 

“Candy,” he asked, “how about this di- 


* 


* 


vorce of yours? When are we going to| 
be married?” 

“After a while. Fred’s a slow divorcer. 
He doesn’t like it much, but he thinks it’s 
his duty. Are you in a hurry?” 

Vegi 

“Why?” she asked, to hear the answer. 

It wasn’t the right one. “Because we 
want to be regular,” he said. 

“Do we? We have a very good time 
when we aren't.” 

EEN; oy 

She heard the dreariness. “You do want 
to marry me?” 

“Of course.” 

‘Why do you?” she repeated. 

“Because I ought to. You’ve been let in 
for a lot of gossip and a break-up with 
your husband.” 

“It?s not the best of reasons.” 

“It?s a good reason.” Almost uncon- 
sciously he added, “Audrey thinks I 
should.” 


He HEARD her breath go in, and real- 
ized what he’d said. But again the 
truth was told. 

“Audrey thinks you ought to marry 
me!” Candy laughed. “How on earth did 
I happen to become a duty? To marry me 
is your duty. Not your wish, not your 
delight—” 

“You know better,” he began to protest. 

“T do. All at once. You want to marry 
me for the very reasons why Fred wants 
to divorce me. Both of you reluctant! No, 
I wouldn’t do that. I couldn't.” 

“You must.” 

‘T won't,” she told him. She stared at 
him as if he looked different. She laughed 
unhappily, and the sound hurt him. “No, 
you needn’t marry me. I'll keep both you 
and Fred from doing your duty. Ill keep 
you from doing what you should and giv- 
ing up what you want.” 

“T only meant to tell you—” 

“You mean you don’t love me. It means 
you love Audrey.” 

She paused so he could deny it. 

He didn’t. “It isn’t a thing I can discuss,” 
he told her. 

Candy said: “Go find Audrey. Marry her. 
Not because it’s your duty but because 
you love her. Tell her I said it was the 





only good reason for anything.” 

Jeff Beach saw Candy come down to- 
ward the door, all by herself. It looked 
as if she were leaving the party, for she 
was wearing a bright wrap. But there was 
no one with her, and she was hurrying. 
A couple of men looked after her but 
didn’t follow. It wasn’t that kind of party, 
and they all had responsibilities. 

So Jeff stepped up and took care of her. 
“Going home?” 

“Yes. It’s no fun here.” 

“Aren’t you having a good time?” 

“T shall have one,” she said, as if she 
promised it to herself, and Jeff knew that 
there must have been some trouble. 

Poor pretty child, he thought, as he had 
thought of her before. She had better go 
home while she had a home. For Jeff knew 
that underneath all its bluff it was a strict 





world, and pretty hard in the end on the 
people who wouldn’t obey the rules. He 
knew that a girl like this, for all her good 
times, would have a hard time. For she 
wouldn’t make men do the right thing, 
and that was what they wanted to do, in 
the long run. 

“Sometimes,” he ventured, guessing at 
what had happened, “the things that seem 
hard are the best for us.” 

She could laugh even now. “So you’ve 
turned out to be a puritan, too! I guess 
most men are.” 
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and CLOTHING 


Ir’s ALL So Easy—your materials are 
picked up at your door at our Expense, 
by Express or Freight—and a week later you 
receive [at sensational savings] colorful, 
modern, deep-textured BrRoapLooM Ru6Gs, 
woven SEAMLEss and Reversible for 
DovusLe WEAR and Luxury, in Any Width 
up to 16 feet by Any Length. 


OLSON RUGS 


—have won the praise of editors and women 
everywhere. Write for 66-page Catalog of 
rugs, model rooms, decorating ideas. Shows 
how we shred, merge and reclaim valuable 
materials in old carpets, rugs, and wool 
clothing—sterilize, picker, card, comb, re- 
spin, redye and reweave into Your Choice 
of 66 lovely Early American, Oriental, Mod- 
ern Texture and Leaf designs or solid colors, 
two-tone and Homespun effects. 
You Risk Nothing by a Trial | 

We GUARANTEE to satisfy or pay for ma- 
terials. Our 65th year. We have no agents, 


Mail Coupon or 1c Postal for 


FREE BOOK 


in Full Colors 


ASO SESE ESTEE SOSH SHSEE ESE EE 


OLSON RUG CO.: 
Chicago New York S.Fr'isco’ 
2800 N. Crawford Ave. . 
Dept. G-80, Chicago, Il. : 








Gentlemen: Mail new free catalog to:* 
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Follow this Diet Outline* 
and see if your own 
outline doesn’t improve 


These Diet Meals give about 
1500 calories a day—the re- 
ducing allowance of the aver- 
age person, moderately active, 
whose ideal weight would be 
150 lIbs., but who is 10 to 20 
Ibs. overweight. For more 
extreme overweight, consult 
your doctor about reducing. 


BREAKFAST 
1 glass fruit juice 
Small serving of lean meat or 
fish—or 2 eggs 
2 SLICES of BREADor TOAST 
% square butter—14" thick 
Clear coffee— 
1 level teaspoon sugar 


LUNCH 
Average serving broiled 
halibut 
Tomato and lettuce salad— 
1 tablespoon mayonnaise 
2 SLICES BREAD 


Clear tea or coffee— 
1 level teaspoon sugar 


DINNER 


Beefsteak—14 pound 

% cup mashed squash 

1 average serving broccoli 

Salad: Lettuce— 
peach halves (2)— 
cottage cheese (2 table- 
spoons) 

2 SLICES BREAD 

1 glass milk—'% pint 


*Make sure, of course, that your ovefe 
weight is not caused by a condition that 
requires medical treatment. 
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Slenderness can 


2Won Safely 


Bread —in this safe reducing diet —helps 
to burn up the fat you are losing... protects 


vital tissues... 


ie revealing summer fash- 
ions demand alluring figures. 
Everyone wants to be slim, trim, 
attractive. 


But, if you are reducing, take 
care not to rob your body of the 
fuel food it needs. Many reducing 
diets cut down too much on fuel 
foods. Then the fat that you lose 
is not burned up properly ...a 
harmful residue is left in the sys- 
tem, often causing fatigue, irrita- 
bility and lowered resistance. 


Avoid these dangers. Follow the 
Bread Diet. In this diet, bread helps 
to burn up more completely the fat 
you are losing, leaving no harmful 
residue. 


In addition, bread is a valuable 
source of food energy and of 
muscle-building protein. 
Actually, we get more protein 
in the form of bread and other 
wheat products than from any 
other class of food. 


So, if you’re reducing, don’t 















Buy Bakers’ Bread 


With his trained skill and 
scientific equipment, the 
modern baker makes bread 
that delights the critical 
taste—made of pure, nour- 
ishing ingredients, baked 
to perfection in scientifi- 
cally controlled ovens. 


Copyriht, 1939, by Standard?Brands"Incorporated 

































maintains energy 


think you have to give up bread. By 
following the safe, easy Bread Diet, 
you can enjoy two slices with every 
meal—and lose weight! 
The Bread Diet is not a fad. It is 
a scientific, well-balanced diet based 
on years of research in leading uni- 
versities and laboratories. It pro- 
vides delicious meals that require 
no special cooking... and a wide 
variety that supplies the food ele- 
ments the body needs. You scarcely 
miss the food that causes extra 
weight, because each meal in the 
Bread Diet is a treat! You feel splen- 
didly energetic while you reduce, 
instead of weak, tired and irritable. 
Try this safe way to reduce excess 
weight. Follow the Bread Diet— 
and enjoy six slices of delicious 
bread every day. 
BOOK— 


R E COMPLETE 


BREAD-DIET GUIDE 


Tells what you should weigh for your 
age and height—how to reach your 
ideal weight. Complete Bread-Diet 
menus for a whole week. 


20-PAGE 


American Institute of Baking, Dept. G-6. 
9 Rockefeller Plaza, New York City 
Please send my free copy of “The Right Way to Right W eight” 
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EAR MOTHERS OF THE 
HEALTH AND HApPPI- 
NESS CLUB: 

Judging from the 
questions. we receive, 
many parents do not 

entirely appreciate what a 
necessary food milk is for ba- 
bies and for children during 
their whole growth period. 

Milk in adequate quantity 
supplies the nourishment 
which an infant’s body needs to sus- 
tain life and provide for growth and 
development. We believe that it is 
best for a child to be breast-fed for 
from. three to five months or longer, 
even though the mother must sup- 
plement her milk with a formula. But 
when there is less than one ounce 
of breast milk at each feeding or 
when for physical reasons.a mother 
must stop the nursing, babies can be 
kept healthy if given some other form 
of milk. 

Milk is an important food, some- 
times called the perfect food. It con- 
tains each type of nutriment—protein, 
fat, and carbohydrate. Milk is a fine 
source of vitamins A, B, and G. An 
energy-producing food, it contains 20 
calories of food value to each ounce. 
It is rich in minerals, especially in cal- 
cium and phosphorus, which are nec- 
essary for bone growth and tooth de- 
velopment. Calcium also helps main- 
tain muscle tone, normal heart action, 


QD 


PuciereeR by Ruth Nichols 


UR BABY NEEDS 


By DR. JOSEPHINE H. KENYON 
Director of the Health and Happiness Club 


and proper circulation, and aids in 
keeping the blood in good condition. 

Vitamin D and perhaps other vita- 
mins must be available, however, 
before the calcium and phosphorus 
can be utilized. In many places you 
can buy milk which contains vitamin 
D, especially needed during the 
child’s first three years because it 
is the rickets-preventing vitamin. 
You can give D in the form of cod- 
liver, haliver, percomorph, or other 
fish oils. It is necessary to supplement 
the diet with these or some other 
form of vitamin D, which is not found 
in sufficient quantities in ordinary 
foods. Most children take it through 
the pre-school period. In summer the 
sun’s rays on the skin liberate vita- 
min D for the body’s use, and there- 
fore less of this vitamin may be 
needed during the warm months. 

In fresh milk there is an uncertain 
and varying quantity of vitamin C, 
the scurvy-preventing vitamin. As it 





is easily destroyed by any 
heating process, it is not found 
in pasteurized or boiled milk. 
An infant should have vita- 
min C in some form from 
birth if fed with cow’s milk, 
and from the first few weeks 
if breast-fed. Vitamin C is 
found in the juice of oranges, 
tomatoes, and other fruit; or 
it can be given in tablet form, 
each tablet of 25 milligrams 
being equivalent in potency to about 
1% ounces of fresh orange juice. We 
estimate that a child needs two 
ounces of fresh orange juice or its 
equivalent for every pint of milk 
in the daily formula. 

There is little iron and copper in 
milk; therefore, from the third or 
fourth month on, give the baby foods 
rich in iron to prevent anemia. Such 
foods include egg yolk, vegetable 
purees, liver soup, certain cereals 
and fruits. There is actually no one 
perfect food, but milk comes the 
nearest to it. 

Suppose a mother has no breast 
milk. If her baby is healthy, the phy- 
sician may advise a formula made 
from fresh or canned cows’ milk. 
Canned evaporated milk is widely 
used because it is a sterile food, easily 
digested. Goats’: milk, canned or 
fresh, may be used if available. It is 
often well taken when the child is 
sensitive (Continued on page 189) 


Tommy’s life is one big Success Story! 


CHAPTER 1. THE FIRST YEAR: 


“Baby specialists approve of Clapp’s,” says 
Tommy Malek’s mother. “Did you know that 
Clapp’s is the only large company that makes 
nothing but baby foods? Clapp’s has been mak- 
ing them longer, too—18 years. 

“They’ve always worked with doctors. Each 


Clapp’s food has a texture suggested by doctors 
to suit babies best. They surely suited Tommy!...” 





11 MONTHS 


“The way that baby grew! My neighbors 
couldn’t get over it. There was one time when 
he tripled his weight in 5 months. Yet he was 
solid, too—strong as a baby bear. 


“You knew to look at him that he was getting 
plenty of vitamins and minerals in his Clapp’s 
Foods. And appetite!...his dish would be empty 
almost as soon as it was filled!” 


CLAPP’S STRAINED FOODS 


cen 


ay 


STRAINED § 
FOODS | 


17 VARIETIES 


Every food requested and approved 
by doctors. Pressure-cooked, smoothly 
strained but not too liquid—a real ad- 
vance over the bottle. The Clapp Com- 
pany—first to make baby foods—has 
had 18 years’ experience in this field. 
Soups -—Vegetable Soup » Beef Broth 


Liver Soup e Unstrained Baby Soup 
Strained Beef with Vegetables 


Vegetables —Tomatoes » Asparagus 
Spinach e Peas « Beets * Carrots » Green 
Beans ¢ Mixed Greens 


Fruits—Apricots « Prunes e Apple Sauce 
Cereal — Baby Cereal 


CHAPTER 2. RUNABOUT YEARS: CLAPP’S CHOPPED FOODS 


18 MONTHS 


“Food dislikes? Not a one! Babies often do 
get the stubbornest notions when the time comes 
for coarser foods. But Tommy slid onto his new 
Clapp’s Chopped Foods like a charm. 


“No lumps or stems, you see—these foods are 
evenly cut, though coarse, just as doctors advise 
for toddlers. And since they had the same good 
flavors as Clapp’s Strained Foods, they made 
the same big hit!” 


@SCLAPP’S BABY FOODS 





“J big menu and well-planned— that’s an- 
other reason why Tommy eats and grows so well 
on Clapp’s. He has 11 kinds of Chopped Foods, 
including those hearty new Junior Dinners that 
combine meat, vegetables, and cereals. 


“We're a family of Clapp’s fans—now baby 
sister’s getting Strained Foods. I tell other 
mothers, ‘If you want your baby to have the 
best, it’s worth while insisting on Clapp’s!’” 





Clapps 


Fesads for Youre Chilo 


_ CHOPPED 
FOODS | 


11 VARIETIES 


More coarsely divided foods for chil- 
dren who have outgrown Strained 
Foods. Uniformly chopped and sea- 
soned, according to the advice of child 
specialists. Made by the pioneer com- 
pany in baby foods, the only one which 
specializes exclusively in foods for ba- 
bies and young children. 


Soups —Vegetable Soup 


Junior Dinners — Beef with Vege- 
tables » Lamb with Vegetables ¢ Liver 
with Vegetables . 


Vegetables — Carrots * Spinach 
Beets e Green Beans ¢ Mixed Greens 


Fruits — Apple Sauce * Prunes 


Free Booklets—Send for valuable 
information on the feeding of babies 
and young children. Write to Harold 
H. Clapp, Inc.,777 Mount Read Blvd., 
Rochester, N. Y. 





STRAINED FOR BABIES....CHOPPED FOR YOUNG CHILDREN 
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.-sT HAT THE CONSTITUTION SAYS 
VICE PRESIDENT SHALL BECOME 


PRESIDENT ON LATTERS DEATH 2 


a 


: ( 
_..THAT SHAVING OR TWEEZING 
HAIRS THICKENS THE GROWTH 
WHICH FOLLOWS 2 


Every controlled laboratory experiment has proved that 
neither thickness nor rate.of growth is affected by shaving, 
cutting, or tweezing. 





Not true. Constitution merely provides that duties of the office 
“devolve on the Vice President.’ But on Harrison's death, 
Tyler set precedent by insisting on being sworn as President. 








THAT A PERSON FALLING FROM 
A GREAT HEIGHT IS DEAD BEFORE 
REACHING THE GROUND ” 


THAT THERE 
ACTUALLY IS A 
BRUSH WHICH 
WILL REACH 

AND CLEAN THE 
BACK TEETH ? 





Not true. U. S. Army Air Corps has proved in a series of 
unopened-parachute jumps that maximum falling speed, 
reached in || seconds or 1200 feet, is only 118 miles an hour, 


molars and enables this 
HINK of your molars (back teeth) 
when you buy a tooth brush, be- 
cause almost any tooth brush will clean 
the front teeth satisfactorily. 


in the mouth equally well. 
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The scientific shape of the Pro-phy- 
lac-tic Tooth Brush, p/us the famous 
tuft on the end, make it easy to reach 
and clean the molars. In addition, 
Pro-phy-lac-tic bristle is kind to your 
gums. It is all genuine bristle . . . not 
synthetic or imitation . . . nothing but 
Nature’s own, genuine bristle. 


If you like a brush of medium size, 
ask for the ADULT Regular. Small- 
brush users should ask for the ADULT 
Small-Type. Either is 50¢. Guaran- 
teed to satisfy or your money back. 


Look for 
the rep and 
YELLOW box 


PRO-PHY-LAC-TIC BRUSH CoO., Florence, Mass. 


Pro-piy- 
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TOOTH 
BRUSH 





U 
& YES! The tuft 


reaches and cleans the 


brush to clean every tooth 





The Conquest of Pain 


(Continued from page 45) 
painlessly into the world. Victoria insisted 
on chloroform in her next confinement, 
and Simpson’s triumph was belatedly ac- 
complished. In 1866 the Queen paid off 
her obligation by transforming plain Dr. 
Simpson, son of a baker, into Sir James 
Young Simpson, baronet. 

In Europe chloroform is still used more 
extensively than ether. It is more power- 
ful, and it does not produce the post- 
operative nausea so common in ether 
anesthesia. But a public investigation of 
sudden deaths occurring after the admin- 
istration of chloroform revealed that there 
are a few patients who suffer a delayed 
and often fatal poisoning from chloroform. 
For that reason it is not now generally 
administered in America. 

Nitrous oxide, the gas in which Davy 
saw anesthetic possibilities, was neglected 
for many years after the medical pro- 
fession accepted ether and chloroform. 
Laughing gas was odorless, and there were 
no unhappy aftereffects, but physicians 
had no faith in it. There was a reason: 
two years before Morton introduced ether 
at the Massachusetts General Hospital, a 
one-time partner of his, Horace Wells, 
had attempted to extract a tooth under 
nitrous oxide before the faculty of Har- 
vard College. Wells did not know enough 
about his gas to regulate the dosage prop- 
erly, and complete anesthesia was not 
obtained. The demonstration was a dismal 
failure, and Wells was mobbed by the 
medical students. 

This incident discouraged researchers, 
but eventually nitrous oxide came into its 
own. Actually its only disadvantage was 
that the effect was short-lived and tran- 
sient. A Chicago surgeon, E. Willys An- 
drews, developed a method of mixing 
oxygen with nitrous oxide and thus pro- 
longing the period of unconsciousness. In 
1880 a great Russian gynecologist utilized 
it to mask the final pangs of childbirth, 
and soon it partly replaced ether and 
chloroform not only in midwifery but in 
minor surgery. 


Cee anesthesia has progressed in 
technique, but in America today ether, 
chloroform, and nitrous oxide still hold 
their own against a thousand new prod- 
ucts of the laboratories. Acetylene, narcy- 
lene, propylene, cyclopropane—these are 
only a few of the products which the 
chemists have advanced. But ethylene, the 
gas sponsored by the sleeping carnations, 
is the only brand-new inhalatory anes- 
thesia which has made for itself any con- 
siderable place in the operating rooms 
of our major hospitals. 

The modern anesthetist, as a matter of 
fact, believes in a variety of pain-killers. 
Before the patient is brought to the oper- 
ating room, his fears and excitements have 
been calmed by a chemical narcosis. Per- - 
haps he has had an injection of morphine. - 
On the operating table he first inhales 
odorless nitrous oxide, and, when sleep 
has been induced, ether is administered. 
Or it may be that in his own room he has 
had an enema containing avertin (dis- 
covered twenty years ago by Eichholz) 
which will put him into such sound slum- 
ber that he will recall neither the trip to 
the operating room nor the administration 
of the inhalatory~ anesthetic. 

These are the animal comforts that we 
all take as our due. We have no conception 
of the personal heroism which has made 
it possible for us to undergo a grave oper= 
ation without pain. For the early experi- 
menters in chemistry were heroes indeed. 
Wandering through a strange and forbid-~ 
den land, they tried their potions upon 
themselves. When Humphry Davy in- 
haled nitrous oxide, the scientific authori- 


ties of his time believed that nitrous oxide 
was a fatal poison. Davy took a chance. 
So did Priestley and Morton and Simpson. 
And so did Friedrich Wilhelm Sertiirner, 
the discoverer of one of medicine’s great- 
est agents in the alleviation of suffer- 
ing—morphine. 

Sertiirner, like Davy, was a humble 
pharmacist’s assistant. In his time there 
were only two well-known drugs that 
would numb the nerve centers. One was 
alcohol, the other opium. The stupor of 
alcohol was not powerful enough to bring 
relief when pain was intense. Opium was 
effective, but it was so untrustworthy in 
its action that the physicians had almost 
abandoned it as a pain-killer. The bitter 
dried juice of the poppy would effect no 
narcosis at all upon one patient—and kill 
another. 

Sertiirner had neither a scientific edu- 
cation nor adequate scientific equipment. 
But he was endowed with a divine curi- 
osity and a conviction that if the active 
principle of opium could be isolated, it 
would be possible to administer it safely. 
He treated crude opium with distilled 
water, with alcohol, working at night 
when the day’s pill-mixing was done. One 
evening he poured liquid ammonia over 
crude brown opium, and amazing white 
crystals appeared. He sluiced alcohol and 
sulphuric acid over them, and the result 
was morphine, chemistry’s first alkaloid. 


ERTURNER isolated morphine in 1803. 

For fourteen years he continued his re- 
searches without making public his dis- 
covery. He had to find out what was a 
safe dose. First he tried his white powder 
on rats and dogs, next on himself, and 
finally on his friends. One night Serturner 
and three young friends each took one and 
a half grains of morphine—twice as much 
as is now considered a maximum dose. 
Without knowing it, they had a nodding 
acquaintance with death. They awakened 
from drugged slumber with nausea and 
headache, and Sertiirner realized that the 
size of the potion had been an error! 

His friends refused to risk their lives 
further in the interests of morphine, but 
Sertiirner continued to risk his own until 
he knew all there was to know about 
the drug. Finally he published the results 
of his researches, naming his white pow- 
der morphium for Morpheus, the Greek 
god of dreams. The important thing about 
morphium, or morphine, was that the dos- 
age could be scientifically determined and 
controlled. 

A French physician, Charles Gabriel 
Pravaz, made Sertiirner’s work invaluable 
to the modern world. Pravaz, for a num- 
ber of years head of an institution for the 
aged, sought to assuage with morphine 
the pain of those suffering from incurable 
maladies. There was one grave drawback. 
Morphine could be given only by mouth, 
and many stomachs would not tolerate it. 
Pravaz puzzled over how morphine might 
be injected directly in the bloodstream, 
and, in 1853, produced the hypodermic 
syringe. The combination of morphine and 
the needle endowed doctors with another 
miracle. In a few moments they could end 
agony and substitute sleep. Even death 
was robbed of some of its terrors, for in 
cases where death was inevitable the 
mercy needle made a painless bridge be- 
tween one world and another. 

The hypodermic syringe and the hollow 
needle made possible local anesthesia. 
There are many kinds of minor surgery 
where complete unconsciousness is neither 
convenient nor expeditious. As a result, 
medicine has developed anesthetics which 
produce insensibility to pain in one local~- 
ized area and permit the major functions 
of the body to proceed without bother or 
interruption. 

Many early people achieved a primitive 








Look at Lovely Mrs. John H. Frye, Jr., of New York 


Beauty is a flower—make it 


- blossom in 


I wouldn’t know where to turn for a com- 
plexion soap if I didn’t have Camay. I love its 
fragrant lather, And Camay’s gentle cleans- 
ing always seems to freshen up my skin! 

(Signed) VIRGINIA FRYE 
(Mrs. John H. Frye, Jr.) 


New York, N. Y. 
April 20, 1939 


lines GIRL has possibilities for charm 
...a chance to win romance! Don’t 
miss yours! Listen to Mrs. Frye’s advice. 


e Like Mrs. Ernest Bockhorst, of Louisville, Ky., | [gee"Sa°™ 
bride after lovely bride will tell you, “Camay’s 


gentle cleansing helps keep skin lovely.” 
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Your Skin! 


“Your skin has a natural loveliness,” she 
says, “so help bring it out with Camay!” 
You'll find Camay’s creamy lather is so 
caressingly mild—its cleansing so wonder- 
fully thorough! 

You'll like Camay—for your complex- 
ion, and to make your bath a daily beauty 
treatment, too! Wouldn’t you like to help 
keep back and shoulders soft and smooth 
as your face? Then get three cakes of in- 
expensive Camay today—use it reg- 
ularly. Let Camay help you to dain- 
tiness, to all-over loveliness! 





THE SOAP OF 
BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 
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MUTT AND JEFF —by Bud Fisher 


= 1 AND DONT COME BACK TILL YOU es! 
\ GET OVER THAT GROUCH! 
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“'WHASSA MATTER, mutT? GZ 
Ts! 
U LOOK ALL OUT OF SOR 


a 


IT'S MY OLD TROUBLE, JEFF! 

\T COMES BACK NO MATTER 

HOW MANY CATHARTICS I 

TAKE. AND I'M NOT EASY 
TO LIVE WITH! 


KEEP REGULAR WITH 
KELLOGG'S ALL-BRAN? 


YoU MEAN A 
BREAKFAST CEREAL 
MIGHT HELP? 

GOSH! 









pat CANS BELIEVE MY 
oY EYES! MUTT'S CERTAINLY 
JOINED THE 

z“ REGULARS 
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Is there really a better way to correct constipation than fo 
. . . . . ¥, 
2 just bearing it first and trying to cure it after- | Mllogys 


ward? There is, if it’s the common kind that’s due 
to lack of “bulk” in the diet. The better way is to ALLOA : 









get at the cause and prevent the trouble—with that crisp 
breakfast cereal, Kellogg’s All-Bran. For All-Bran sup- a 
plies just the “bulk” you need. Eat it every day, drink | —Aakative a 
plenty of water, and see if the world isn’t brighter! | ee 


All-Bran is made by Kellogg’s in Battle Creek. 


Join the “Regulars with 
KELLOGG’S ALL-BRAN 


86 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


kind of local anesthesia by using pressure 
on a nerve trunk. A simple example of 
this: if you toss one leg across the other, 
your foot goes to sleep. During the eight- 
eenth century a physician named James 
Moore performed amputations after numb- 
ing legs by compression of nerves in the 
thigh. Often, however, the pressure nec- 
essary caused almost as much pain as 
the operation itself. Cold was another 
rude anesthetic. Nerve endings could be 
numbed by applications of ice and snow. 
Baron Larry used this method in operat- 
ing on soldiers during Napoleon’s retreat 
from Moscow. 

The real story of local anesthetics, how- 
ever, begins with the discovery of cocaine. 
About 1850 a German world traveler 
brought back from South America coca 
erythroxylon plants. He had noticed, as 
had Pizzaro’s company three hundred 
years earlier, that the Peruvian Indians 
chewed the leaves of the plant to deaden 
the sensations of fatigue and hunger. Med- 
icine men chewed the bitter-tasting leaves 
and applied their medicinal spittle to the 
surface of painful wounds. In Germany 
Gadeke and Niemann were able to isolate 
the narcotic principle of the leaves. Nie- 
mann named the alkaloid cocaine. 


Now Freud, father of psychoanalysis, 
entered the picture. He was attempt- 
ing to cure a brilliant young scientist of 
the opium habit. All ordinary methods of 
treatment had been unsuccessful. Cocaine 
was still—the year was 1884—little known. 
Various people had speculated on its pos- 
sible use in surgery, and a few doctors 
had suggested that it might be a remedy 
for opium and morphine addiction. Freud 
asked Carl Koller, a surgeon at a Vienna 
hospital, to assist him in studying cocaine’s 
physiological effects. 

As a cure for opium addiction cocaine 
was and is a complete failure; it merely 
substitutes one addiction for another. But 
Freud and Koller went ahead with their 
experiments, using their own bodies as a 
proving ground. They found first that co- 
caine taken by mouth numbed the gusta- 
tory nerves, and that, locally applied, it 
paralyzed nerves in the immediate vicinity 
without any marked effect on the nervous 
system as a whole. It seemed to Freud 
that it would be trustworthy as a local 
anesthetic. 

Koller specialized in operations on the 
eye. He tried a few drops of cocaine solu- 
tion in the eye of a frog and found he 
could operate painlessly. He benumbed 
the eye of a guinea pig, then his own eye, 
and finally the eyes of his hospital asso- 
ciates. Next he utilized cocaine for surgery 
on the eye of a patient and was completely 
successful. Finally, using the hypodermic 
syringe, he injected cocaine beneath the 
skin to produce local insensibility. 

A few years of use disclosed the fact 
that cocaine was immensely valuable, but 
also dangerous. In some patients it induced 
a type of poisoning; it was decidedly toxic. 
The principal danger, however, was that 
it was habit-forming. The Peruvians had 
known that for generations; they called 
the coca plant the tree of hell, because 
continued use led to mental and physical 
degeneration. 

Synthetic chemistry came to the rescue. 
Fifty or sixty years ago most useful drugs 
were derived from natural sources—mor- 
phine from the poppy, quinine from the 
bark of the cinchona tree, digitalis from 
fox-glove. But when chemists analyzed 
the properties of these drugs, they were 
able to manufacture them in their labora- 
tories. The next step was important: the 
chemists decided that by shifting around 
the molecular structure of certain drugs 
they would be able to preserve remedial 
effects and eliminate the others. 

Cocaine offered the outstanding chal- 


lenge. It had a complex chemical struc- 
ture which was finally broken down by 
the work of a number of brilliant men. 
They created a series of sisters and cousins 
to cocaine which were not habit-forming. 


Eucaine was the first, then stovaine and | 


alypin. Finally, in 1905, two Germans, Al- 


fred Einhorn and H. Braun, discovered | 


novocaine. 


The importance of the discovery of | 


novocaine can hardly be overestimated. 
It is the keystone upon which modern 
painless dentistry rests. With one stroke 
Einhorn and Braun ended the age-old 
horror of the dentist’s forceps, made the 
lives of millions more comfortable. Novo- 
caine had these advantages over cocaine: 
it was less toxic, was stable in solution, 
cheaper to manufacture, not habit-form- 


ing. 

Shortly after Einhorn and Braun gave 
it to the world novocaine was accepted by 
doctors and dentists everywhere as prefer- 
able to cocaine for injection. At the time 
of the World War the National Research 
Council publicly announced that it was 
one of America’s three indispensable 
drugs. 

The story of chemical discovery is full 
of romantic coincidences—if coincidences 
they are. For instance, research proceeded 
simultaneously at the turn of the century 
on products in two widely separated fields. 
Braun worked on local anesthesia in Mu- 
nich; in America Abel, Takamine, and 
Aldrich were able to isolate epinephrine 
(or adrenalin) from the suprarenal glands 
of animals. Each of these drugs was to in- 
crease the usefulness of the other. 


ie development of epinephrine was 
the factor which made novocaine prac- 
tically the equal of cocaine in the power of 
its anesthesia. When injected, epinephrine 
constricts the blood vessels in the imme- 
diate vicinity of the puncture. When 
epinephrine was added to novocaine, the 
bloodstream no longer carried off and dif- 
fused the injected substance with such 
maddening efficiency. As a result the du- 
ration of the anesthesia was.not only in- 
creased but bleeding and toxicity were 
decreased. 

Novocaine, however, was not a perfect 
drug. It was effective by injection, but al- 
most completely ineffective when applied 
to the surface of a mucous membrane. So 
for years physicians continued to use co- 
caine in eye and nose surgery. 

During the World War American chem- 
ists developed, as by-products of the man- 
ufacture of explosives, a number of new 
alcohols. One of them was butyl alcohol. 
Another alcohol, trimethylene glycol, was 
already available as a by-product of the 
soap industry. These and other interme- 
diates provided fresh working ground for 
the chemists who wanted to oust cocaine 
from the medical kit. 

The result was the discovery in 1920, by 
Dr. E. H. Volwiler and Professor Roger 
Adams, of butyn. This substance, closely 
related in structure to novocaine, is more 
effective for eye surgery than cocaine and, 
in addition, is free of certain of cocaine’s 
drawbacks, such as dilation of the pupi 


and the drying of the cornea. Very re-) 


cently two physicians, A. S. Loevenhart 
and H. L. Schmitz, have produced another 
well-recommended local anesthetic, iso- 
caine, which is reported to combine the 
virtues of novocaine for hypodermic in- 
jection and the virtues of cocaine for sur- 
gery of the eye. 

During the last twenty years American 
commercial drug manufacturers have of- 
fered to the medical profession literally 
hundreds of new types of local anesthetics. 
Some of these have found a distinct field 


of usefulness in general medicine rather | 


than in surgery; they are designed to allay 





minor discomforts. Of particular interest , 


“4 well-balanced diet, 
Mrs. Pierce, contains 
the elements needed 


for health.” 


Do you know 


Even though your grocer does not 
label the various vitamins on the food 
he sells, you can be sure of getting 
most of them by remembering. this 
simple rule— 


Give your famiiy a well- 
balanced diet including 
milk and other dairy 
products, vegetables and 
fruits, meats and cereals. 


Some sources of VITAMINS 


VITAMIN A promotes growth and health 
generally, and is essential to skin, hair, teeth, 
eyes and mucous membrane, such as the 
lining of the respiratory and digestive sys- 
tems. Found in such foods as milk, butter, 
eggs, liver, green and yellow vegetables, and 
fish liver oils. 


VITAMIN B (B1)—necessary for proper 
functioning of digestive and nervous sys- 
tems and for growth. Essential to nursing 
mothers. Contained in foods such as whole 
grains, dried peas and beans, milk, eggs, 
yeast, liver, kidney, leafy and other green 
vegetables. 

VITAMIN C—essential to growth and to 
nursing mothers. Strengthens body tissues, 
especially blood vessels, teeth and bones. 


Present in such foods as fruits and raw vege- 
tables, particularly citrus fruits and toma— 
toes. 


VITAMIN D enables the body to build and 
repair bones and teeth; prevents rickets. 
Developed in the body by exposure to sun- 
light. Fish liver oils, salmon, egg yolk, but- 
ter, and milk enriched with Vitamin D are 
among the food sources. 


VITAMIN G (B2)—essential to health at all 
ages and helpful in promoting the growth 
of children. A liberal supply of Vitamin G 
is found in foods such as milk, meats (liver, 
kidney, heart, lean beef, pork and lamb), 
leafy vegetables, fish, peas, beans, peanuts, 
soy beans, eggs, wheat germ, yeast, and 
whole grains. Nicotinic acid, a substance 
closely associated with Vitamin G in many 
foods, prevents and cures pellagra. 





METROPOLITAN LIFE 


FREDERICK H. ECKER, Chairman of the Board 


| VITAMINS 
IN 
MEATS 





your vitamins ? 


Milk in all its forms, vegetables and 
fruits are called “Protective Foods,” 
necessary to maintain health and build 
resistance to disease. Because they are 
rich in important vitamins and min- 
eral salts every meal should include 
them. More ‘Protective Foods” in 
your refrigerator may mean fewer 
additions to your medicine cabinet. 
A day’s meals for a healthy person 
should also include protein to build 
sturdy muscles—meat, fish and poul- 
try in particular; and for energy, 
moderate servings of carbohydrates 
and fats—sugar, bread, cereals and 
sweet foods, butter and other fats. 
Every child should have a quart of 
milk a day, every adult a pint—as a 
beverage or in cooking. Regular eat- 
ing habits are especially important 
for growing children. 

The values of foods are described in 
the Metropolitan booklet “The sic 
Family Food Supply.” It tells 
how to plan appetizing meals 
that will help keep your family 
healthy; what to buy and why; 
and how to save money on your 
food bills. A post card, or the 
coupon, will bring you a free 
copy. 

Plan to visit The Metropolitan’s Exhibits at 
THE NEW YORK WORLD'S FAIR and 


THE GOLDEN GATE INTERNATIONAL 
EXPOSITION IN SAN FRANCISCO. 





METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE 

COMPANY Dept. 6389-G 

1 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
Please send me, without obligation. 

your booklet ‘‘The Family Food 

Supply.” 


Name— 


AtraeL—— 





INSURANCE COMPANY 


LEROY A. LINCOLN, President 


ONE MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y. 


Copyright, 1939, by Metropolitan Life Insurance Company 


N 


June 1939 Good Housekeeping 


HOME 
FOR DINNER? | 
YOU BET / 





HOT DAN'S TIPS FOR 
HAPPY MEALTIMES 















HOT DAN’S FAMOUS SALAD DRESSING 
4 tbs. FRENCH’S MUSTARD 
2 tbs. evaporated milk + 2 tbs. sugar 
2tbs. vinegar + pinch of salt 
Beat until light and fluffy 


TOASTED DEVILED HAMBURGERS 


1 Ib. chuck steak, 
ground 

% c. chili sauce 

2 tsp. French’s 
Mustard 

14 tsp. bottled 


horse-radish 


1 tsp. minced onion 
114 tsp. French’s Wor- 
cestershire Sauce 

1 tsp. salt 
Speck pepper 
8 slices white bread 


Combine all ingredients! but the bread. 
Trim crusts from the bread, cut slices in 
halves or thirds, and arrange on broiler rack 
about 1'4” to 2“ below the heat; toast on one 
side. Spread the untoasted side of each slice 
with hamburger mix- 
ture. Return to broiler, 
broil 8 min. Serves 8. ¢ 
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are the water-insoluble anesthetics. They 
are used in various forms, in dusting pow- 
ders and ointments for the relief of pain 
in denuded skin areas, in sprays and gar- 
gles for the throat and nose; there are 
even compounds which may be taken in- 
ternally for temporary alleviation of the 
pain of gastric ulcer. 

The first of the water-insolubles was 
anesthesin. It was a good many years be- 
fore the value of the compound was gen- 
erally recognized, but today tons of it 
are used in American hospitals and dis- 
pensaries. Orthoform is a similar product. 
Volwiler and Adams, discoverers of butyn, 
entered the field of the water-insolubles 
with butesin, which is supposedly four 
times more effective than anesthesin. And 
the advance continues. Today there are 
compounds which are both anesthetic and 
antiseptic. One of them is butesin picrate, 
widely used in the treatment of burns. 


ABS chemists have displaced cocaine in 
the field of local anesthesia, and they 
have worked valiantly to displace mor- 
phine in the field of general medicine as a 
pain-killer and sleep-producer. To a cer- 
tain extent they have been successful. 
Such analgesics, or pain-killers, as aspirin, 
acetanelid, and pyramidon are now avail- 
able.. They are effective, it should be 
added, only when pain is not too severe, 
and they function in a manner that is not 
yet well understood. 

At first it was believed that these anal- 
gesics were harmless. Unfortunately, that 
is not the fact. Acetanelid, for example, 
is a heart depressant. Pyramidon is capa- 
ble, in rare cases, of causing a fatal disease 
of the blood and the bone marrow. In 
many states these products can be pur- 
chased only with a doctor’s prescription. 
Aspirin, taken in reasonable doses, seems 
to be the safest analgesic of this group. 

Scientists a half century ago began a 
search for a sleep-producing substance 
which would be neither unduly toxic or 
patently habit-forming. They were not 
completely successful in their quest, but 
they did discover three great families of 
drugs which might produce sleep—the 
bromides, the grain alcohols, and the 
ureides. The stupefying effect of alcohol, 
of course, has been known for centuries, 
but no one had plumbed the possibilities 
of urea until the chemist came along. 

Urea is the body’s own sedative. It is 
a waste material extracted from the blood 
by the kidneys and excreted in the urine. 
When the kidneys fail in their function, 
urea continues to circulate in the blood- 
stream and eventually helps to produce 
the unconsciousness known as uremic 


coma. This is nature’s own version of the 
mercy death. 

But urea, when isolated chemically, is 
too mild in its effects to be medically use- 
ful. Combined with other members of the 
sleep-producing family—the bromides or 
the alcohols—it can become, however, 
both useful and effective. And because it 
is a product of the body, the human sys- 
tem tolerates it well. 

The Germans pioneered in the research 
on sleep-producing drugs—known tech- 
nically as hypnotics—and in 1903 the great 
chemist Emil Fischer was able to syn- 
thesize from coal tar the powerful ureide, 
veronal. Next came the closely related 
ureide, luminol, sometimes called pheno- 
barbital. Both of these have great value 
in medicine. Veronal usually can be relied 
upon to produce a deep and restful sleep 
and is not unduly toxic when moderate 
quantities are used. Luminol has a specific 
action on the motor area of the brain— 
that section which controls nerve impulses 
to the muscles—and serves both to prevent 
and to alleviate epileptic seizures. It is 
also useful in the treatment of St. Vitus’ 
dance and certain types of paralysis. 


Bee of hynotics and sedatives 
have been prepared in the test tubes 
of the commerical drug laboratories. Some 
of them are effective, and some of them 
are not. Many of them differ only slightly 
in chemical structure. Some combine in 
their properties not only a sleep-produc- 
ing potion but an analgesic for pain; in 
allonal, for example, a hypnotic similar to 
veronal is combined with pyramidon. 

There can be no doubt that the hyp- 
notics and the simple analgesics have been 
of great beneficence to man. They are 
much less harmful than the opiate. But 
it should be borne in mind that they are 
harmful. It has been proved by experi-— 
ment that the nerve tissues of the body 
may be irreparably injured by their pro- 
longed use, and they are habit-forming. 
Even today, after three decades of experi- 
ment, scientists do not fully understand 
the mechanical reactions of the human 
body which give them their effect. 

Science has brought man a long way in 
the conquest of useless pain. It seems 
senseless to.use the gifts of science to 
escape reality. 

Self-dosage is always dangerous. It is 
doubly dangerous when it is self-dosage 
to induce sleep or relieve pain. Pain is 
often a warning signal, a symptom of a 
grave disease. You can mask the symptom 
with the pills in your medicine cabinet, 
but the malady remains. See your doctor, 
and let him prescribe. 


A DOCTOR’S MORNING PRAYER 
By Edith Tatum 
O LORD, I offer up to you this day. 


Walk with me through its hours; show me the way 
To draw from Your divineness power to heal 
The sick, to lessen pain and grief, to feel 

That I have brought them to the Mercy Seat 

So they can lay their sorrows at Your feet. 

If I must stand aside and yield to Deatk; 

Let me at least comfort that last-drawn breath. 
Give me courage to share with those made weak 
By pain. Let me have love for those who seek 
In loneliness a friendship’s staff. Defend 

From harm the babies born today. And lend 

To me Your grace, that all my life may stand 
Unblemished, strong, nor built on changing sand; 
Securely wrought of all things good and true, 

A signpost that will point the way to You. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


It’s Beautiful! .. . It’s Thrifty! ... It’s a Bargain! 


For 39..G-E has Built a Better 


Refrigerator at a Lower Price! 


: GE / f 
ea THE BUY OF 
Q your ure! 


Nie beauty, more convenience, more 
value—and better food preservation 
at lower cost! Today you get all these in 
the new 1939 G-E Refrigerator—and at 
the lowest prices G-E ever quoted. 

You can always look to G-E for leader- 
ship in contributions that make for better 
refrigeration at less cost. Both your food 
and your investment are safe in a G-E. 
It’s “built for keeps!” 


Selective Air Conditions! 
These different combinations of temperature 
and humidity keep foods at their finest 
flavor. They preserve health-giving vita- 
mins and provide at low cost the most 
practical method for food preservation. 


The Famed G-E Thrift Unit, original sealed- 


in-steel cold-making mechanism, with its 
forced-feed lubrication and o#/ cooling, is 
famous throughout the world for quiet 
operation, low current cost and long life. 


Why You Should Own a 





ars Crea criti es 


1 Perfected Selective Air Conditions. 

2 Stainless steel super-freezer. 

3 Fast freezing, easy releasing Quick-Trays. 
4 More adjustable storage space. 

5 All-steel cabinet. 

6 Simple, quiet, sealed-in-steel Thrift Unit. 
7 Forced-feed lubrication and oil cooling. 


8 Thrifty in price, in current, in upkeep. 


Sub-Freezing Storage! 
steel super-freezer for frozen stor- 
age; fast freezing of ice cubes and 


delicious desserts. 











“© PRIZE WINNING BEAUTY!’ 


Low Temperature with High 
Humidity Storage for k 
ing fish, fowl and meats in prime 
condition days longer. 











High Humidity with Moderate Safety-Zone Storage with eco- 
Temperature Storage for keep- nomicaland proper temperatures 
ing vegetables crisply tempting for safe storage of dairy products 
and fresh for many days. and other perishable foods. 


GENERAL ELECTRIC COMPANY, SPECIALTY APPLIANCE DIVISION, NELA PARK, CLEVELAND, OHIO 





See G-E “House of Magic” at both World Fairs 


GENERAL () ELECTRIC 


SEE 


G-E’s New Quick-Trays that release two or 
more cubes at a time—freeze up to 48 lbs. of 
icein 24 hours. G-E’s New Adjustable Interior 
Arrangements. SEE G-E’s NewSliding Shelves, 
New Pottery Dishes and other proved fea- 
tures that make G-E “the buy of your life.” 
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1929...WHEN HELEN WAS BORN, this room was planned, with a floor that 
was made to be played on. No cracks and no drafts. Sanitary. Clean. It’s 
Armstrong’s. Linoleum in rich coral, set off by white Custom-Craft stars. 


Walls are Armstrong’s Parchment Linowall, No. 737. 


LOE I a 


[| READ THE STORY OF HELEN AND THE ROOM THAT GREW UP WITH HER ] 


OV 


ss HY, MOTHER, I’ve even forgotten what 
i my room used to look like. But I do 
remember the time I spilled Daddy’s ink all 
over the floor. And what fun I used to have 
drawing pictures on the linoleum. No one 
could ever guess it’s almost as old as I am!” 


Ten years might seem a long time to you, 
little lady, but it is ‘not unusual for floors of 
Armstrong’s Linoleum to last even longer. 
Their beauty is more than surface-deep. And 
so adaptable to changing schemes of decora- 
tion, as these two pictures show. To begin 
with, your linoleum merchant will show you 
a wide variety of standard designs, correct in 
color and pattern for various types of rooms. 
Or if you prefer something quite individual, 
you can create special effects for your 


PLAIN * INLAID © EMBOSSED ® 


June 


1939 Good Housekeeping 


for every room ® in the house 
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Floor—seemingly untouched by time—still serves as the correct decorative 
background! Color schemes and list of furnishings for both these interiors 
will be sent you on request. No charge. 
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REW UP the room grew up with her. But the same Armstrong 
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you see, there are no 
cracks or noticeable seams to 
catch and hold dirt. Just a quick dry- 
mopping keeps your floors clean. And an 
occasional freshening-up with Armstrong’s | 
Linogloss Wax (which needs no polishing) 
keeps them youthful looking. 

Why not plan floors for your own home 


that will smile at the passing years? It’s the 
thrifty thing to do. And it’s so smart! 


floors with Custom-Craft motifs such as 
the stars in the rooms above. 

The first cost, you will learn, is most rea- 
sonable. And it’s the last, for there will be 
no expensive floor refinishing bills. Just be 
sure to have your new Armstrong Floors 
permanently cemented in place over cush- 
ioning felt. That insures longer wear. And 
easier housekeeping, too. Installed this way, 


ARMSTRONG’S 
LINOLEUM 
FLOORS 


AWAITING YOUR WORD is our latest book, “Beauty 
Hints for the Home Decorator.’’ Contains natural-color 
photographs of all types of interiors. Offers free decorating 
service. Sent for 10¢ (40¢ outside U.S.A.). Armstrong Cork 
Company, Floor Division, 3906 Nevin Street, Lancaster, 
Pa. (Makers of cork products since 1860) Look for the 

name Armstrong’s on the back of the goods you buy. 


MONOBELLE * PRINTED * ARMSTRONG'S QUAKER RUGS and LINOWALL 


) | 0 


ARCHITECTURE - BUILDING & FURNISHING 


HELEN KOUES, DIRECTOR 


STAFF OF CONSULTANTS 






Dwight James Baum, F.A.I.A...............- Chief Consultant 
Henry Ives Cobb, A.T-Ace ccc cose c cs siasvecsee New York City 
Phill Shratre, eA stsA cia. « ee cectosatateles sia siaiel «= os leldleieia ars eine wth Atlanta 
H. Roy Kelley, A.1-Ac... 2 cece ccc ene v cc cccees Los Angeles 
Stanley D. Anderson, A.I.A..........00-+e-e+2-eeeeees Chicago 
RoberbaMve Ayres; (ATA taco erect ioe (oe ole s bine alee cies San Antonio 
Raymond D. Ritchie............+-+++- Assoc. M. Am. Soc. C.E. 


The original Homewood at Johns 
Hopkins U niversity, builtin 1800 


THE ALI-GAS—GO0D HOUSEKEEPING HOME 
AT THE NEW YORK WORLDS FAIR 1939 


BY HELEN KOUES 


your own home! To dream it, then to plan 

it, and then to build it, formal or cozy to 
look at as you wish, with the rooms as you 
want them, the closets you need, the sunny 
windows and shaded terrace you like. We 
know we can’t please everybody, but we are 
happy to present to home-loving American 
women “Homewood—The All-Gas—Good 
Housekeeping Home,” a complete house, 
now on exhibition at the New York World’s 
Fair 1939, as a part of Gas Exhibits, Inc. 

We were pleased and honored to be in- 
vited by this industry to design, furnish, and 
decorate a house of moderate size and of 
moderate cost for the American people. And 
we also felt a great obligation. Such a house 
should contribute good design and a prac- 
tical plan, and suit different climates, dif- 
ferent tastes, and different pocketbooks. It 
should be typical of America and America’s 
high standards of living, the home you 
want—you who live in Florida, you in I- 
linois. 

We know, as you do, perhaps, that the 
house of Colonial design is the most gen- 
erally liked throughout the country; but re- 
productions of the traditional Colonial house 
are many, and therefore it offers little that 
is new. Yet we believed you would want 
some of the charm of the Colonial; and we 
perforce had to build in a Modern set- 
ting of “The World of Tomorrow.” So we 
searched for a type of house which would 
have true American feeling and yet show 


()°: of the greatest thrills of life is to own 


an architectural trend toward tomorrow. 

Luckily I found historic “Homewood,” be- 
longing to Johns Hopkins University in Bal- 
timore, Maryland. It was built by Charles 
Carroll, a signer of the Declaration of Inde- 
pendence, for his son John Carroll in 1801. 
It is a large, dignified house in brick with 
white trim, with lines of great simplicity, 
reflecting the 18th century, which we felt 
could be adapted to either a one-story or 
a two-story house of Regency or Modern 
Classical design. Dwight James Baum, F. A. 
I. A., Architectural Consultant. for Goop 
HovusEKEEPING, designed from it, with the 
consent of Johns Hopkins University, a 
house Modern in the best sense, yet sug- 
gesting historic Homewood in plan and 
appearance. Architectural ornament was 
impossible—cost as well as the Modern spirit 
prohibiting it—but fine proportions were 
essential, and these our Homewood has, plus 
simplicity and quiet charm. 

Furthermore, we wanted a type which 
could be enlarged or reduced, which could 
be built for a little less or a little more than 
ten thousand dollars, depending on the scale, 
of what material, and in what section of the 
country it would be built. This plan may be 
enlarged throughout, or merely in the sec- 
tions between the wings or the wings as a 
whole. In the South and Southwest the one- 
story house is desirable; in the colder states, 
and for small lots, the two-story house is 
better. Therefore we present alternative 
plans and give approximate estimates of 
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This Shield placed by a _ house 
means that our consultant experts 
haye found upon examination that 
that house meets the Good House- 
keeping Standards for quality of de- 
sign and plan, materials, construc- 
tion, neighborhood, and land use 


THE SHIELD HAS BEEN 
AWARDED TO HOUSES AT 


Alden Estates, Port Chester, N. Y. 

Argonne Drive, Baltimore, Maryland 

Beverly Shores, Orlando, Florida 

Bloomfield Village, Bloomfield Hills, Michigan 
Blue Ridge, Seattle, Washington 

Bronx Hills, Westchester County, New York 
Chatham Manor, Chatham, New Jersey 
Cheelcroft, Hohokus, New Jersey 

Chestnut Street, Wilmette, Illinois 
Claythorne Road, Shaker Heights, Ohio 
Country Club District, Kansas City, Missouri 
Dumbarton, Washington, D. C. 

Elder Lane, Winnetka, Illinois 

Forest Hill, Cleveland, Ohio 

Green Acres, Valley Stream, L. I. N. Y. 
Guilford, Baltimore, Maryland 

Hanley Downs, Richmond Heights, Missouri 
Harbour Green, Massapequa, L. I., N. Y. 
Highland Park, Dallas, Texas 

Homeland, Baltimore, Maryland 

Huntington Road, Garden City, L. I., N. Y. 
Kent Avenue, Kenilworth, Illinois 

Madrid Street, Coral Gables, Florida 
Mountain Brook Estates, Birmingham, Alabama 
Northwood, Baltimore, Maryland 

Orchard Hill, Westchester County, New York 
Pontchartrain Drive, Detroit, Michigan 
Riverdale Heights, Riverdale-on-Hudson, N. Y. 
River Oaks, Houston, Texas 

River Road, Scarborough-on-Hudson, New York 
Roland Park, Baltimore, Maryland 
Rollingwood, Chevy Chase, Maryland 

Upper Arlington, Columbus, Ohio 

Wells Street, Westfield, New Jersey 

Westfield Boulevard, Indianapolis, Indiana 
Weston Heath, Weston, Massachusetts 
Westover, Seattle, Washington 

Westwood Hills, Los Angeles, California 
Woodside Hills, San Francisco, California 
Wychwood, Westfield, New Jersey 

Q? 





Homewood as it is adap 
there is the simplicity of good Modern architec 


rooms and three bathrooms. It is finished throughout, inside and out, with Kyanize self-smoothing paints 


costs to build, which we have had 
made from the specifications of Mr. 
Baum by reliable builders in differ- 
ent sections of the country. 

The one-story plan includes ga- 
rage, living room, dining room, study, 
three bedrooms, three bathrooms, a 
convenient, well-equipped kitchen, 
pantry, and laundry planned by Good 
Housekeeping Institute, as well as a 









KITCHEN = PANTRY 











ted and built at the Fair. Though it retains the lines and plan of its original, 
ture about it. It is 82’ long by about 30’ deep, has eight 


utility space and ample closets. The 
gas appliances, including a_range, 
refrigerator, water heater, heating 
and air-cooling equipment, fireplace 
heaters, and Jaundry drier, were 
chosen by Gas Exhibits, Inc.; and 
the building, decorating, and furnish- 
ing materials chosen by Good House- 
keeping Studio show the products of 
our great American industries. The 
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This is the plan for the exhibition house. All exterior and interior 
millwork from Curtis Companies. The plan for the smaller house 
opposite is essentially the same except that a garage is added 





TWO STORIES 


larger one-story house, built at the 
Fair, will vary in cost; $11,865, in the 
New York area, $13,564 in the mid- 
South, $9675 in Texas. The smaller 
house of the same design would be 
$9240 in Florida, $9450 in Illinois. The 
two-story plan, containing about the 
same number of cubic feet as the 
larger house, is about the same in 
price. 

The house may be built of brick, 
at higher cost, or of frame with metal 
lath and stucco exterior. It has two 
inches of insulation on side walls and 
four inches on ceilings under roof in 
each case. The exterior is white, the 
roof, shutters, and front door are blue. 
The windows and doors are over- 
scaled to give the greater light mod- 
ern living demands, but architectural 
detail and a hospitable front entrance 
relieve the otherwise severe lines. 

In building an exhibition house 


The following manufacturers of building 
supplies cooperated with Gas Exhibits, 
Inc., in the construction of Homewood. 
RooFING AND SHEETMETAL, American 
Rolling Mill Co.; KyanizE EXTERIOR AND 
INTERIOR PAINT, Boston Varnish Co.; Oak 
Fioorinc, E. L. Bruce Co., PLUMBING 
Fixtures, W. A. Case & Son Mfg. Co., 
Crane Co., Standard Sanitary Mfg. Co.; 
ScREENS AND WEATHERSTRIPPING, Cham- 
berlin Metal Weather Strip Co., Inc.; 


INEXPENSIVE 


This is the smaller versi 
sions are slightly smaller, so that it measures 75’ by about 


28’. Its cost would vary 


This two-story version of Homewood is especially suited to 
Northern climates and to narrow lots, as it measures only 
29’ by 36’. Its cost would vary from about $10,500 to $14,250 


through which millions of people will 
pass, one or two minor changes had 
to be made in the floor plan, which 
could be changed for family living. 
For instance, there need be no door 
between the living room and bed- 
room, which would be a suitable 


- room for children as it is so near the 


master bedroom. Similarly, there 
need be no door between the dining 
room and the small bedroom. The 
closet off the small bedroom near the 
dining room was sacrificed to form a 
passage to take the crowds through 
the pantry. There is ample closet 
room, however, and an attic for stor- 
age reached by a trapdoor in the 
closet off the study. 

Please notice inthe one-story plan 
the large hall and the position of the 
living room in the center of the house, 
opening on.a terrace at the back with 
the dining (Continued on page 96) 


Brass WATER Pips, Chase Brass & Copper 
Co., Inc.; SEALEX InLAID LINOLEUM AND 
Wa i Coverinc, Congoleum-Nairn, Inc.; 
Harpwakkr, P. & F. Corbin; Mrttwork, The 
Curtis Companies; BaTHroom ACCES- 
SORIES, Hoegger, Inc.; WASHABLE WaLL- 
PAPER, Imperial Paper and Color Cor- 
poration; Rock Woot INsuLATION, TRAN- 
sITE FLUE Pree, FIREPLACE LininG, Johns- 
Manville Corp.; GLass, Libbey-Owens- 
Ford Glass Co.; (Continued on page 178) 


on of Homewood. All its dimen- 


from approximately $9675 to $13,564 
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A view of the hall with a glimpse of the living room 


A small spinet-type piano is in the little music room 
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room, kitchen, pantry, laundry, a small bedroom—to be 
used by a maid or member of the family as required—at 
one side of the house, and three rooms at the other side. 
The small room marked “study” in even a slightly larger 
house could be cut off by a hall to make it another bed- 
room. Here it is somewhat of a passageway to the bed- 
rooms, but still a useful small room. The terrace across 
the back of the house gives privacy, the garage (not built 
for the Fair) screening it at one end. 

In the two-story house the plans speak for themselves 
of convenience—not unusual but good common-sense 
planning, giving a great deal of room space in 29’ x 36. 

And now the furnishings! A very interesting thing is 
happening in present-day decorating, and a very natural 
one: the use of furniture of traditional lines, often in 
light-colored woods, in an unornamented background of 
Modern colors and Modern textures. This is what we did 
in Homewood. Keeping costs down did not permit any 
but the simplest of architectural detail in ceiling molding 
and interior door and window trim, designed in the Re- 
gency manner by Mr. Baum. Therefore the wide low win- 
dows themselves, paint, and wallpaper make up most of 
our background. It depended largely on the color scheme, 
which was not chosen room by room but for the house 
as a whole. We decided on warm pinkish-beige, blue, 
mauve, pink, and a bit of yellow. Beginning with the hall: 
a wallpaper of pinkish beige with a white stripe was 
chosen because the living room was wanted in this color; 
but the living-room paper is plain with an interesting 
wallpaper border patterned in white to form. a cornice. 
Blue is in the background of the chintz curtains and 
deeper dusty rose and blue in the upholstery. The din- 
ing room picks up the tint of this blue in the plain 
wallpaper; an espalier design (Continued on page 99) 


The dining room has an air of spaciousness 
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Looking from the living room through the double doors to thos hall and entrance 







COOPERATORS 


The manufacturers who cooperated with ture, Inc.; Dining Room, Girl’s Bedroom, 
Good Housekeeping Studio in the fur- Hall, Robert W. Irwin Company; Master 
nishing of this house are listed below. Bedroom, Drexel Furniture Co.; Valen- 
Your local decorator can order these or _tine-Seaver Co.; Guest Bedroom, Music 
similar furnishings for you from them. Room, Johnson-Handley-Johnson Co.; 
Furniture: Living Room, Baker Furni- Studio Couch, (Continued on page 178) 
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Bedroom could be used for family or a maid Graceful four-poster beds give dignity to the master bedroom 
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PLENTY OF CLOSETS” 


When we built Homewood, we were careful to include 
plenty of closets—nice big ones that function efficiently. 
The clothes closets are built with hat shelves, ample 
space for clothes, special space for shoes. The linen 
closet is equipped with numerous shelves and with 
cupboard space above for blankets, cupboard space 
below for your best linens. The utility closet is of major 
importance. It provides a place for the portable sewing 
machine, for card tables; has a rack for golf bags, shelves 
for luggage covered with simulated leather; and a 
built-in closet for storing clothes, blankets, and extras. 
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Space is carefully utilized in the master 
dressing room. Above, built-in trays for 
lingerie, or a man’s shirts, and on the other 
oe side an overcoat closet. At the left, a de- 
= = = —— = _ tail drawing of the wardrobe section, with 

shoe racks and hat shelves built in center 








The guest ope 
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(Continued from page 90) in a wallpaper 
panel in rose and mauve is used as a dec- 
oration in the corners. Deeper mauve, al- 
most plum color, is in the curtains. The 
small bedroom opening to the left of the 
hall is frankly pink and blue. In the bed- 
room opening from the living room the 
wallpaper has a pink ground with white 
and gray in its floral pattern. The music 
room or study has walls covered in can- 
vas which gives them ‘a textured effect. 
They are then painted in a shade which 
repeats the color of the hall and living 
room in a deeper dull rose, while the 
hall to the master bedroom is painted 
the pale blue of the dining room and 
of the flowers in the bedroom wall- 
paper. The master bedroom is papered in 
a delicate green-blue pin stripe, again 
given great distinction by a wallpaper 
border in swag effect with brown brought 
into its design. In each room except the 
guestroom the trim is painted the color 
of the background of the paper. The three 
bathrooms and the closets harmonize with 
the rooms they adjoin. Our colored photo- 
graphs give you (Continued on page 160) 


with pink fittings trimmed 
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Chinese figurine 
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Crystal figurines 


SOME OF THE 
ACCESSORIES © 


Among the many accessories in Home- 
wood are these amusing glass figurines 
from Charles Hall. Next them is the 
lovely sterling flat silver in “Old Lace” 
pattern; below it some graceful glassware 
from Fostoria. The handsome leather port- 
folio and notepaper are from Eaton. For- 
mal glassware from Cataract-Sharpe will 
be used for table settings during the sum- 
mer at Homewood, as will the glassware 
above. Crystal leaf bookends are from 
Pitt Petri. A beautiful plated silver tea 
service is in the Marlborough pattern. 
Below it is a figurine from Little-Jones, 
a dressing-table set from DuPont, and a 
crystal set from Weil-Freeman. The gilt 
wall racks are from Mary Ryan. 

China from Onondaga comes next above; 
then maroon-and-white pottery from Ver- 
non Kilns. Both will be used in table 
settings at Homewood later on. The desk 
lamp in the living room is one of many 
from Lightolier, while the electric clock 
is from Westclox. Two lovely mirrors 
from Harris Interior Arts hang in the hall 
(page 96). Above the piano (page 96) 
hangs a fine picture from The Old Print 
Shoppe, and in the dining room (page 96) 
a portrait from Robert Hyman Galleries. 
Bicycle pictures from Newman Décor 
hang above the guestroom bed (page 95) 








Graceful bookends 


rie 
For 53 years, women of charm 


have selected their Beauty Aids 


at home this easy Avon way! 





Back in 1886. . . when Grandmother wore 
“leg of mutton” sleeves as the latest style... 
America’s lovely ladies began using Avon 
perfumes and toiletries... brought right to 
their homes by an Avon Representative... 





Some of Avon’s unusual values: Avon velvet-textured Face Pow- 
der, in 3 types and 8 becoming shades—78¢ a box. Avon Lipstick, 
in 4 lovely tones—52¢. Avon Rouge, in 4 shades that harmonize 
with the Lipstick—52¢. Avon Perfumes, in 14 fascinating fra- 
grances—52¢ to $2.60. Avon Rose Cold Cream—78¢. Avon Bath 
Salts—63¢. Avon Daphne Talcum—37¢. Avon Lotus Cream—52¢. 
Avon Rose Water—52¢. Avon Sachet—78¢ to $1.04. 





A Personalized Service that Comes to Your Home 


This method of shopping at home was so con- 
venient...and Avon beauty aids were so 
exquisitely fine...that thousands of women 
were using this service by 1912, when the 
newest fashions looked like those above... 


If you are not receiving regular Avon service, mail a postcard to Avon Products, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, 
New York City. Our Representative in your community will call—without obligation on your part. 








Today, women everywhere depend on Avon! 
They select these finest salon quality cosmet- 
ics in their own homes—free from rush, fuss 
or bother. That’s how they find such perfect 
make-up shades, and lovely complexions! 


Welcome 
the AVON Representative 
when she calls at your home! 


FRIENDLY, trained Representative brings Avon cosmetics 
A to your home. In the comfort and privacy of your own 
living room, she courteously and quickly helps you make your 
selection. She offers you expert advice on beauty problems. 

Avon cosmetics are never sold in stores. They come to you 
direct, and they are delivered fresh. 53 years of skilled experience 
goes into their making...they equal the most expensive cosmet- 
ics sold anywhere ...yet our prices are surprisingly reasonable. 
Avon beauty aids are tested and approved by Good Housekeep- 
ing...and they also carry our famous unconditional money- 
back guarantee of complete satisfaction. 

The next time the Avon Representative 
calls at your home, be sure to have her 
show you the Avon Way to Loveliness! 
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0 DRIVE SAFELY IN A 


~ HUDSON 





“Our Hudson's lots more comfortable than our old car, Mother.” 
(Hudson’s new Handy Shift up at the steering wheel leaves 
front floor all clear. No extra cost in all passenger models.) 





T’s not enough to be a safe driver. Your own safety and 
Te safety of those dearest to you may depend at any 
moment on the extra protection that’s built into the car 
you drive. That’s why Hudson has gone further than any 
other automobile manufacturer in developing safety fea- 
tures that are new and important. Ask any Hudson dealer 
to show you those described at the right . . . no other car 
has them. And see the beautiful new Salon Interiors 
in all 1939 Hudsons . . . rich new two-tone designs, 
set off by gleaming chrome. A trial ride in a Hudson 
is yours for the asking. You'll enjoy it, we’re sure. 


(All statements appearing in this advertisement were checked and 
verified by Good Housekeeping before being accepted for publication) 





NOW SHOWING...TWO NEW HUDSONS AT NEW 
LOW PRICES Starting =fmoug AMERICA’S LOWEST 


‘99 


Dries Me lat 





*delivered in Detroit, equipped to drive; including 
Federal taxes, not including state and local taxes, if 
any. Low time payment terms, with new Hudson-C.L.T, 
Plan. Prices subject to change without notice. 
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102 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 0 










Car shown is new Hudson Six Touring Sedan, $854* 


THESE GOOD THINGS CAN BE 
SAID ONLY ABOUT HUDSON 


In Every Popular Price Class, Even 
the Lowest, Hudson Gives You: 


WORLD’S SAFEST STOPPING, with Patented 
Double-Safe Hydraulics—finest Bendix Hydraulics 
with mechanical emergency brake working auto- 
matically from the same foot pedal. Easiest acting 
hand brake for parking. 


EXTRA PROTECTION with Auto-Poise Control 
(patent applied for) —helps keep wheels straight 
_ en when a tire blows. No other car has anything 
ike it. 


ADDED SAFETY with new Dash-Locking Safety 
Hood—wind can’t blow it open; and when your 
car is locked nobody can raise the hood. 

MORE ROOM all around, for both passengers and 
luggage —full 3-passenger comfort in every seat, 
even in the lowest priced Hudsons. 

AMAZING ECONOMY of gasoline and oil. Own- 
ers report greater economy than in any other car 
they ever owned. Top horsepower per pound of 
car weight, too—and smoothest power. 


UNMATCHED COMFORT with seat cushions of 
Airfoam—a revolutionary new material of wonder- 
ful ota Standard in many models; available 
in all. 

EASIER SHIFTING with new mechanical Handy 
Shift at the steering wheel: front floor clear of 
gear and brake levers. Standard in all passenger 
models. 


Weather-Master Fresh Air and Heat Control 
available in all models at slight extra cost 
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She Shall Have Safety 


(Continued from page 49) 


about 12,000,000 persons, including all the 
great women’s organizations. It attacks 
the safety problem on many fronts, as 
follows: 


(1) Legislation—to establish uniform 
traffic laws and regulations 

(2) Administration—licensing and con- 
trol of drivers 

(3) Enforeement—police work 

(4) Engineering—to make highways 
and traffic controls safer 

(5) Education—driver training in 
schools or elsewhere 

(6) Personnel Training—for careerwork 
in safety 

(7) Research—studies of accident causes 
and remedies 


Outstanding institutions aided by Foun- 
dation funds are the Bureau for Street 
Traffic Research of Yale University, where 
men are being trained for the new pro- 
fession of traffic-control engineering; and 
the Traffic Safety Institute of Northwest- 
ern University, where men are trained for 
large new fields of work opening up to 
traffic police officials. 

Texts and motion-picture films have 
been prepared for schools in safety work 
and driver-training courses. More than 
5000 schools have been provided with such 
material. 

In a word, the automotive industry first 
made cars as safe as engineering skill 
knew how to make them; then it assumed 
a responsible role in promoting safe use 
of cars. 

Such great women’s organizations as the 
General Federation of Women’s Clubs and 
the Parent-Teachers’ Associations have 
already shown us that women are in- 
valuable in this work. The more of that 


Four Little Words 


(Continued from page 41) 


Phil just screams when I’m away from 
him too long.’ 

Sis followed Hester’s wonderful hat 
back to their table, and suddenly she was 
as shy as though it were an altar she ap- 
proached. John was waiting. He was sit- 
ting there, his elbows on the table, talking 
to Phil. Seeing him clinched it. All the 
formless shining dreams she had ever had 
about men shivered and broke like the rim 
of a bubble and left, real as life, one slen= 
der, medium-tall young man with a faint, 
dark resemblance to Leslie Howard. 

Then she knew there was more to love 
than falling in it. You had to be loved 
back, or you grew hungry. You wanted 
to get married. And you had to have co- 
operation for that 


Phil jumped up and settled Hester in. 


her chair, tenderly, as though he placed 
a flower in a vase. John let Sis find her 
own way over his feet, pull out her own 
chair, and fall into it. 

He grinned up at her and said: “Young 
fellow. Hi, there!” 

“qi!” Sis said, and then she saw Hester 
making a face at her, Hester showing her 
how it should be done by turning to Phil 
and saying, “Did my honey miss me while 
I was gone?” 

“Yes, darling,” 
missed you lots.” 

“That's nice,” Hester said contentedly. 
“T missed you, too.” 

Sis thought: “Good-night! If they make 
that kind of fuss about a visit to a ladies’ 
room, what would they do about a world 
cruise?” It seemed very silly to her, and 
John whispered, 


her honey said. “I 
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ot So easy — for each 
sort of thing American women can ac- TOYS toy just send labels 
complish, the safer streets and highways BY ms f 
will be for their husbands and children— BA eed ree 
and themselves. As taxpayers, voters, and Libby's Baby Foods 
civic-minded citizens, they can play a and only 25 cents. 


major role in developing public interest 
in and support for practically every item 
in the general program outlined here. 
In many communities they are already 
doing it. If they were equally active in 
every American community, the Founda- 
tion would know that highway safety had 
taken another tremendous leap forward. 

We can confidently ask for such help 
because we are pretty confident that we 
are on the right track. The dramatic suc- 
cess of safety campaigns must mean that. 
Fatalities in 1935, we saw, were 36,000; add 
1,000,000 nonfatal injuries, and a cash loss 
of $1,100,000,000 due to highway accidents, 
and totals are staggering. Last year, how- 
ever, the fatality rate per 100,000,000 ve- 
hicle miles had come down from 18 to 
approximately 12. That translates itself 
into 12,000 lives spared in 1938, some 300,- 
000 nonfatal injuries averted, and not less 
than $300,000,000 saved. 

This is splendid. But we have only be- 
gun. Twelve fatalities per 100,000,000 ve- 
hicle miles is still far, far too high. Many 
thousands more lives must be saved every 
year. Our goal is to force the present rate 
of 12 lower, lower, still lower, till it almost 
vanishes. The campaign must go forward 
on all fronts. There can be no let-up any- 
where. Cars will be made even safer than 
they are now. Highways will be made 
safer. Drivers, by one means or another, 
will come to accept the truth that the 
smart driver is the safe driver. 

We can have highway safety. What's 
more, we SHALL have it—and all the more 
quickly if American women decide so. 


Use coupon. 





The Squirrel... The Chipmunk . . . The Bunny you 
saw in Snow White... now “brought to life” 
as toys for your baby. All cut out and sewed to- 
gether—ready to stuff with cotton. Safe dyes. 
Washable. Insterilized package. Babies lovethem! 


Libby; 
Baby Foods 
ave different 


They are prepared in a spe- 
cial way—first strained— 
then specially homoge- 
nized* to make them extra 

2.4% fine and smooth in texture 
... easier for tiny babies to digest. Many 
babies are being started on Libby's Baby 
Foods as early as three months. 


3 Single Vegetables—and 6 Combinations 


Ask your doctor when your baby can be- 
gin on Libby’s Baby Foods. Offered in 
nine varieties. 

* An exclusive Libby process 
that completely breaks up cells, 


fibers and starch particles, and 
releases nutriment for easier di- 


gestion, U.S. Pat. No. 2037029. = Sass) 
ee ____.\a--. 





“That must be love, because they act 
like dopes.” 

“What are you whispering about?” Hes- 
ter’s veil waved at them across the table. 
“I thought I heard you say something 
about my hat.” - 

“Ts that what you call that thing you’ve 
got on your head?” John said. “A hat?” 

Sis giggled. Hester kicked her delicately 
under the table, and in a soft, disappointed 
voice sighed: “Oh, John, don’t you really 
like it? Really?” 

He seemed to know he had hurt her 
feelings. He reached across and patted 
her hand. “Why, Hester, sure I do. I was 
just kidding. Really, I think it’s a swell 
hat.” He studied it and her vivid anxious 
little face beneath it, and as though he 
saw it for the first time he said, “Why, 
you know I really think I do like it.” 

Tears, a strange phenomenon for Sis, 
came to her eyes. Compliments on Hester's 
hat from John, who never noticed clothes! 

John always took Sis home before 
one o’clock, dropped her on her parents’ 
front porch as though she were a special- 
delivery package. But tonight Hester’s . 
secret, the conversation in the powder i 
room, her sudden sharp awareness of 5 
John, made her want to drive miles into |! 
the country, to feel the soft May breezes, |! 
like ribbons, on her face, maybe even— : 
even to put her head on John’s shoul- |! 
der . ; 

1 
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Libby, McNeill & Libby, Dept. GH69, Chicago. 

I have checked below the animal toy (or toys) I 
want. For each toy, [ enclos labels from Libby’s 
Baby Foods and 25 cents. These toys come cut out 
and sewed together, ready to stuff, 











| | Chipmunk [] Squirrel L| Bunny 


Nane_ 


“Let’s drive out a way,” she suggested. 

“T’'ve got to play golf tomorrow early,” 
he said. “Got to get some shut-eye. Do 
you mind if we don’t?” 

“Okay,” she said from force of habit. 


Address = 
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“Swell gal,” he approved. 

“John,” she said, “isn’t it nice about 
Hester and Phil?” ; 

“What?” he said. 

“OQh—” she realized that they hadn’t 
told John about the baby. “I mean that 
they’re so happily married.” 

“They’re happy because they don’t know 
any better.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Oh, in towns like this the kids jump 
out of their cradles and get married. What 
do they know about anything? Personally, 
I don’t expect to get married for years. 
Same with you, Sis. You have your career, 
you’ve worked hard to get where you are. 
You don’t need to get married until you’re 
darn ready.” 

He pulled smartly to the curb, left his 
engine running. She, as was customary 
with her, slid out—he after her. She was 
a little cross with him. Why did he never 
come around and open the door for her? 
This was the first time she had realized 
that she didn’t want to be treated like 
another man. 

He gave her his typical good-bye, a 
handshake straight from the shoulder. 
“Good-night, young fellow,” he said. 

“Good-night,” she said. “I had a nice 
time, and thanks.” . 

He lingered the briefest moment. “We 
always have a good time, don’t we?” he 
said. “Lot of laughs.” 

She watched him leap the steps. Sure 
they had a lot of laughs—good, hearty 
man-to-man laughs. Was there any place 
vee could trade a lot of laughs for a little 
ove? 


HE wandered through the darkened 

downstairs of the house and turned on 
the light in the kitchen. Nothing in the re- 
frigerator looked good to her, and she 
closed its thick door. She was sitting on 
the kitchen table, unhappily swinging her 
legs, when her mother came in, yawned 
at her sleepily, and said, 

“You have a bed upstairs, you know, 
darling.” 

Her mother wore a pink negligee, and 
the bosom of her nightdress was covered 
with lace. She thought, “Why, Mom even 
looks pretty in the middle of the night.” 

“Mom, how do you like this dress on 
me?” she said suddenly. 

“Why, it’s very neat, I think, dear.” 

“Neat! Mom—do you like John Sevier?” 

“Yes, dear. What is this, a midnight 
questionnaire?” She looked at her daugh- 
ter’s face and seemed to waken. “Let’s 
have a cup of tea, Sis. Shall we? And 
there’s some apple cake left from dinner.” 

She moved quickly, like some night- 
flying pink bird, and in a minute there 
were tea and cups and cake, all set up 
on the clean porcelain table. 

“Mom,” Sis said, “tell me what it was 
like when you were a girl. I mean, when 
you and Dad were going together.” 

“Why, let me see, what did we do? Oh, 
he came to my house for dinner some- 
times, and we’d sit around and play the 
piano and sing and—oh, I don’t know. 
There were parties—no night clubs, you 
know—but church parties and lodge 
dances.” Her eyes dreamed back a quar- 
ter of a century, her cup steamed untasted 
in her hands. 

“Mother,” Sis cried, “I—guess I don’t 
want to be a biologist. I don’t want to sit 
in a laboratory all my life and be an—old 
maid.” Her lips were very stiff over the 
last words. 

“Naturally you don’t,” said Mrs. Deacon 
reassuringly. “You want to get married 
and have a home of your own. Every girl 
does.” 

“But I don’t know how to do it. To—get 
a husband. Do you have to—campaign 
for one?” 

Her mother smiled-as though that were 


a very inconsequential difficulty, and 
helped herself to some apple cake. “Cam- 
paigning? I don’t believe I ever heard the 
word. It sounds a little difficult.” 

“Did you have to do things like showing 
the skin below your collarbone? Did you 
have to tease for compliments? Did you 
have to be—dishonest?” 

Mrs. Deacon looked astonished. “We 
certainly weren’t dishonest. We just tried 
to be as sweet and attractive as we could, 
and of course the young men appreciated 
us. 
“Well, it seems to me if you do things 
like that deliberately, it’s kind of— 
trickery.” 

“Poor baby,” her mother said tenderly. 
“T never heard of such a thing. Trickery— 
campaigns—such words! To think you’ve 
been worrying about them!” She paused 
a moment to think. “Do you know, it 
seems to me we haven’t been very hos- 
pitable, not to invite John here to dinner. 
He lives in a hotel, doesn’t he?” 

“Ve b2?, 

“Good,” she said quickly. “I mean—he’d 
probably appreciate a home-cooked meal. 
You ask him to dinner, dear, so he can 
see you against your own background. 
We'll make him feel right at home and 
encourage him to spend his spare time 
here—to feel he’s really one of the family.” 

Sis called him first thing Monday morn- 
ing, feeling as guilty as a whole ring of 
foreign spies. All her life she’d hated de- 
signing females; she threw herself into the 
new role awkwardly and with distaste. 

“My—my mother wants you to come to 
dinner.” 

“She does? Well, swell, tell her sure.” 

“She—um, thought you might be tired 
of eating out.” Sis said, wanting for some 
reason to throw all the blame on her 
mother. “Tomorrow night about six- 
thirty?” 

“Pll be there and starving. And thanks 
lots.” There was such gratitude in his 
voice that Sis was ashamed of the hook 
in the roast-beef bait. 

She went down to the laboratory som- 
berly thinking, “He wouldn’t be so glad 
to come to dinner if he knew I was plan- 
ning to marry him.” 


HEN Sis took John’s hat next eve- 

ning, she suddenly realized that cam- 
paign had originally been a military word. 
The campaigns of Caesar, Alexander the 
Great, the campaigns of Napoleon and— 
Sis Deacon. John Sevier, who used to be 
her pal, was now her enemy, a_ piece 
of territory she had to gain. He looked so 
glossy, eager, and well scrubbed that she 
felt a little sorry for him, as though he 
were a very healthy and happy turkey 
the week before Thanksgiving. 

She might have relented then and there 
if he had noticed the fourth new dress 
that spring, dedicated to him. It was a 
dark thing trimmed with white, and a 
are charted some nice unexplored, 
skin. 

But he stuck out his hand, said “Hi, 
young fellow,” and patted her shoulder 
playfully as though she were Rags, a dog. 

“Okay, John,” she thought, “you’re fin- 
ished. Slapping my back, are you? Well, 
I’m going to make you treat me as though 
I were a piece of fine old china. And fur- 
thermore, I’m going to make you provide 
the china closet to keep me in!” 

She was silent, leading him into the liv- 
ing room where her mother and father 
were creating the background against 
which she was to be displayed. 

She had to admit it was pretty effective, 
the soft lamplight, the comfortable sub- 
stantial furniture. Her father looked ex- 
ceptionally dignified, maybe because he 
was a little scared. With a rush of grati- 
tude Sis saw that her mother had combed 
her hair to show the white strand—the 
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way your hair can sparkle after washing 
with Halo. Results are so exciting be- 
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strand she usually hid like the skeleton 
in the closet. 

The dinner was perfect. John pulled out 
her mother’s chair, and Sis thought, aston- 
ished, “Why, his mother probably raised 
him to have manners.” He seemed pleased 
with himself, too, and rushed around the 
table to help Sis just as though that was 
the way he always behaved. 

The candles gleamed with calm author- 
ity, the roast was properly pink in the 
center and brown on the outside, and her 
father carved with distinction. 

The conversation was gay and warm. 
Mrs. Deacon led it. She encouraged John 
to talk about himself. There was just one 
brief rough spot, when John said, 

“ll bet you were surprised, Mrs. Dea- 
con, when you found out that the young 
fellow there was going to take on a man- 
sized job and become a biologist.” 

Mrs. Deacon looked puzzled. “The young 
fellow? Who? Oh, I see, you mean Made- 
leine—that’s her name, you know. Oh, of 
course we were surprised that such a little 
thing should be able to do such hard work. 
As a matter of fact, she may have to stop 
it soon. She’s delicate, you know.” 

John gave her a quick, surprised look, 
and Sis tried to look as much like a deli- 
cate Madeleine as possible, so as not to 
let her mother down: 

“T didn’t know,” he said slowly. “Why 
didn’t you tell me you were delicate, 
Madeleine?” His voice was as solemn as 
though he were attending her funeral. 

Mrs. Deacon made repairs hastily. “Oh, 
she’s never ill. It’s just that the child is 
so—well, you know—delicate.” She nod- 
ded at him charmingly as though he must 
know what women were, and he nodded 
back as though indeed he did. 


E WAS a regular old-folks-at-home 
evening. Mrs. Deacon played the piano, 
and her father and John sang, There’s a 
Long, Long Trail A-Winding, and The 
Indian Love Call. Sis listened to the en- 
thusiasm with which they threw their 
voices into the room and thought: “Maybe 
I’m beginning to understand what makes 
men tick. When they’re singing, they 
imagine they’re Caruso; and when they 
play golf, I guess they think they’re 
Bobby Jones.” This didn’t seem to disgust 
her. It only made her tolerant and a little 
tender so that she called across to John, - 

“Why, you have a lovely voice.” 

He looked so startled that she realized 
that she had never before paid him a com- 
pliment. After that he sang louder than 
ever, and every note was directed toward 
Sis’ discerning ear. “For goodness’ sake,” 
she thought, “he believed me!” 

When Mrs. Deacon brought out the corn 
popper, Sis thought: “This is really get- 
ting a little thick. Surely he’ll catch on 
that this is an act. He’ll make one of those 
famous wisecracks now.” 

But he ate the evening, popcorn and 
all, made his good-nights politely to her 
mother and father, and as he lingered in 
the hall said gratefully: “You don’t know 
how swell it’s been, a real home evening 
after so long. Honest, Sis, I feel like one 
of the family.” 

And how many steps, she wondered, 
was it from feeling to being one of the 
family? 

After John discovered that the house 
had more than a front porch on which 
to say good-night as quickly as possible, 
he was always there. Twice a week per- 
haps for dinner, Sunday breakfasts after 
golf. Oh, he had swallowed the bait, all 
right, but the trouble was he swam as 
freely as ever, and Sis, with the rod in 
her hands, had not the slightest notion 
how to land him. 

For it seemed that getting a proposal 
of marriage, like dying, was something 
that happened only to other people. She 


read the love stories in magazines, but in 
them the hero proposed to the heroine 
after all kinds of obstacles had been sub- 
dued—unwilling fathers, rich rivals, the 
heroine’s reluctance. There was no ob- 
stacle she could set up. She was simply 
John’s to take if he wanted her, and it 
was all so peaceful and pleasant that it 
might continue a hundred years without 
change. 

“We're drifting toward a fine old age,” 
she thought bitterly. “He in his hotel, I 
against my background. Millions of women 
get married every year. How do they hyp- 
notize a man into saying not the three 
little words but the four, ‘Will you marry 
me?’ ” 

Sometimes it seemed to her that every- 
one in the world was trying to help her 
with her campaign for John, and that he 
was stronger than them all. The song writ- 
ers wrote beautiful music about romance; 
he never knew the words. There were 
wonderful movies all complete with love 
affairs and happy marriages ... he liked 
Western pictures where the love was be- 
tween a man and his horse. 

The department stores tried to help. In 
June they had brides’ finery set out... 
he passed it blindly by. Even the jewelers 
had their windows filled with diamond 
engagement and wedding rings about 
which John once said that they reminded 
him of dog licenses, just a symbol that the 
women wearing them were property, 
owned. 

Oh, there were times when he had 
seemed close to surrender. Once in the 
woods she had stumbled over a log. He 
lifted her in his arms and unexpectedly 
kissed her, holding her close a long, quiet 
minute. She had never been so blissful 
in her life. 

When he released her, he looked rather 
embarrassed and said: “Say, I’m sorry. I 
didn’t have the least intention of acting 
like a mug.” 

She wondered what her mother would 
have said to a thing like that. And then 
there was the warm and languid night 
when he gave out the news that Hester 
was going to have a baby. 


HEY were canoeing—as pretty a pas- 

time as she could devise—under the 
moon. She wore a light lace scarf over 
her head, while her fingers itched for the 
paddle. 

“Phil was in the office today,” John said. 
“And he told me the family secret. He and 
Hester are making a baby.” 

Because Sis was a biologist, Hester had 
used her as a reference library, and Sis 
in her turn had been fascinated. Hester 
was much more satisfactory than any 
guinea pig, because she could talk. It was 
so interesting that it had been a difficult 
secret to keep, and Sis’ inclination now 
was to plunge eagerly into a discussion of 
the forthcoming event with John. She had 
a whole volume of words on her tongue, 
hormones and chromosomes and genes— 
swell topics. But maybe—well, awfully 
funny stuff to talk about in a moonlit 
canoe. She relaxed, fingering her lace 
scarf, and said as tenderly and delicately 
as she could. 

“Oh, how wonderful—a blessed event!” 

Now, if there was one phrase she loathed 
more than another, it was just that— 
blessed event. It sounded as though babies 
arrived in the world all done up in blue 
ribbons and lace. “Campaigning has made 
me an awful phony,” she thought angrily. 

But John rested a moment, looking at 
her. “You like babies, don’t you?” he said 
respectfully. 

“J think they’re darling,” she said, and 
that was phony, too. She loved children, 
but “darling” wasn’t the word. To Sis 
babies were small miracles of creation, 
but she knew too well how desperately 
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they battled their way into existence. 
Calling them darling made them flat and 
unreal as paper cherubs. 

John was impressed by her sweetness. 
“T never thought about you that way,” he 
said. “But Ill bet you’ll make a swell 
mother.” He cleared his throat. “Well, let’s 
pull in toward shore, shall we? Getting 
a little chilly out here.” 

But by this time Sis was an astute gen- 
eral; she sensed the weakening of the 
enemy. “Do you—do you like babies, 
John?” she asked. 

He swerved the canoe so rapidly. they 
almost capsized. His voice was loud and 
sure; perhaps a little too sure. “Oh, Lord, 
ae he said. “I’d rather raise pups any 

ay.” 3 

But after breakfast on the following 
Sunday she dragged him off to visit Phil 
and Hester. If talking of babies had 
brought him so close to the edge, she 
would dose him with more of the same. 
They walked into a wonderful picture of 
domesticity off-guard. There was Hester, 
prayerfully kneeling before the funnies, 
Phil suspending a batch of new etchings, 
the radio humming to no one in particu- 
lar; everywhere peace and the Sunday 
papers. 

Sis was touched. “This is what I want,” 
she thought. “It seems so happy, so safe. 
If Hester had to campaign for this, Phil 
ought to bless her for it. Maybe sometime 
—John will bless me.” 

Phil demanded John’s help with the pic- 
ture hanging, and Hester dragged Sis into 
the kitchen to fix a pot of coffee. 

“Oh, Sis,” Hester said ecstatically, “T 
can tell from the way John looks at you 
that he’s beginning to care.” 

Sis almost dropped the coffee can. “Hes- 
ter, does he really look at me differently? 
Can you tell?” 

“Of course I can tell. So can you, Sis 
Deacon; don’t try to fool me. He’s the one 
who doesn’t know. If I ever saw one, he’s 
it—a case of love asleep. Wake him up.” 

Sis blushed. “I—I don’t know how.” 

“Take him down to see that empty 
apartment I told you about. That might 
give him ideas.” She dreamed a minute; 
then in her most matronly and practical 
manner she said: “I’ll fix it. You leave it 
to me.” 

Sis said shyly, “If you talk about the 
baby, don’t ask me any—you know, pro- 
fessional questions.” 

“T see. All right, I won’t. I'll show him 
the blue satin crib cover ’m making, in- 
stead.” 


S}s carried the steaming coffee inside to 
the men. They were critically examin- 
ing the angle at which the etchings were 
hung, and Sis thought guiltily: “Men seem 
so honest and open. If they knew how 
women schemed and plotted, I’ll bet they’d 
never get married.” 

Hester in the kitchen had seemed per- 
fectly healthy. In the living room she 
became an invalid. Phil treated her as 
though she wouldn’t live long, and John 
watched sympathetically. After coffee the 
layette was shown. 

John looked at the tiny things warily 
as though they were dangerous. Finally 
in an awed voice he said, “My gosh, kids 
sure come in small sizes, don’t they?” 

“Yes, but they take up a lot of room,” 
Hester said. “That’s why I was thinking 
maybe we ought to take the apartment 
downstairs. I think it’s a little larger. 
When you kids leave here, I wish you’d 
stop downstairs and look at it for us.” 

Phil, back on the kitchen _stepladder, 
craned down at his wife. “What’s that?” 
he said. 

“Well, honey, you know I told you that 
when the baby comes, I think we ought 
to move to the apartment downstairs.” 

“TI don’t remember your telling me that.” 
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Mas Cobina Wright, Jr., recently selected by the 
Society of Illustrators as “the most attractive 
and talented New York girl of the 1939 season.” 
Cobina, Jr., who sings at the Sert Room in the 
Waldorf-Astoria Hotel, is one of the most popular 
members of the younger social registerite set. 
She “loves” Revlon Cream Nail Enamel 
. says: “Revlon is stunning. And 
since my nails are at their best 
with Revlon, naturally I 


use it always.” 


Why Pecwlon users, can 


Sue tonger srnger nats. ot 


Af 4G 
DY. can tell from the first stroke of the brush Natl Fipeh veaxcar a 


that Revlon Cream Nail Enamel is exceptionally soft, Revlon’s glamorous new gypsy - 


rose-red shade in three gradu- 


. ated tones. Ask for TRINGAR-1, 
smooth, creamy texture suggests that Revlon is kind light; TRINGAR-2, medium; 


smooth and creamy. It just flows on the nail! This soft, 


to the nails. As indeed it is! For Revlon is distinguished TRINGAR-3, dark .. . These 


: . : are the newest three of Revlon’s 
for the fact that it contains no acetone or colorings 4 Up 


i . ; f 21 fashion-right shades... 
which tend to dry the nails or restrict their natural, 


At leading department stores 
healthy growth. There could be no greater evidence and in quality beauty salons, 
of Revion’s superiority than the fact that it is 
used in more quality beauty salons throughout the 
world than any other nail enamel. These beauty 
salons represent a critical testing-ground. And they 
prefer Revlon Cream Nail Enamel. Smart women 
the world over say that Revlon is best for looks, 
best for wear, best for nails. You—and your 


nails —will prefer Revlon, too! 
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Sis saw with amusement that sometimes 
even Hester had trouble. 

But Hester was undaunted. “Sweet- 
heart,” she said, “I told you. Don’t you re- 
member, sweetheart?” 

Sweetheart said: “I guess you must have 
told me, dear. I guess I just don’t re- 
member.” 

Having disposed of him, Hester said to 
John, “You will look at it for us, won’t 
you?” 

“Sure,” he said. “Come on, Sis. Let’s go.” 

In a moment Sis and John stood before 
the door of empty Apartment 10 B. While 
the elevator boy fitted the pass key, Sis 
tried to look into the future. “Will John 
and I be opening this door as our very 
own? Will he come home to me through 
it night after night, and I be waiting on 
the other side with my kiss ready?” The 
door stared back, blank as an unwritten 
page. 

Inside it was cool and bright, the sun 
streamed through the curtainless win- 
dows, the bare floors shone. The elevator 
boy went back to his cage, and she and 
John were alone with the fresh white 
walls, the expectant emptiness. 

“Doesn’t look any bigger to me,” he 
said, but he went about his inspection 
very seriously. He examined the refrig- 
erator. In the bathroom he looked at the 
angle of the shower. He peered up the 
black throat of the fireplace. Sis followed 
him, her heels staccato on the wooden 
floors, stifling her disappointment. This 
place to him was just an empty apart- 
ment where Hester and Phil might move. 
To her it was another lost campaign. 

“Hester’s full of beans,” he said finally. 
“This place is exactly the same as theirs. 
Not an inch difference between them.” 

He was ready to leave, but she said, 

“Wait—you didn’t look at the bedroom.” 

“Oh, all right.” 

Clattering after him, she said, “Do you 
like the way Phil and Hester have their 
apartment fixed?” 

“Sure,” he said. “Of course if I were 
doing it, I'd kind of get a few things in 
there you could put your feet on. Plain 
stuff, you know.” 

“That’s what I like,” she said. “Early 
American.” Though it had never occurred 
to her before. “I think you have good 
taste.” 

“Really?” he said interestedly. “Well, 
I’ve always thought some day Id take a 
crack at decorating a place of my own. 
Now here, for instance, I’d put up cur- 
tains with flowers on them. What do you 
call that stuff?” 

“Chintz?” . 

“Sure—chintz. And spreads on the beds 
to match. Would you like that?” 

“Yes,” she said. “And more chintz in 
the living room and—” 


HE WAS full of creative energy now. 
“And bookcases all around, and a 
good thick rug on the floor. I like thick 
rugs, don’t you?” 

“Crazy about them. And a great big desk 


\ that you could work on—wouldn’t you 


like that?” 

“You bet. I’ve never had a big enough 
desk yet. And say—I’d like to keep a dog, 
would you?” 

“Oh, yes. And flower boxes.” 

“And a little bar, maybe.” 

“And a radio and phonograph.” 

He whistled a little, concentrating. “T 
guess this place rents for about the same 
as Phil and Hester’s. Then there’s gas and 
electricity and phone—well, I guess two 
hundred a month would cover it. That’s 
not so bad.” 

Suddenly he stopped talking. His eyes 
went out the window, and her heart sank. 
She had lost him again! 

But he spoke carefully. “You know, I 
| always thought it was going to be years 





before I— But—Well, Sis. I guess this is 
the place. Do you like it?” 

“Oh, yes,” she said, suddenly fright- 
ened. 

“And youre the girl. Am I the guy? 
Am. I, Sis??? 

“Oh—” She knew what was coming 
now, and she was terrified as all generals 
must be when their wars end. She lifted 
her eyes to his, entreating him to shorten 
her agony. 

He, as though responding to her appeal, 
mustered all his strength. “I mean—how 
about marrying me?” He held her chin 
with his hand; it was a pretty shaky 
hand. “You know I mean—marry me, 
will you?” 

Then, as though his knees had crumpled, 
he sat abruptly on the radiator cover, 
staring up at her. 

Now that it was here—now that she 
had him, she calmed. She was suddenly 
the strong one, strong enough to study 
his pale face, his concerned dark eyes. 

“The poor guy hasn’t had a chance,” 
she thought. “He didn’t have the faintest 
idea that he was going to ask me to marry 
him. He’s scared to death. He wants to be 
free ... Oh, Lord, but I love him. I love 
him so much I can’t trap him like this— 
like any little squirrel. I wish I could be 
like Hester. I wish I could be like all 
those other women, but I can’t. I’ve been 
trained to be honest. I can’t do it. I can’t 
marry him.” 

“Don’t you love me?” he said. “I always 
kind of thought you—cared, Sis.” 


Now she looked out the uncurtained 
window, out over the Sunday quiet of 
the town. “I’ve got to tell him the whole 
story about the campaign,” she thought. “If 
I just tell him, ‘No, as though I didn’t love 
him, that makes me as dishonest as if I 
tell him ‘Yes.’ I’ve got to tell him about 
Mom and the white strand of hair and 
the jeweler’s window and even this—this 
darling place.” In her mind she tried to 
begin. “John,” she would say, “this has 
all been a campaign—even looking at this 
apartment was fixed by Hester—” No, 
she couldn’t bring Hester into it. Well, 
then— “John, even inviting you to dinner 
was an idea of my mother’s, and that 
white hair of hers you saw—” No, not 
that. Betray her own mother? 

Suddenly she saw that she couldn’t tell 
him about the campaign. There is a se- 
cret society of women, older than time, 
the members of which are dedicated to 
helping one another get husbands. Sis 
had to belong or betray her entire sex. 
It was too old a plan and too big for her 
to battle. She might as well give in to it 
and be happy. “And anyhow I won’t let 
him go. I can’t.” 

“Sis—Madeleine.” He was as white as 
the walls. “Won’t you answer me?” 

“T’l] never tell him what I’ve done— 
any more than Hester told Phil or my 
mother told my father, but Pll make it 
up to him. I'll be so good to him—always, 
so help me God!” 

“Tell me, talk to me—” he implored. 
“Will you—you know?” 

“Oh—John, yes!” 

He looked masterfully around his new 
home, furnished so successfully in such 
a little time. He claimed Sis’ kiss with 
authority, and then, more tenderly, he 
held her securely, protectively, within 
his arms. “Lean against me, dear. Your 
poor little heart is going like a hammer. 
I should have built up to it, given you 
time to make up your mind. But when 
we're married, dear, you'll get to under- 
stand me: When I want something, I just 
go after it—like I wanted you, see? I don’t 
know how I do it, but look how it works. 
You hemmed and you hawed and you 
stared out of that window, but by golly, Sis 
Deacon—I got you!” 
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—when Squibb Dental 








Cream or Powder 
brings quick refresh- 
ment to your mouth. 


- gums and teeth. 


when you brush your teeth! 


QUIBB DENTIFRICES do more 
S than cleanse and polish. They 
contain a proven antacid that neu- 
tralizes harmful acids wherever 
it comes in contact with them. 


These acids are a daily menace. 
They are apt to form after meals 
when food particles ferment between 
the teeth, or in crevices beyond the 
reach of ordinary brushing. 


Here they may attack enamel, and 
thus be factors in tooth decay. 

Fight acid when you brush your 
teeth! 

Buy Squibb today. Use it at least 
twice daily. At night, massage your 
gums with it and allow it to remain 
to secure its full benefit. 

You will be delighted with the 
new sense of quick refreshment. 


THE PRICELESS INGREDIENT OF EVERY PRODUCT !S THE HONOR AND INTEGRITY OF ITS MAKER 


ASquibb laboratory control nuamberappears 
on every Squibb container. It is evidence 
that the raw materials, steps of manufac- 
ture, and final Squibb product have been 
subjected to the severity of all Squibb tests. 
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Hot, Perspiring Feet 
CMCC USI CLE 


Nima ag 






WHEN SCORCHING PAVEMENTS, hot shoes 
soak your feet in perspiration, they’re regu- 
lar hotbeds for torturing Athlete’s Foot. 


CRACKS between your 
toes are DANGER 
SIGNALS 





ATHLETE’S FOOT GERMS breed in this perspira- 
tion. When the damp skin cracks, the germ 
gets right in. Then toes get red and itchy— 
skin peels off in patches leaving raw sore- 
ness—Athlete’s Foot. 


Drench them 
at ONCE— 


At the first sign of 

a crack between 

your toes—splash on 

Absorbine Jr. free- 

ly! Apply it full 

strength every 

: night and morning. 

1. It dries the skin between the toes. 

2. It dissolves the perspiration products on 
which Athlete’s Foot fungi thrive. 

3. A powerful fungicide, it kills Athlete’s Foot 
fungi. 

4. It soothes and helps heal broken tissues. 

5. Relieves itching, pain of Athlete’s Foot. 


In advanced cases consult your doctor, 
in addition to using Absorbine Jr. 


Get a bottle of Absorbine Jr. today. At all 
druggists, $1.25 a bottle. 


UA a 


Kills ATHLETE’S FOOT fungi 






Also QUICK RELIEF for: 
® Sore, Aching Muscles 
© Tired, Swollen Feet 
© Bites of Mosquitos and 


other Small Insects 


Sample Bottle FREE! 


Write W. F. Young, Inc., 352 
Lyman St., Springfield, Mass. 








EVERY product guaranteed as advertised 


DR. EDDY’S Question-Box 


Questions addressed to Good 


Housekeeping Bureau will be an- 


swered only when accompanied by a stamped envelope. Prescrip- 


tional advice cannot be 


given, nor can food or drug samples be 


analyzed. Address Dr. Walter H. Eddy, 57th St. at 8th Ave. N. Y.C. 


There Is Vitamin Loss 


Will you please tell me whether orange juice 
or tomato juice loses food value or vitamins 
when used in cooked or baked preps 


Vitamins A and C, both of which are 
present in orange juice and tomato juice, 
are damaged or destroyed by contact with 
the air, and this destruction is more rapid 
in the presence of heat. We have no spe- 
cific figures on the extent of loss of these 
two vitamins when tomato juice or orange 
juice is used in cakes or breads, but we do 
know there is considerable destruction. It 
would be impossible to answer the ques- 
tion definitely without definite tests on 
the particular type of cooked product in- 
volved. 


Properly Made Utensils Are Safe 


Does the use of aluminum or enamelware 
utensils for cooking have any harmful effect 
on the body? 

0. M. RK. 


It is fully established by competent tests 
that it is perfectly safe to eat foods cooked 
in aluminum cooking utensils. In case of 
enamelware one needs to know whether 
the enamelware used contains toxic met- 
als which are soluble in foodstuffs. Before 
approving enamelware utensils Good 
Housekeeping Institute conducts careful 
experiments to determine the amount of 
metal dissolved by different types of 
foodstuffs, and the presence or absence 
of toxic metals before giving its approval. 
Any utensil approved is safe to use. 


Vinegar and Vitamins 


Does vinegar on spinach or other greens de- 
stroy the vitamins and other food ae Oe 
; 


There is nothing in vinegar which is de-~ 


structive to any of the vitamins. As a mat- 
ter of fact, vitamin B is more stable in 


an acid solution, and vinegar will tend to 
conserve rather than destroy that vitamin. 


Rich in Iron and Vitamins 


Are canned apricots as rich in iron and 
vitamins as dried ones? * 
7 Ro Gs 


Canning produces no reduction in the 
iron content of apricots, and canned apri- 
cots are therefore just as good a source of 
iron as fresh. ~~ 

There are several methods of drying 
apricots. Experiments conducted at the 
University of California have shown thet 
when apricots are dried with the aid cf 
sulphur fumes, there is less loss of vita- 
min A than when the sulphur is not used. 
But, on the other hand, the sulvhuring 
tends to destroy more of vitamin B, than 
dehydrating without the sulphur fumes. 
In general, then, it would follow that the 
canned product should give a higher vita- 
min content than the dehydrated (dried) 
product. Dehydrated products, however, 
are still excellent sources of A and B, and 
protect A and C. 


Vegetable Content 


Do vegetables contain starch and protein as 
well as minerals and vitamins? 
Ey Awe 


The amounts of starch and protein vary 
with the type of vegetable. Potatoes, for 
example, are high in starch, while the 
leafy vegetables and those like tomatoes 
are low in both starch and protein. In 
the preparation of vegetables for use by 
diabetics it is customary to separate them 
into groups known as 5 percent, 10 per- 
cent and 15 percent vegetables. Such 
classification indicates the relative amount 
of starch or sugar present, and you can 
obtain lists giving such classification in 
any ofthe good textbooks on dietetics. 
The amount of protein and carbohy- — 
drate will also be found in such texts. © 


Two-Way Courtesy 


(Continued from page 66) 


pain, annoyance, or want; also, anything 
that contributes to such a state. It also 
says that the person who is comfortable 
is agreeable, at ease, at rest, satisfied, well 
off. If a proper comfort station can supply 
all these factors to the visitor, it is cer- 
tainly contributing to the welfare of hu- 
manity and the health of the nation. 

On the other hand, consider the effect of 
a visit to an untidy or actually dirty rest 
room. We all know that an irritated, un- 
happy, dissatisfied mental attitude may 
raise havoc with the normal functions of 
the body. For example, workers in the 
nutrition field know that if you go to the 
dinner table in an angry or mentally dis- 
turbed mood, digestive juices may not 
flow properly. Contractions of digestive 
muscles may be inhibited, and the meal 
which was perfectly planned and cooked 
mey be poorly digested and may give you 
definite physical distress. In short, the 
mood at mealtime is a physiologic factor 
quite as important as the components of 
the meal itself. 

In my army days I found that the wise 
officers paid great attention to the fit of 
the men’s shoes and men’s comfort when 
they were on the march. They were not 
half so much worried about the corns and 
bunions that might be produced by ill- 
fitting shoes as by the effect of the an- 





see page 6 


noyance on the temper of the men. They 
called it a matter of maintaining morale, 
and they knew that the efficiency of their 
fighting units could be definitely ham- 
pered by discomfort of any sort. 

Because of the importance to mind as 
well as body of tidy, sanitary, pleasant 
rest rooms, I’d like to urge again that you 
insist upon real “comfort” stations. Find 
out personally the condition of the rest 
rooms in your particular neighborhood 
or on the routes which you travel in your 
car. 

It’s an old story that you get whatever 
you insist upon. When you forget to talk 
about a pet project, forget to check up on 
it, interest in it lags. And it is only fair, 
when a person has gone out of his way 
to make improvements for your comfort, 
to express appreciation—aloud and by 
your actions, too. It helps him. And it 
helps you. : ! 

So let’s keep the two-way campaign 
going. Let’s insist on high rest-room 
standards, and let’s be ladies and gentle- 
men when we accept the service and con- 
venience of good rest rooms, In other 
words, let’s thank proprietors of good ones 
and ask them to continue to keep up the 
good work. Let’s get after the bad ones 
and make them ashamed enough to raise 
their standards. 


aioe. 
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“Here's ll you do- 
dull aluminum f 
shines like new 







Cleans, scours and keeps 


NUN 

i \ \ . . » 
ALUMINUM: shining like new 
The S.O.S. Company, Chicago, Ill. ¢ The $.0.S. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd., 100 Sterling Road, Toronto 
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WALT DISNEYS 
WKKEY WOLSE 
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HEN Mickey read about Big Game, 
He thought it would be fun 
To raise his brand-new gun and aim, 
And see his victims run. 


So off they went upon a trek, 
For Pluto was to point; 
And Pluto pointed till his neck 

Was nearly out of joint. 


At last! The scent of some wild beast! 
Fierce Pluto forged ahead. 

He thought ’twould be a bear, at least, 
Till he saw this instead. 


A tiny squirrel blinked its eyes 
As if to plead, “Oh, why?” 
And Pluto, feeling half his size, 
Was ’shamed enough to die. 


So Mickey threw away his gun 
To play a nicer game, 

He said, “My hunting days are done”; 
And Pluto felt the same. 
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Sugar bowl and cream pitcher. Above you see extremely 
nice ones of silver plate. They’re chubby little fellows set 
on small, strong feet. Their design is simple and dignified, 
their price is utterly unassuming. A bride will dote on ’*em 
Covered vegetable dish. It’s a copy of an old one, and has 
nice classic lines, a winning modesty of price. A resource- 
ful bride will find she can use the cover as a dish, too! 
Gravy boat. The one at right is of Georgian inspiration and 
has much grace of line. Note the delicate handle, the lean 
aristocratic shape of the body and the tray—a fine gift 
Salad dish. The French custom of having the head of the 
house mix the salad at the table has invaded America. 
More and more young husbands are learning to toss salad 
greens. This handsome silver-plate shell with Queen Anne 
feet and fluting and grape decorations makes it a pleasant 
chore for the master. It can be used for fruit if you like 
Caster set. This is a copy of an old one and another help in 
making salad at the table. It has room for all the necessi- 
ties: shakers for salt and pepper, bottles for oil and vinegar 








mm \_. 


JUST WHAT THE bi /DE WANTS 


Priced to accommodate tiny budgets 


Water pitcher. Notice its quaint simplicity, its smooth, 
Colonial charm. It has a pioneer capacity, too, and a 
fierce endurance. Of lovely silver plate, it’s a bride’s pet 
Candlesticks. These are lovely ones with rope borders 
around the edges, firm circular pedestals, tall tapering 
bodies. Pleasant adjuncts for the mantel of a new home 
Well and tree platter. You'd be mighty proud to give the 
bride her platter, wouldn’t you? And you can afford it; 
here’s a lovely new shell platter, priced to make it easy 





Salt dip and pepper shaker. The salt dip has a blue glass 
bowl for salt, and is neatly designed. The classic pepper 
shaker is generous in size. Their price is gratifying 
W ine-cooler vase. There it is, at the left, for all the world 
like an antique wine cooler, only smaller and intended 
for flowers. It’s one of the sweetest vases we’ve ever seen, 
and makes a silver-plate gift that any bride will adore 
Shell nut dish, lower left. It-can be used for nuts, bon- 
bons, ashes, or cigarettes, and is an indispensable, worth 
its weight in gold to the bride. Happily not so priced 
The compote dish, left, shows modern Danish influence 
in its severely chaste design. The bride will use it for 
candies, nuts, and olives, and will bless you for the gift 
Sandwich tray. This tray has a rope design about the edge. 
punctuated by clusters of flowers. It may be used as a 
bread tray, for canapés or hors d’oeuvres, for crackers 


Look for these gifts of top-grade silver plate in local shops 





When hfe is all fulure. : 


EATLY, like a blueprint, you and your 

bride-to-be have it planned — you two 
who are at that happy crossroads when life 
is all future. That little home you will buy 
when you can afford it... . The boy who 
looks like his dad and the girl with her 
mother’s eyes. .. . How you will grow old 
together and have a second honeymoon... 
with all the work and struggle behind you! 


Dreams are right and wise, because for 
most of us they come true... . But if they 
should not... if that last part of the picture 
should fail to develop... it need not mean 
that all the rest of your plans will go to 
pieces, too. 


Happily there's a modern way to make 
certain that many of your plans will be car- 
ried out. Life insurance can carry a family 


every step of the way toward financial inde- 
pendence — but, for most of us, only one 
of those steps towards security can be taken 
at a time. 


The first need is enough money to carry 
your bride through the period of readjust- 
ment if she should ever have to face the 
world without you. You can provide this 
essential protection, at a cost even a young 
bridegroom’s budget can afford, through a 
special plan designed for this specific pur- 
pose. It is called the John Hancock read- 





LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


OF BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS 


justment plan... and it has the somewhat 
happier faculty of helping to finance that 
second honeymoon ... if things do work 
out according to your hopes. 

Ask a John Hancock repre- 

sentative to tell you about WY a 
the readjustment plan. Or , : 


write Department G-6 for 
our descriptive booklet 






JOHN HANCOCK MUTUAL LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 


GUY W. COX, President 
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Gols guard against 
body odor with this 
_ lovely perfumed soap! 























BEFORE YOU SEE 
HIM TONIGHT 


BE SURE TO BATHE WITH 
THIS LOVELY PERFUMED 
CASHMERE BOUQUET SoaP ! 


ANY GIRL WHO WANTS TO FIND HER 
BIG MOMENT OUGHT TO GUARD 
HER DAINTINESS WITH CASHMERE 
BOUQUET SOAP! ITS RICH, 
DEEP-CLEANSING LATHER REMOVES 
EVERY TRACE OF BODY ODOR. 
AND THEN, LONG AFTER YOUR BATH, 
ITS LINGERING PERFUME KEEPS 
YOU $O ALLURING! 






AND THERE'S SOMETHING 

ABOUT YOU SO UTTERLY SWEET 
» « »HOW COULD | HELP 

LOVING YOU ? 


IT WAS A 
“ LUCKY DAY FOR 
ME WHEN | LEARNED 
ABOUT CASHMERE 
BOUQUET... THE 
SOAP THAT KEEPS A 






{[O¢—3tor2 5¢ 


at drug, department 
and ten-cent stores 


(IER PERFUME 
Cog 





co eee) 
\ THE LOVELIER WITH THE COST 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
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New Faces 


(Continued from page 15) 
without being introduced. For instance, 
there is the school or college conference 
where you would be just a drip if, when 
the boy beside you opened up with the 
comment, “If that guy was on the air, he’d 
have to say it all in ten minutes, and a 
good thing, too,” you gave him an icy 
glance and moved away. The school or 
college, like an old friend, is your host, 
and you know the English rule that says 
under your host’s roof introductions are 
unnecessary. The only point to remember 
here is that it is better to let the man 
make the first move. 

But maybe you aren’t going away. 
You're just sitting home watching road- 
sters go by, each with a radio singing, a 
smooth man driving, and a cute girl snug- 
gled down beside him. It seems all the 
world is gay but you. Under these con- 
ditions, call up anybody you know who is 
stuck at home, too. Fix up something—any- 
thing from a marshmallow roast to a beef- 
steak party. Make the others bring their 
own food if you like, but be sure that they 
bring their friends, and plenty of them. 
The man who is just the boy-next-door to 
the girl from the other end of town may 
turn out to be the man-of-the-hour in 
your life. That goes the other way around, 
too, so give the boy-next-door in your life 
a buildup. Resist the natural impulse to use 
his nickname and tell how he earned it. 
Anyway, take as many new people as you 
can find, mix them, and see what you get. 

Then, be an opportunist. Take yourself 
anywhere and everywhere where men and 
girls of your own age are doing something 
together. Serve on that committee. Swim. 
Try the new game. Go to the old straw- 
berry festival. Take in the serious-minded 
conference to which you are eligible. 


NES look over the men who are left 
in town. How is the talent as of pres- 
ent date? Have you been passing up some- 
thing? The boy who two years ago was 
a sad lad may have developed into some- 
thing interesting. Lots of excellent talent 
goes unappreciated around the home town 
because nobody realizes that the boy or 
girl who was terribly unattractive in the 
late-brat stage has grown up to be quite 
a person. Give him a break and include 
him in a party. 

Don’t be too high-hat about taking a 
blind date. They’re often good for an eve- 
ning’s amusement, if no more. Proceed 
with caution, remembering dangerous 
hairpin turns ahead, but if the girl and 
the friend who brings the blind are all 
right, the chances are he is all right, too, 
and you can use your woman-of-the- 
world equipment in trying to size him up. 
It may also be that for some reason, like 
a quarrel, you are not clicking with the 
local crowd at the moment. The blind 
doesn’t know that. Here is your chance to 
get your charm out from behind the cloud © 
and let it shine. 

If and when there are new faces beside 
you, what about clicking? 

Blind date, supper partner, or just the 
man next to you—he must be put at his 
ease. You be gay, casual, funny. Put over 
the idea that there aren’t any strings at- 
tached to this party; that you’re not trying 
to date him up for next Tuesday, but just 
to have a good time now. Even the man 
who didn’t want to come and shows it will 
usually soften up under this method. If 
he doesn’t, you’re out with a dead engine 
and you might as well turn your attention 
to somebody else—which often works, too! 

Don’t begin with personal remarks even 
\if the implication is flattering. Comments 
like, “They told me you were going to be 
|a little runt with big ears, and look at 
‘ you!” will embarrass him even if he is a 





















Do You 
Know What : 
Doctors Think About 


STANDARDS OF 
CLEANLINESS ? 


big blonde and perfectly constructed. Lead 
off with a joke—yours, or one you heard. 
If you just aren’t good at talking, be ap- 
preciative. Look at the people you are 
with (never around the room) and show 
that you hope everybody with you is 
happy. ; 

And now about their clicking with you. 

Don’t bother with the men that you in- 
stinctively don’t like; theyll be just a 
nuisance to you. Learn to recognize the 
man who is too slick. Don’t pin your hopes 
on a smoothie; you can’t depend on him 
for anything. But he has his uses for one 
evening or one vacation. A smoothie isn’t 
going to stay with you, but he builds up 
your ego and sends you back to the old 
crowd realizing anew the power of your 
charm. In that way he’s a wonderful tonic. 
What you especially want to keep your 
eye out for is the friendly, outgoing type, 
who, like yourself, is full of zip and in the 
mood for new faces. He is the promising 
material. 

If you want to check up on him, do it 
by a few judicious questions. If he’s a 
blind date, find out why. He may just have 
moved here or taken a job in town, or, nm 
a big place, simply come on into another 
crowd looking for new talent. If he goes® 
to a school you know, find out if he knows § 
a good crowd. He may be too bright for Bae 
your friends, but short of that, he should Bas 
travel with the regulars. Draw him out §& 

a little on the question of the girls he 
knows and the ones he goes around with. 

If you can, find out a little something 
about his background, although in spite 
of your mother’s faith in families, this 
isn’t always a reliable guide. Lots of boys 
from excellent families drink too much, 
and can’t be trusted around the corner. 
But in general, although. good parents 
don’t always have good children, the all- § 
right guys usually do have the right sort 
of people behind them. : 

If he is the nice friendly sort and looks § 
pretty good to you, take him home and 
see how he stacks up with the family. If§ 
he won’t come, he’s probably no good. If he 
does, see how the new face looks beside 
the old ones. If your people take to him, 
you can be pretty sure he’s your sort. And 
in that case it won’t be long now before 
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TANDARDS OF CLEANLINESS in children are often 


distressingly low. 
Doctors are aware that many grownups, even, are sur- 
he'll be talking polities with Dad or deel- eee ignorant of the qualities necessary for a suitable 
ing the cards to Aunt Susan. And this time at — tissue. : 
you may like it. Ordinary tissues are often too stiff, too harsh to cleanse 
thoroughly. To develop fastidious habits in a child, a soft, 
highly absorbent tissue is absolutely essential. 
That is why really careful mothers find Luxury Texture 
Tissue so helpful in training their children . . . softer and 
MY DAUGHTER finer for the whole family. 

Extra soft, extra absorbent, Luxury Texture Tissue cleanses 
gently, immaculately. Teach your child to de- 
pend on it. Scott Paper 
Co., Chester, Pa., also Saeed 
makers of Waldorf 
Tissue and Scot Towels non. ha 
for home use. 
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By Gerold Frank 


THIS is my daughter. I see her walk. 
I hear her laugh. I hear her talk. 
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THIS little thing in curls and dress 
Is witness to such tenderness 
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I CANNOT stop to give it thought Sor 


Lest tears well up in me unsought. as ald Linen 


SSUCH sentiment is absurd, surely, YOU NEED ial Cotl; 










A thing for maudlin women, purely— GREATER SOFTNESS 
BUT I shall never 1 » place: | a © ab 
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(A FINGER pointing to her cheek) ABSORBENCY OF ae — one SHEETS 


Is quite enough to make me weak. 


THIS is my daughter. I cannot cease 
My proud refrain. She is my peace. - (A 


Kuticing Bubbles , 
of Corn... — 


e e ie 
to Give You Something { 
NEW for Breakfast! 9 st ALES 


Vigil in the Night 
(Continued from page 29) 
~ of all those cherished plans for Lucy and 
herself, the hopes that they would work 
_together and succeed gloriously in their 
profession, all ended now. Then she 
smiled wryly, recollecting Joe’s recently 
professed adoration for herself. Poor Joe! 
iHe could be clay in any woman’s hands. 
\ And yet, thought Anne, this marriage 
“eas oe ‘might not be a bad thing for him, or for 
\ -... Lucy either. Suddenly she felt_a great 
“= longing to see her sister and Joe. She 
‘sent off a telegram of congratulation, and 
» then went to Matron East and asked for 
_ a weekend off. 
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you want to go?” 

“T,ondon.” 

“I guessed as much. You young women 
can think of nothing but gadding up to 
London. Stuff and nonsense, I call it. 
What’s going to happen to discipline with 
all this silly pleasure in your heads?” 

“I want to see my sister,” Anne ex- 
plained. “She’s just been married.” 

“No, no, it can’t be done,” the matron 
said quickly. “I can’t spare you now. Per- 
haps when you’ve been here another 
month I can arrange it.” 


ge went on duty with a rankling 
sense of injustice. And there, in the 
ward, as though to add to her discomfiture, 
she found Doctor Caley. 

The interne was in a most bumptious 
mood of self-satisfaction, which Anne now 
knew always boded ill for her. He was a 
nobody, George Caley, who had somehow 
got himself through the medical schools 
and was now engaged to the daughter of 
a local doctor. Upon his marriage, he 
would drop into a lucrative partnership 
~ with his father-in-law. It was a lucky 
“stroke for Caley. In consequence he lived 
in a perpetual state of exhilaration at his 
own cleverness. Anyone refusing to sub- 
scribe to such exhilaration became in- 


“‘OhBoy!—here’s 
a breakfast food 
that really is 
TOPS. Andsay— 
you don’t have 
to wait for break- 
fast. You can fill 
my bowl with 
KIX any time 
of the day you 
like.’’...Children 
everywhere are 
saying things 
like this about 
KIX. 


detested Anne. 
| “Nurse Lee,” he began, “I have just 
found this book by the bedside of Number 
19 in the women’s ward.” 
“Yes, Doctor,” she said guardedly. “I 


4 2 ; L us her the book.” 
New Looking, New Tasting, with 4 Added Food-Elements vet youtkner ihatrmy, anion were 


. . a that Number 19 w t to read. She’s 
not combined in any other well-known CORN CEREAL! very weak, and it exhausts her.” 


(READ HOW IT STAYS CRISP LONGER IN MILK OR CR AM, TOO) 


At last—here’s something really NEW for 
your breakfast. A brand-NEW cereal that 
TASTES different and LOOKS different from 
anything else you ever had before in your life. 

Corn KIX is unlike any other cereal you 
ever saw. It’s not flakes. It’s not shreds. It’s 
round, appetizing, golden bubbles that melt 
away in your mouth—Bubbles that stay so 
crisp in milk or cream they'll amaze you. 
That’s because KIX is made to stay crisp. In 
fact, actual scientific tests show that corn 


KIX Reg. Trade 
Mark of General 
Mills, Ine. 











Corn KIX is madé by 
General Mills, Ine., 
Minneapolis, Minn. 


Its Taking America 


TENCE 


“She is weak, Doctor.” Anne kept her 
voice reasonable with a great effort. “She’s 
' dying, isn’t she? Reading is the only thing 

KIX stays crisp longer than any of the popu- that helps her to forget her pain. She 


lar flake cereals’you buys - s begged me to let her have the book.” 


, ~~. === “I don’t care whether she begged or 
_And that’s not all: Corn KIX is also en- whether she didn’t. I tell you it’s bad for 
riched with four added food elements that: her. ’ve given my orders. If I find them 
you won’t find combined in any other well- disobeyed again, I'll report you to Dr. 


bee oe $ 
known corn cereal, so far as we ourselves know, Sinclair instantly. 


3 4 : _ Anne was too wise to give the slightest 
First, we added Vitamin Be needed to. sign of indignation. “Very well, Doctor 


help promote good appetite and maintain” Caley.” 

healthy nerves. \_ Disappointed, he eyed her, searching 
Next, we added Vitamin D, needed for for a chance to establish his authority 

the bones and teeth. We “sprayed” it on corn further. Then he gave out a final order. 

KIX while it was bela ae Don’t forget to give that phlebitis case 


oe in Number 15 his mesonyl. Give him five 
Thén we added Galeiunr and Phos- grains at nine o'clock.” é 
phorus.. 


. two important minerals needed. Anne stared at him. He had overshot 

for bodily development. . his mark at last, delivered himself, in his 
Thus=corn KIX helps to balanée your diet. Serica nn a Pas 

Helps combat certain dietary deficiencies, Se ae are ee 


; : “That’s what I said. Five grains.” 
For this reason it should be served datly.| She was silent, merely laine her 
Get a package of corn KIX today! 


": expression to show her unmistakable de- 
_ rision. He had begun to turn away, but 
that look of open contempt held him. 
There was a pause. 

Then she said, “The maximum dose of 
mesonyl is one-half grain.” 

He flushed to the roots of his hair and 


Copr. 1939, General Mills, Indes = 


WHY NOT 
GET A PACKAGE 
TODAY ? 


ot 
tried stupidly to bluster. “What are you 
talking about? I don’t believe you’ve even 
heard of mesonyl.” 

“T have heard of it.’ She smiled at him 
sweetly, pityingly. “And five grains would 
kill any man.” 

“Why—” he spluttered. 

She went on, devastating him with facts. 
“Furthermore, Dr. Sinclair ordered only 
a quarter grain. If you don’t believe me, 
look at Number 15’s chart. Dr. Sinclair 
wrote it there himself.” 

He was speechless now, and she took 
her final toll of him. 

“You wouldn’t wish me to give Num- 
ber 15 a fatal dose—even if it was your 
orders. Would you, sir?” 

Into that final “sir” she threw a diabolic 
irony. The droop of his shoulders as he 
slunk through the door was worth all 
the injustice, all the malice and petty” 
spitefulness that she had suffered, and 
might still suffer, at his hands. 


HE arrival of Lucy’s letter and the in- 

cident with Caley had banished from 
Anne’s mind all thought of the operation 
on Matthew Bowley, together with the 
part which she had played in it. But on 
Friday afternoon of that same week, 
Sister Gilson, coming from the ward tele- 
phone, remarked to Anne in a voice of 
mild congratulation, 

“You’re to go to the private room in B. 
Mr. Bowley wishes to see you.” 

The ward sister, previously hampered 
by a long succession of inexperienced 
nurses, had found in Anne someone who 
had lightened her burden beyond words. 
And she cherished her accordingly. 

“Don’t look so startled,” Sister Gilson 
smiled. “It can’t be anything unpleasant.” 

It was, however, with some perplexity 
that Anne obeyed the summons. Matthew 
Bowley had been to her no more than a 
subject upon the operating table. What 
he would be like in reality she could not 
guess. She knocked at the door of his 
room with a queer trepidation. 

A voice bade her enter, 

The room itself was sufficiently strik- 
ing—luxury and profusion grafted upon 
the bare drabness of the hospital, with 
flowers everywhere, a radio by the bed, 
and a great basket of luscious fruit on 
the table. Yet Anne found Matt Bowley 
himself still more arresting. He was blunt, 
heavy, about forty, with a rugged, astute, 
good-natured face—a face that somehow 
looked as though it had been knocked 
about a great deal yet survived to assume 
the power and polish given by great 
wealth. Bowley gave Anne a firm hail- 
fellow-well-met clasp. Studying her 
from beneath his bushy brows, he smiled 
slowly and said: 

“Well, Nurse, ’m going out tomorrow. 
But I couldn’t leave without havin’ a look 
at your face—and a pretty one it is, too.” 

Anne felt herself blushing. But Bowley 
only laughed more heartily, went on with 
a sly suggestion of conspiracy. : 

“T’m tellin’ no tales out of school, Nurse. 
But a little bird whispered something in 
my ear. And I don’t mind informing you 
that Matt Bowley’s likely to be of more 
use without a swab of cotton waste sewed 
up inside him. Eh, Nurse, what do you 
think?” 

Anne’s eyes twinkled. “I’m inclined to 
agree, Mr. Bowley.” 

He patted her hand in a friendly fash- 
ion.- “Quite right, my dear. I can see you 
have sense as well as beauty. And that’s a 
mighty fine combination in a woman.” 

It was impossible to take offense at 
his tone, so subtly did he imply a blunt 
and friendly interest. He went on: 

“And it’s an even finer combination 
in a nurse! You see, my dear, if a man 
has got to be ill, or if he has illness in his 
home, it does him good to see a smart 
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_ Something in 
Red for a Man! 


Wise wives give their meals zest and 
distinction with Heinz Tomato Ketchup, 
the favorite flavor of men everywhere 











THE LARGEST-SELLING KETCHUP IN 
O MEN the world over, Heinz Tomato Ketchup 
spells good eating! They like its piquant, perky tang 

on steaks, chops and beans. And you'll find just a dash 

of this ruddy condiment lifts stews and hashes to 
new heights! For Heinz Tomato Ketchup, made 
of Heinz “aristocrat” tomatoes, Heinz Vinegar and 

rare spices, is so rich it goes much further. Keep a 

bottle on the table—another in the kitchen—to flat- 

ter your cooking with a flavor your husband loves! 


Come and see the gigantic Heinz Dome at 
the New York World’s Fair—and be sure 
to visit the Heinz Period Kitchens at. the 
San Francisco Exposition. 


TOMATO 


Ke 


rs 


Zippy Heinz 57 
Beefsteak Sauce 
made with choice 
tropical and do- 
mestic fruits, veg- 
etables and spices 
adds tangy, 


Savory, spicy 
Heinz W orces- 
tershire Sauce, 
prepared ac- 
cording to an 
old English 
recipe, gives 
a delightfully 
differentflavor 
co meat loaf 


t mpting zest to 
fish dishes, game, 
cold meats, rare- 


and the stuff- bits and good 
ing for baked old-fashioned 
pork chops. beefsteak! 





Frigidaire Electric Range 


COMBINES LOW COST... AUIGH SPEED 
oe SURE KESULTS! 


Unites Special Full-Size Oven .. . New 5-Speed Cooking Units... 19 Other 
Advanced Features in First Range Designed For Women—By Women 


@ America has this range today because 7550 
practical homemakers told Frigidaire what 
they wanted in it! They literally gave Frigid- 
aire the specifications for this miracle range! 


They wanted a full-size oven, heavily in- 
sulated for low cost operation .. . and cool 
kitchens. And so accurate they could be sure 
of perfect cooking and baking results. Frigid- 
aire built that kind of oven. 

They asked for surface units with the right 
heat for every cooking job. So Frigidaire now 
offers 5 cooking speeds in every surface unit 
on every model. They asked for a range that 
would combine all the advantages of modern 
electric cooking ... at the lowest possible 
cost. With more than a score of exciting 
advanced features, the New Frigidaire Elec- 
tric Range meets those exacting requirements 
. .. combines Low Cost ... High Speed... 
Sure Results. See it at your Frigidaire dealer's. 


See Frigidaire’s other new models, too—for 
every need and budget. Also the new “Cold- 
Wall” Frigidaire Refrigerator and new Elec- 


tric Water Heaters. Every one a great General 
Motors Value. FRIGIDAIRE DIVISION, GENERAL 
MOTORS SALES CORPORATION, DAYTON, OHIO 
. . . TORONTO, CANADA. 


Check All These 
“Custom-Built” Features Specified 
by 7550 Housewives 


Every Unit a“Speed-Heat” unit with 5 Cook- 
ing Speeds + Full-Size, Economical “Even- 
Heat” Oven - Double-Duty “Thermizer” - 
1-Piece All-Porcelain Cabinet + 1-Piece Stain- 
less Porcelain Top » High-Speed Broiler - 
Exclusive “Evenizer” Heat Distributor 

1-Piece All-Porcelain Oven Interior + Non- 
Tilt Sliding Shelves Counter - Balanced, 
Shelf-Type Oven Door * Front Opening Oven 
Vent + Hydraulic Oven Heat Control 

Silver Contact Switches * Armored Wiring 

Utensil Storage Drawers. 


Above Features in every Household Model 
—Following Features are standard or option- 
al equipment — depending on model selected 


“Thrifto-Matic” Switch ° 


“Time-Signal” 
“Cook-Master”’ Control 


Warming Drawer + Cooking Top Lamp 


Condiment Set 








122 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 








lass about the sickroom, instead of some 
long-faced female.” 

Here the little clock at his elbow struck 
three soft strokes. He sighed regretfully 
and relinquished her hand with a final 


pat. 

“Well, my dear, I could go on talking 
to you all afternoon. But I’ve got a couple 
of lawyers coming right away. Scoun- 
drels, both of them.” Ruefully he indicated 
the enormous pile of correspondence on 
the counterpane. 

“But never fear, Nurse, we'll meet 
again. I’m not one that forgets a good 
turn. And in the meantime I want you 
to take this—just a souvenir of that miss- 
ing swab.” Smiling, he picked up a neatly 
wrapped package from his bedside table 
and handed it to her. “Now not a word, 
not one single word. You can thank me 
some other time. Just run away now and 
be good!” 

Anne left the room with a warm sensa- 
tion round her heart. It was good to be 
appreciated. Only Dr. Prescott could have 
told Bowley about the swab. Conquered 
by curiosity, she stopped in the corridor 
and unwrapped the package. The present 
was a beautiful fitted handbag. Delighted, 
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SHE LIVED WITH HATRED 


All her life she had despised 
the other woman and her 
shameful ways. All her life she 
herself 


with pride in her own virtue. 


had tried to console 


But when the great crisis came, 
she 


from the woman she had always 


had to borrow courage 


scorned. Such is the substance of 


A Powerful Novelette 


By HELEN HULL 
Author of “Frost Flower” 


IN JULY 
GOOD HOUSEKEEPING 


Kl ICR 


she unfastened the clasp and opened the 
inner compartment. Then her satisfaction 
faded. In the little coin purse was a ten- 
pound note. Somehow it cheapened the 
service she had rendered him, made her 
feel like a servant given a tip. She must, 
simply must, give it back to him. 

She was about to reenter the room when 
a step in the corridor caused her to turn 
round. Coming toward her was Dr. Pres- 
cott. She felt painfully conscious of the 
bag and the banknote in her hand. 

It may have been Prescott’s uncanny 
intuition, or possible foreknowledge that 
Bowley had meant to make her this gift. 
At any rate, he took in the situation in a 
quiet comprehensive glance. “Bowley’s 
generosity is always embarrassing,” he 
ae “IT find it so when he offers me my 
ee. 

Though that simple phrase put the 
whole thing right, she still hesitated. She 
stammered, “Really, Dr. Prescott, I don’t 
like taking this money.” 


*Reproduced from certified, unretouched 
photographs of identical foods, refrigerated, 


uncovered, at comparable temperatures. 


New Cold-Wall” FRIGIDAIRE — 
Built on Entirely New Principle ! 


A GENERAL Motors VALUE 


Amazing new principle saves food’s 

vital freshness from drying out! 

Preserves flavor, color, nourishment 
for days! 


@ Imagine keeping even highly per- 
ishable foods vitally fresh for days on 
end! Now, for the first time... 
thanks to Frigidaire’s astonishing new 
“ Cold-Wall” Principle . . . it is pos- 
sible to prolong food’s original fresh- 
ness for days longer than ever before! 

This means you save not only the 
food, but the VITAL VALUES you pay 
for in food! Natural nourishment and 
fresh flavor stay in... because they 
don’t dry out! Think what this means 
to health and appetite .. . particularly 
that of growing children! 

Fresh fruits and vegetables do not 
lose their attractiveness through wilt- 
ing, shrinking, changing color! Left- 
over meats, peas, beans, even mashed 
potatoes ... stay as delicious as when 
first prepared. And they needn’t even 


be covered! For with the new “Cold- 
Wall” Principle, food is not dried 
out by moisture-robbing air currents. 
Odor-and-flavor transfer is also 
checked, 

Convince yourself ... in 5 minutes. 
See Proof. Only the new“Cold-Wall” 
Frigidaire can give you such vital ad- 
vancement. Only Frigidaire gives you 
the famous METER-MISER for record 
low operating cost... the mew MEAT- 
TENDER for saving fresh meats ... 
SUPER-MOIST HYDRATORS for keeping 
fruits and vegetables crisp. Only 
Frigidaire gives you General Motors 
dependability and long life. Yet... 
the new “Cold-Wall” Frigidaire costs 
no more than ordinary “first-line” re- 
frigerators! See it today. See Frigid- 
aire’s other models, too—for every 
need and budget. Also the new Frigid- 
aire Electric Ranges and Water 
Heaters. Every one a great General 
Motors Value! 


FRIGIDAIRE DIVISION 
General Motors Sales Corporation 
Dayton, Ohio . . . Toronto, Canada 


NOW, FOR THE FIRST TIME 


(D THE New “DEW-FRESH SEAL~ 
A SOLID GLASS PARTITION- 
DIVIDES THE CABINET INTO 
2 COMPARTMENTS. 


®@ THE LOWER COMPART- 
MENT IS REFRIGERATED 
DIRECTLY THROUGH THE 


WALLS BY CONCEALED 
REFRIGERATING COILS. 


This provides all 3 essentials 
for keeping foods vitallyfresh 
longer than ever before! 1. Uni- 
form Low Temperatures. 
2. 85 to 100% Humidity. 
3. No Moisture- Robbing 


Air Circulation. All without 


adding a single moving part! 
ONLY FRIGIDAIRE HAS IT! 











ONLY FRIGIDAIRE HAS QUICKUBE TRAYS... Imitated but never CUTS CURRENT COST 10 THE BONE... Sim- 
equalled—because they're 1. Easier to use—just lift one plest Refrigerating Mechanism Evert 
lever and cubes are free, two or a trayful. 2. Built Stur- Built—and when parts aren’t there 
dier—to stand hard, constant service. 3. Faster Freezing they just can’t use current or eee 
— made of heavy gauge metal in every part. 4. Better © y e tee Sve +i : 
Looking—styled trim and modern. Compare—and you'll OMpicte eee cee 

want only genuine FRIGIDAIRE QUICKUBE TRAYS. Plan, backed by General Motors. 
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FOR A LOVELY WEDDING BREAKFAST 


c Bi 


BREAST OF GUINEA HEN—lard upper side of 
breast (wing joints attached); 4 lardoons to 
each. Put in dripping pan, salt and pepper, 
dredge with flour and brush with cream. 
Bake 30 min. or until tender in moderately 
hot oven (375° F.), basting 3 times with fat 
in pan. Remove to slices of ham; serve with 
Brown Nut Sauce.* 
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Every Jay! 


VEN a simple wedding breakfast is 
E smart if tender Breast of Guinea 
Hen is the piece. And surely a bride 
may be extravagant—this once. 


Your cigarettes will be Old Golds, of 
course. And, goodness knows, that’s 
But Old Golds lend 
the ‘“‘party” touch to any occasion. 


Old Gold’s extra — 


freshness is guaranteed 
Outer Cellophane 


no extravagance. 


by two.jackets of Cello- 
phane. And Old Gold’s 


double-mellow flavor is 






. Jacket Opens 

the result of prize crop From the Bottom 
Sealing the Top 

tobaccos, extra-aged. —— 








P. Lorillard Company make these grand 
cigarettes. And their tobacco expert- 
ness dates to pre-Revolutionary days. 


Suppose you don’t smoke! Your 
family and friends do—and the fussier 
they are, the more they appreciate 
Old Golds. So—keep your cigarette 
boxes hospitably full of fresh Old Golds. 


*For Sauce—brown 2 tbsps. 
butter, add 2 tbsps. peanut 
butter and when well mixed 
add 3% tbsps. flour; con- 
tinue browning. Gradually 
pour on 1% cups chicken 

stock, stirring constantly. 
the Top, sealing Bring to boiling point; add 

the Bottom 


aa salt and pepper. 


The Inner Jacket 


Opens At 





Copyright, 1939, by P. Lorillard Co. 


= 
Sreshness CT nel 2 JACKETS — DOUBLE ‘CELLOPHANE’ 


TUNE IN; “Melody and Madness” with Ropert Bencutey and Artix Suaw’s Orchestra, every Tuesday night, NBC Network 
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“Nonsense! The laborer is worthy of 
his hire—especially when it comes to 
checking swabs. Even the best doctor in 
the world is quite helpless without capa- 
ble nurses. So many people don’t appre- 
ciate that fact. If I can help you in any 
way, I shall be pleased to do so. There is 
a summer class in advanced nursing you 
might care to attend. I'll send you some 
textbooks. I want to encourage keenness 
at Hepperton.” 

Anne returned to Ward C greatly 
heartened by this encounter. There was 
some quality in Prescott that braced and 
stimulated her. But she had difficulty in 
making herself accept the ten-pound 
note. 

After much consideration she decided 
to use the money to buy a silver salver as 
a wedding present for Lucy and Joe. 


pHE quality of the food in the nurses’ 
mess hall steadily grew worse. Nora, 
Anne, and Glennie, with Nurse Dow and 
Nurse Todd, two hardy spirits who had 
recently attached themselves to Anne, 
and a number of other girls who repre- 
sented the most intelligent nurses in the 
home met one day to decide upon the 
most effective way of making a protest. 

“We've got to do something about it,” 
declared Nurse Dow. “If we don’t, there’s 
going to be a thundering tragedy.” 

“But what can we do about it?” de- 
manded Nurse Todd with a hopeless ges- 
ture. 

“Pll tell you what we'll do,” said Nora 
with violent emphasis. “We'll shame 
them into feeding us. I’ve had the idea 
in. my head for the last few days. Now 
listen. We’ve got to stop eating their 
food. And eat our own instead. Tomor- 
row we'll eat no lunch, not a scrap, and 
then at half-past one we'll walk out to 
Gibb’s* store, buy biscuits and cheese 
and bananas, and come back and eat 
them in the yard under Matron’s window. 
There’s no law against that to my knowl- 
edge. And if we do it every day for a 
week, we're bound to make the old 
bruiser sit up and take notice.” 

Nora’s proposal was received with ac- 
clamation. But Anne knew that the 
scheme had little chance of success. She 
had a sudden impulse to take the matter 
to Dr. Prescott. But she told herself that 
she barely knew him, that he would per- 
haps resent her approach, and that in 
any case it was not his place to interfere. 
She understood well enough, however, 
that since the fault lay entirely with the 
system, the only way to effect a genuine 
and lasting reform was by taking the mat- 
ter beyond the matron to the highest 
court of appeal. 

There were nine of the rebels, all told. 
The following day at lunchtime, when 
the meal was placed before them, they 
simply left it untouched. No one took 
much notice. Sister Lucas, who was sup- 
posed to pay a visit of inspection to the 
refectory, did not appear. 

At half-past one, the nine nurses went 
over to Gibb’s, the small general store 
situated opposite the main hospital gates, 
and made their purchases—biscuits, choc- 
olate, and fruit. They returned munching 
openly, completing their al-fresco meal 
in the courtyard directly beneath the ma~ 
tron’s sitting room. They did not exactly 
create a sensation. But Nurse Todd re- 
marked, 

“Anyhow, this is better than we could 
have done inside.” 

Nora thoughtfully left a banana skin on 
the matron’s window sill. 

Though there was little enough to show 
for the start of the campaign, they had 
been observed nonetheless, and the fol- 
lowing day’s lunch brought definite re- 
sults. Sister Lucas was in the refectory 
at one o’clock sharp, and when the nine 


refused to touch their portions, she scru- 
tinized them with suspicion and severity. 

“Why aren’t you eating?” she asked 
Nora sharply. 

“T’m not hungry, Sister.” 

“What nonsense is this?” said the Sis- 
ter in a tone of outraged authority. “It’s 
perfectly good food.” 

“How do you know, Sister?” Glennie 
interposed drily. “It isn’t on your menu. 
OD Sas get very different food from 
this. 

Sister Lucas reddened. “No imper- 
tinence, please. If you don’t eat your 
lunches, I'll report you to Matron.” 

“Are we breaking any rules by not 
feeling hungry?” Anne asked innocently. 

There was secret jubilation among the 
group as the Sister lost countenance, 
turned, and walked away. Afterward, 
when they had foraged for provisions at 
the little store, Nora left two banana 
skins on the matron’s window sill. 

The following day and the day after 
passed without official intervention, au- 
thority plainly hoping the insurrection 
would die a natural death. But the rebels 
had sworn never to strike their flag. And 
so, on Friday, the refectory was startled 
by the appearance of Matron herself. 

She came in abruptly, a small dominant 
figure in her shining purple uniform and 
flowing, immaculate headdress. Her face 
was expressionless, her lips pursed, her MISS MERKEL, I'M HERE FOR THAT INTERVIEW 
hands folded before her. She walked YOU PROMISED ME . | HOPE 1M 
slowly down the room in an aura of un- NOT BOTHERING YOU! 
natural silence. The nine trembled, yet 
held staunchly together as she stopped 


ka ‘f INDEED 1 DO! YOU 
NOT ABIT...IF YOU DONT ; “we . SEE,CERTO CUTS 





and surest their meee’ plates. MIND WAITING.IREALLY 3 DOWN THE BOIL- 
ere was an even deeper silence, not m,| WONT BE LONG... FOR - & | ING TIME-MAKES 
the clatter of a plate or the chink of a | NOW THAT MY FRUIT IS Me} | ACL FRUITS JELL 
fork in that usually noisy room as the ~ ¥) PREPARED, I'LL BE FIN- 4 ‘ @ | PERFECTLY WITH 
matron turned to Anne. “aesf| ISHED WITH THIS JELLY ; ; OMLY & MINUTE 

“Don’t you wish any fish?” IN JUST I5 MINUTES ! a 

Anne rose respectfully. “No, Matron.” 

“Why not?” 


At the question a preliminary shiver 
went down the table. To reply rudely, to 
condemn directly the cooking or the food, 
would be to invite disaster and probably 
would mean dismissal. 

But Anne was suddenly inspired. “Be- 
cause I enjoy what I buy outside.” 


AND JUST LOOK AT THAT! NO JUICE ; 

It was the perfect answer, and after- wus SOMEDAY YOULL HAVE TO COME 

7 BOILS AWAY SO | GET HALF AGAIN BACK AND 7ASTE THIS JELLY ! 

ward they hugged Anne for it. The ma- MORE SELLY... 77 GLASSES oy. pete et es omic Gace 

tron stood nonplused. She had been pre- a INSTEAD OF 7 FROM ONLY geste ea aa Vis Kin | IC-SAVES 
pared for insolence and had meant to deal 4cUPS OF JUICE! ka FLAVOR, 100! THATS WHY 
with Gs This courteous innuendo took the SS 3 : ee = . JAM AND JELLY MADE WITH 

wind completely from her sails, but she < CERTO ARE SO DELICIOUS! 

did not lose face, as Sister Lucas had| § ° GRACIOUS! AND YOURE 1 


done. She gave Anne a long, hard stare, Sy | THROUGH IN 15 MIN~ 
completed her circuit of the table, and pee ee val te 
silently went out. YOU SAID You'D BE! 

Most of the group felt that victory was 
theirs. 

“We’ve got her on the run,” Nora ex- 
claimed. “She’ll have to do something 
now.” 

Anne shook her head significantly, om- age . 1, = 
inously. “I’m afraid she will.” Pal : x ‘ soa, 

And Anne, alas, was right. Next morn- » eras ‘ eS. 
ing a notice was pasted on the board:| \E¥\ WHY 3 OUT OF 4 JELLY CHAMPIONS STICK TO 
“Nurses are prohibited from leaving the 
hospital grounds between the hours of ° oP <a 


twelve and two. No foodstuffs are to be Certo is the “tried and true” pectin that Ae, 
brought into the hospital by any nurse : ; takes the guesswork out of jelly-making! a 
without special permit. Elizabeth East.” Ss 4 Certo alone gives you 79 recipes—a separate 

Nora turned from the board with a x tested recipe for every fruit! 
crestfallen face. | Certo reduces boiling time to 4% minute 

“Well,” she remarked sheepishly to the \ e , for jellies—only a minute or so for jams! 

Nes : F Certo jellies retain fresh fruit flavor— 

others, “it looks as though we must die oil bolledadawnatastel 
or swallow their vile food. , Certo gives you half again more glasses— 


They swallowed it. ‘ makes all fruits jell perfectly! 





TRANGELY enough, Anne’s weekend ; ” area As 
of leave was riot delayed because of her Look for the tested See ona Says Mrs. KE Harris an : mo i 
participation in the short-lived hunger the label of every bottle of Certo whose jams and jellies made with Certo won 6 first 


—a product of General Foods. 


strike. Matron East was not deliberately prizes last year at the Wyoming State Fair. 


unjust, but her difficulties at Hepperton 
Be cabbie awoke eb eodanieligrhee | TEC eh ee ea Us 


ing badgered by the committee, and a| MUST a me een ice 


blustering policy seemed to her the only 
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Do you want Men to Waigper 
YOu OF about You ta 


Use a 







that your bath can’t render ineffective, 
that won’t fail you after tennis, 


a walk, dancing" 9 9d, My 


TTRACTIVE GIRLS will go on 
longing—in vain—to have 
“sweet nothings” whispered in their 
ears, until they learn the simple rule 
of long-lasting personal daintiness. 
Every girl needs a long-lasting 
deodorant . . . one that cannot be 
neutralized by a shower, or become 
ineffective after shopping or dancing. 


Play Safe! 

No matter how sweet you are at the 
beginning of the day—or evening 
—excitement, exercise, nervousness 
are bound to make you perspire. 
Once your underarm becomes damp, 
your fate is sealed. The stale odor 
of perspiration, intensified by the 
heat of your body, will hover around 
you every time you wear that dress 
—and people will turn away dis- 
illusioned, revolted. 

If you think this couldn’t possibly 


126 EVERY product guaranteed 


“You need a true perspiration check 


long-lastin 


Deodorant 









apply to you, smell the armhole of 
the dress you are wearing when you. 
take it off. It may explain the dis- 
interested attitude of men you have 
known. 


Liquid Odorono keeps your underarm 
dry from 1 to 3 days. It instantly diverts 
perspiration from that one small closed-in 
area to other parts of the body where it 
can evaporate freely. A doctor’s prescrip- 
tion, it scientifically controls dampness, 
odor, staining. 


Only Twice a Week! 


Most women need only two applications of 
Liquid Odorono a week. You can forget 
about odor or dampness—or the dreadful 
fear of embarrassment from them—for as 
much as three days! Think how easily that 
solves the problem of everyday daintiness. 
Liquid Odorono comes in two strengths— 
Regular and Instant. Alsoin Ice form. Tested 
and approved by Good Housekeeping Bu- 
reau. The large size is more economical. Buy 
a large-size bottle or jar today! The Odorono 
Company, Inc., New York, N. Nv 


as advertised—see page 6 











apt one. Still, she knew the value of a 
good nurse. For that reason alone she did 
not want to overpenalize Nurse Lee. And 
so, toward the beginning of May, a mem- 
orandum arrived for Anne, granting her 
the promised leave. 

It was a lovely day when she took her 
seat in the London train, thrilling to the 
knowledge that she was so soon to see her 
sister again. Friday afternoon until Mon- 
day morning—what a long holiday it 
seemed! 

As the train pounded through the sun- 
shine she felt it good to be alive. She had 
made many friends in these last weeks, 
and despite the exactions and hardships 
of Hepperton she was conscious that she 
was making progress in her work. For the 
past two weeks she had been deputizing 
in Dr. Prescott’s operating theatre. It was 
always a stimulus, a great incentive to 
watch his marvelous technique, espe- 
cially when he dealt with those cases 
that were his specialty, lesions of the 
central nervous system and the brain. 
Often she would find herself thinking of 
him, recollecting some particularly deli- 
cate touch, the swift, deft wielding of an 
instrument as he traced the infinitesimal 
line between life and death. 

Lucy did not meet Anne at Euston, but 
Anne found the correct bus and was soon 
in Elthreda Avenue, Muswell Hill. Her 
heart was beating quickly as she raced 
up the front steps of Number 7. She rang 
the bell, then gave a joyful cry as Lucy 
appeared behind the smart maid who 
opened the door. The next instant the two 
sisters were in each other’s arms. 

Anne felt as though she could never 
again let Lucy go, but at last she forced 
herself to sit down, to talk calmly, and 
to listen. Lucy certainly had much to tell 
her. She was perhaps a little plumper 
than before, and she looked very smart. 
She was proud of her new house, her new 
shiny furniture, her new frilly-aproned 
maid, and naturally she was anxious to 
display them. 

NSCONCED in her little drawing room 

behind the tray which was immedi- 
ately brought in, she gave Anne tea, using 
her best china. She talked of her new 
neighbors—“really nice people”—of the 
new plays and pictures she had seen. But 
she could not rest till she had taken her 
sister round, made her examine every- 
thing from the quality of the bed linen to 
the cut of her latest evening gown. Anne 
might have smiled if she had not loved 
Lucy so much. Lucy seemed bent on 
proudly exhibiting how much matrimony 
had done for her. 

“Tt’s all very wonderful, my dear,” Anne 
finally declared, slipping her arm round 
her sister’s waist. “I’m so terribly, ter- 
ribly glad you’re happy. Joe must be do- 
ing famously to give you such a lovely 
home.” ; 

Lucy nodded knowingly. “We’re in on 
a pretty good thing, Anne. Transport, 
Limited—I think I told you about it. Joe’s 
gone in with Ted Grein—Ted’s such a 
gentleman—in a real big motor-bus com- 
pany—you know, long-distance road 
travel between London and Bristol and 
Cardiff and Manchester. There’s an idea 
now!” She paused dramatically at the 
mention of the northern city. “I'll send 
you back to Manchester in one of our 
coaches. No rieed to use the grubby old 
railway with Transport, Limited on the 
map. It’s the coming concern, Ted’s had 
it going a couple of years. It was such a 
chance for Joe to put his money in it. 
There’s wads and wads to be made, Anne. 
Your little sister’s going to be rich.” 

They were interrupted by the arrival 
of Joe himself. Back from business, he 
came in with his old, awkward air, 
greeted Anne with a diffident yet spon- 


taneous warmth. Seeing him thus, Anne 
was a little startled at the change in him. 
Perhaps it was his dark business clothes; 
yet he seemed pale and highstrung, with 
a furrow between his brows which had 
not been there before. 

“You’re bringing us a real breath of 
the north, Anne.” He laughed shortly. “I 
don’t mind telling you I could do with a 
spot of that air myself.” 

“What nonsense, Joe!” Lucy said rather 
impatiently. 

Joe answered: “Nonsense or not, lass, 
that’s how I feel. I'd give a pound note to 
be out on the Harbor Road—just for five 
minutes, in my overalls, getting in the 
front seat of my old sedan.” 

Lucy flushed and said sharply, “Do you 
want to be a mechanic all your life?” 

“I am a mechanic,” Joe answered with 
a sudden moodiness in his voice. “And a 
darned good one, if you want to know.” 

It seemed as if a quarrel were about to 
break. But Lucy with an effort suppressed 
her temper. 

“Well, anyhow, run upstairs and change, 
Joe. We’ve got to be ready before seven.” 

He stared at her restively. “What!” he 
expostulated. “Are we going out again?” 

“Yes, we're going to the theatre.” Lucy’s 
lips drew together. “We must give Anne 
a good time.” 

Again that note of friction was in the 
air. It caused Anne a queer discomfort. 
She said quickly: 

“But honestly, I’d far rather stay in and 
have a real long talk with you both. That’s 
what I came for.” 

“We’re going to the theatre,” Lucy said 
with unmistakable emphasis. And the look 
in her eye told Joe that he had better drop 
the argument and hurry up and change. 

It was a silly musical comedy that they 
saw. Anne hated it, and Lucy was too 
busy pointing out celebrities to give it 
much attention. Paradoxically, Joe en- 
joyed it. He offset his tiredness by fre- 
quent visits to the bar, and by the end of 
the evening was incoherently hilarious. 

Next morning, Saturday, Lucy relent- 
lessly pursued her program, dragging 
Anne around the shops, through the 
hustle and bustle of Oxford Street. It 
seemed to Anne that marriage had made 
Lucy harder, vaguely feverish in her ac- 
tivities. The thought depressed her. That 
night they-went to dinner at the Vladimir, 
a restaurant in Regent Street, Mr. Grein, 
Joe’s partner, honoring them by making 
the party four. < 


ROM the beginning, from his first en- 

‘gaging remark—“You nurses see a bit 
of life, Pll bet”—Anne hated Grein with a 
silent yet lively hatred. Dark, suave, and 
stoutish, Ted Grein wore his double- 
breasted dinner jacket with conscious ele- 
gance. His manners were effusive, his 
“my dears” frequent, his smiling eye 
evasive. Though he was Joe’s guest, he 
ordered the dinner and the wine. As 
Lucy admiringly declared: “Ted knows 
his way about. Ted would be the life 
and soul of any party.” Much liquor was 
drunk by Joe and Ted, and though Ted 
retained his air of polished breeding, Joe, 
when he paid the bill, was almost fit to be 
put to bed. 

Sunday was a better day. Lucy was too 
exhausted to stir and made no complaint 
when Joe, slightly puffy-eyed, appeared 
in shirtsleeves. Soon they were all three 
talking of the old days in Shereford. 
Lucy’s laugh rang out spontaneously. 

It was the maid’s afternoon off, and 
Joe, still in slippers and shirtsleeves, in- 
sisted on preparing a real high tea—de- 
licious ham and eggs—in the best North 
Country style. Anne for the first time had 
the hope that Joe and Lucy were not 
really changed, that their marriage would 
settle down eventually to a success. 











“| have found the best way to help an Acid Skin is the same 
way many physicians tell us to relieve excess stomach acidity 
—with Milk of Magnesia! By acting on the excess fatty acid 
accumulations on the skin, Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Creams 
do externally what Milk of Magnesia does internally, and in 


this way help to overcome 


So many women complain that their skins 


seem acid as they note a gradual loss of 
freshness, firmness, suppleness; as blem- 
ishes come to plague them—enlarged 
pores, oily shine or scaly roughness. 


Don’t be discouraged. Here’s help 
through the beneficial action of these re- 
markable Milk of Magnesia creams! 


PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia TEXTURE CREAM 
Put acid-neutralizing Milk of Magnesia 
to work on your skin through this unique 
skin cream! In the very same way it acts 
to relieve an internal condition of excess 
gastric acidity, so externally it acts on the 
excessfatty acid accumulations, helping to 
overcome unsightly faults and so to make 
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the faults of an Acid Skin.” 


your skin softer, smoother and lovelier. 


A new kind of foundation. Because 
the Milk of Magnesia really prepares the 
skin for make-up—softening, smoothing 
away roughness and overcoming oiliness, 
powder and rouge go on evenly and cling 
closely for hours, without touching up. 
PHILLIPS’ Milk of Magnesia CLEANSING 
CREAM. And for a really clean skin, just 
try Phillips’ Cleansing Cream ! The Milk 
of Magnesia not only loosens and absorbs 
the surface dirt and make-up, but pene- 
trates the pores, leaving your skin soft, 
smooth, and thoroughly clean. 

Give your skin the beneficial, beauti- 
fying action of these unique creams. 


2 SIZES+*+*30 CENTS AND 60 CENTS 
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How the couple next door” 
convinced us that Servel 
can’t make a noise 


(It’s the only “automatic” that freezes) 
with MO MOVING PARTS !) 


“NO WEAR, NO NOISE—GET IT?” says our 
7 new neighbor enthusiastically, as though 
his life’s work was selling refrigerators. “That 
tiny gas flame takes the place of moving 
parts in the freezing system. No moving parts 
means nothing in there to wear; nothing to 
make noise. Servel just has to be silent!” 





“HOW’S THIS FOR LOW RUNNING 
a COST?” his wife joins in. “Just look at 
these gas bills. Our Servel Electrolux hasn’t 
cost us more than a few cents a day to run 
since we bought it. And as far as Frank and I 
can see, it never will.” 


(Fx 


“MATTER OF FACT, IT PAYS FOR ITSELF,” says 

Frank. “Just for fun the other night, we com- 
pared what we used to spend on food with what we’re 
spending now. And would you believe it: we’re saving 
enough with our Servel to pay the installments. And 
that doesn’t count what we save on ice as well.” 





WHAT MEN AND WOMEN WHO'VE HAD EXPERIENCE WITH OTHER 
REFRIGERATORS say about “the refrigerator you hear about—but never hear” 


“We had an- 
other type re- 
frigerator be- 
fore we got our 
Servel Electro- 
lux. We're de- 
lighted with it 
because of its 
silence. And be- 
cause you never 
have to worry 
about parts wearing.”—Mrs. K. 
C. Edwards, 1519 Beach St., San 


Francisco, California, 





“I replaced the 
first refrigera- 
tor in my home 
over eight years 
ago witha 
Servel Electro- 
lux. The fact 
that it has no 
moving parts 
makes it, in my 
opinion, a per- 


fect refrigerator.”’—Fred H. 
Norton, 186 Satterwaite Ave, 
Natley, New Jersey. 







ERVEL 


ELECTROLUX 


Gan Refugeratoe 


See Servel’s “Magic Caves of Ice’ at New York World’s Fair—See Servel at the Gas Industry Exhibit at the Golden Gate International Exposition 
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WE CAME HOME with our minds 
made up. Our next refrigerator’s 
going to be a Servel, too! No one can 
ever tell us again that all refrigerators 
are just about alike! 
* * * 
Yes, Servel Electrolux #s different! A 
tiny gas flame does the work. It’s the 
only automatic refrigerator that can 
bring you the silence and sayings of a 
freezing system without moving parts. 
See the new models at your gas com- 
pany or neighborhood dealer’s show- 
room—this week! Remember, your 
own gas company offers prompt serv- 
ice facilities for every Servel it installs. 


For Suburban and Rural Homes, 
Models Run On 


BOTTLED GAS, TANK GAS 
OR KEROSENE 


Write to Servel, Inc., Evansville, Ind. 


But at eight o’clock that evening she 
had to go. The weekend had passed in a 
flash. Yet she was due in Ward C at ten 
o’clock on Monday morning; there was 
no escape. Nor was there any escape 
from the insistence of Joe and Lucy that 
she forsake the train and travel north 
in the night coach of Transport, Limited. 

“But I’ve got my return railway ticket,” 
Anne protested. 

“Collect on it at Manchester,” Lucy said 
promptly. “We’re offering you a free ride, 
my pet. We’ll take it as a personal insult 
if you don’t accept.” 

And so they escorted her to Trafalgar 
Square, where shortly before eight o’clock 
the Aidpspee ese bus slid alongside the 
curb. 

“What a grand coach!” Anne exclaimed. 
“No wonder youre proud of her.” 

“Yes, she’s not bad,” Joe answered, 
with a critical eye for the bus. “She’s re- 
conditioned, of course—cost a mint of 
money. That’s the trouble with these 
damned things. Next year’s model puts 
them out-of-date.” He went round and 
had a word with the driver, a sharp- 
faced young fellow in a white coat and 
peaked cap, then returned, in extreme 
satisfaction, glancing at his wristwatch. 

“Hop up now, Anne. It’s time you were 
away. There’s a full load tonight—thirty 
passengers—good business! There’s noth- 
ing makes us autobus magnates weep like 
an empty coach.” - 

Anne kissed Lucy, wrung Joe’s hand, 
and mounted the steps. While they waved 
to her from the pavement, the horn 
sounded, and the night bus moved off. 


Pes had already fallen when 
they reached the suburbs of the city 
and took the Barnet bypass for the Great 
North Road. The bus was fast and com- 
fortable, though Anne, upright in her 
padded chair, had a momentary regret, 
which she quickly dismissed, for her 
third-class railway berth. There she 
might have stretched her legs and slept. 
Here it was possible only to nod and doze 
a bit. 

At ten o’clock they drew up for coffee 
and sandwiches at a roadhouse near 
Stevenage. Though it was raining slightly, 
with a raw mist, nearly all the passen- 
gers got out—decent middle-class people. 
One woman, Anne observed, had three 
little girls with her. Then off they went 
again. 

Anne drowsed intermittently, shaken 
a little by the movement of the coach. 
The night passed. Toward five o’clock 
she sat up, determined to freshen her- 
self, glad to be near the end of the jour- 
ney. They were due in Manchester at 
six. 

Rubbing the mist from her window, she 
looked out. It was not yet light, but she 
could see that it was raining heavily. 
Gazing sideways and ahead, she saw the 
road as a darkly glistening channel along 
which the tires traveled with an insistent, 
swishing sound. Occasionally the heavy 
shapes of trucks lumbered past. 

Anne opened her bag and took out a 
bottle of eau de Cologne. She had be- 
gun absently to rub her brow and tem- 
ples when suddenly, without the slight- 
est warning, the bus braked hard and 
swerved. For perhaps fifty yards the 
heavy vehicle skidded helplessly. Anne 
had one instant in which to comprehend 
that the driver had lost control. Then, 
before she could cry out, the coach 
lurched off the greasy road and plunged 
down the thirty-foot bank. A large elm 
tree was in the way. There came a sick- 
ening sound of breaking glass and bend- 
ing metal, the roar of the engine racing 
free, and a loud explosion. The bus turned 
over on its back. A spurt of flame came 
from the half-buried bonnet on which, 


upended, a wheel was still spinning sense- 
lessly. 

Though she nearly fainted, Anne did 
not lose consciousness. She felt the initial 
shock of impact as the bus hit the tree. 
Her right shoulder went completely numb, 
and under a shatter of glass, blood came 
running into her mouth. Once again she 
nearly swooned, but the screams of a 
woman beside her did more than anything 
to pull her back from oblivion. She 
thought dazedly: “I must get out of this. 
I must help these people; it’s my duty.” 

With a painful effort she squeezed her- 
self out of her seat and clambered to- 
ward the twisted upper side of the 
wreckage. Finding a shattered window, 
she crawled through and slid down the 
body of the coach. She fell on her hands 
and knees on the sodden grass. Beside 
her, sitting dazedly pressing his fore- 
head, was the driver of the bus. — 

“Are you hurt?” she asked him hur- 
riedly. 

“TI don’t know.” His words came stu- 
pidly. “I was flung out. It wasn’t my 
fault. It was the brakes. They locked on 
me. I tried—” 

“Never mind that now. Help me get 
the injured out, or they’ll burn to death.” 

Women inside were screaming fran- 


tically. She gave him a hand, assisted 


him to his feet. Flames leaped round 
the front part of the vehicle. The smell 
of hot metal and burning paintwork fell 
acridly upon the air. 

“The emergency door’s at the back,” 
he stammered. 

“Quick, then, quick!” she shouted. 

Together they pulled with all their 
strength upon the door. It seemed 
buckled. But at last it gave, and imme- 
diately another man jumped, almost fell 
out on top of them. 

“Thank God,” he gasped. “I thought I 
was trapped. It was jammed.” 
“Help us,” Anne said. “Get the others 
out.’ 
She climbed back into the coach with 
the two men, and they began to bring out 
the injured. Almost at once she saw how 
serious the disaster had been. Many of 
the people were unconscious, and they 
were nearly all stretcher cases—frac- 
tured limbs, lacerated muscles, smashed 
heads. 


ie WAS terrible in the pouring rain, the 
darkness lit only by the spreading 
flames. And it was difficult beyond all 
Anne’s experience. Yet she set her teeth, 
called all her faculties, all her skill, to aid 
her. One by one the injured were laid 
upon a sloping bank under the shelter of 
a neighboring tree. A hysterical woman 
ran off shrieking. “Thank heaven she’s 
not hurt,” thought Anne. And let her go. 
Next, however, was a little girl, pallid 
as death, almost bloodless. Hemorrhage; 
Anne realized—the medial artery, too. In 
a flash she tore off her scarf, firmly tour- 
niqueted the torn arm. Then came an old 
man, moaning with agony, his hand 
smashed to pulp. As the driver helped him 
out, he turned to Anne. 

“That’s all, miss, that’s all of them.” 
Then he collapsed, quietly and undra- 
matically, at Anne’s feet. 

At that moment an early milk truck 
came clattering along and drew up with 
a jerk in the road opposite. Frantically 
Anne hailed its driver, a farm lad of only 
seventeen, whom the terror and unex- 
pectedness of the scene rendered almost 
half-witted. 

“How far are we from Manchester?” 

“Just about fifteen miles,” he stam- 
mered.” 

“Is there a doctor near?” 

“Ay, at the village, three mile back, | 
there’s Dr. Hay.” 
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me. Drive as fast as you can to the vil- 
lage. Fetch Dr. Hay and telephone for am- 
bulances.” A sudden inspiration struck 
her—there were cases here that could 
never survive ambulance transport. “And 
ring Dr. Prescott in Manchester; his num- 
ber is Park 4300. Ask him to come here 
at once.” The boy started to go, but she 
held him back. “Just one thing more. Is 
there a house near here?” 

“There’s Rodney Farm. It’s a mile up 
that lane.” He pointed across a belt of 
trees. “It’s the farm where I work.” 

She nodded, and with a final exhorta- 
tion she sped him on his errand. Then 
she swung round to one of the less injured 
men. 

“Go to the farm. Tell them what’s hap- 
pened. Bring blankets, splints, hot-water 
bottles, and hot drinks. Rouse up all the 
people you can find. Have them bring 
some kind of stretchers. Take the doors 
off their hinges, bring gates, anything. 
And hurry. For God’s sake, hurry.” 

“711 hurry, miss.” He ran off in the rain. 

Anne, left alone, gave her attention, 
desperately, to her patients. A number 
of the more gravely injured had now re- 
covered consciousness and were groaning 
pitifully. On her knees on the wet grass 
Anne did her best to make them com- 
fortable. Soaking her* handkerchief in 
rain water, she wiped the blood from 
many faces, sought carefully for signs 
of further bleeding. Badly hurt though 
many were, death had not yet laid its 
hand upon this shattered, mutilated band. 
If only they could all pull through, Anne 
thought lightheadedly; if only she could 
help to bring about such a miracle! 

Shouts and footsteps roused her. She 
saw figures approaching through the half 
light of the dawn—the farmer and two 
of his men, together with her messenger. 
They brought improvised stretchers, 
whisky, and blankets. 

Anne thought as rapidly as her flagging 
brain allowed. It was imperative to get 
the worst cases out of the cold and the 
wet immediately. Perhaps she was ex- 
ceeding her duty. She did not care. She 
knew the dangers of shock. She ordered 
these four cases to be removed by 
stretcher to the farm. 

It was well that she did so. The driver 
of the milk truck did not return for an- 
other twenty minutes, and even then he 
brought no doctor with him. 

“Dr. Hay—he’s at a case,” the lad an-— - 
nounced. “But they’ve gone to fetch him. 
And Dr. Prescott—he’s comin’—I rang 
him up myself.” 

“And the ambulances?” : 

“They'll be on their way, miss. They’re 
coming from the Southern Hospital.” 


Bux another twenty minutes dragged 
past before the ambulances reached 
the spot. Two came, accompanied by a 
bustling young interne. And then as Anne 
prepared stumblingly to tell what she 
had done, another car dashed up. She 
could have cried with sheer relief. The 
driver of the car was Dr. Prescott. 

He jumped out, wearing a heavy coat 
over a sweater and flannel trousers— 
signs of his hurried dressing. If he was 
surprised to see her there, he gave no evi- 
dence of it. Cold and impersonal as 
though he were making the round of his 
own well-ordered ward, he listened, eyes 
remote, head slightly on one side, to what 
she told him. 

When she had finished, he turned de- 
cisively to the interne. “You can deal 
with these cases here, Doctor. Get them 
| away as quickly as you can. I’m going on 
_to the farm with Nurse Lee. When Dr. 
| Hay arrives, send him after me.” 
| In three minutes he and Anne were at 
'the farm, where in the great kitchen, 
‘stretched upon mattresses on the floor 





before the fire, were the four dangerously 
injured victims of the crash. 

Wasting no words, Dr. Prescott went 
down and made a swift examination of 
each. It was amazing how his presence, 
his frigid detachment, quelled the tur- 
moil in the crowded kitchen, quieted even 
the farmer’s stout wife, who had a mo- 
ment ago been shrill in her agitation. 

Prescott stood erect again, his eye com- 
passing the stout wooden table, the north 
window through which the March morn- 
ing light now penetrated, the big kettle 
steaming on the stove. He said: 

“I want the table moved to the window. 
I want hot water, plenty of hot water, 
and towels. Then I want this room cleared 
of everybody.” And, in an undertone to 
Anne: “Three of these cases cannot be 
moved in their present state. I am going 
to operate.” 

Her heart bounded at this confirmation 
of her judgment. She said nothing. She 
was, indeed, so near collapse that her 
dry lips refused to move. She went im- 
mediately to the car, brought in his two 
bags, and began to prepare for operation. 


eee happened afterward was, for 
Anne, a kind of fantasy, hazy and in- 
tangible, a dim nightmare in which she 
saw herself as from a long way off, a 
strange automaton acting with predestined 
skill. She was aware of Dr. Prescott’s 
grimly beginning his work; of the arrival 
of Dr. Hay, a mousy little man with 
glasses, who immediately took from her 
hand the anesthetic mask; of her own 
rapid reflex actions, handing, holding, 
cutting, anticipating every movement of 
es surgeon by a split fraction of a sec- 
ond. 

Beads of sweat stood out on Dr. Pres- 
cott’s face. How clever he was in using 
the delicate apparatus. How clever her 
own hands were, helping his, while her 
body floated ethereally about the silent, 
stagnant room. Strangely, the last case 
was on the table. She was still there, as- 
sisting at the amputation of the pulped and 
useless forearm, clipping the artery for- 
ceps, threading the sutures, watching the 
final stitch go in. 

It was over, everything, at last. As she 
stood, incredulous, by the table, she had 
a sudden glimpse in the cheap mirror on 
the wall of her own face, big-eyed and 
drawn, a thick smear of blood across one 
cheek. She felt that if she did not get out, 
she would collapse. Prescott’s gaze was 
upon her. How humiliating it would be to 
give such an exhibition of weakness be- 
fore him! She mumbled, “I must get some 
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before her quick glance of inquiry reached 
out to him he read her thought. He said 
abruptly: 

“T am taking you to my house. You must 
rest a little and have some food before 
returning to the hospital. Besides—there 
is that wound on your face.” 

She answered doubtfully, “I was sup- 
posed to be in the ward by ten o’clock.” 

He actually laughed. That laugh showed 
his strong white teeth, changed the whole 
complexion of his dark face, making it 
frank and boyish. But it was gone in- 
stantly. He said curtly, as if regretting his 
condescension, “Don’t be foolish, please!” 
And turned the car into Royal Terrace. 

This was a quiet row of tall and sun- 
bleached dwellings, away from traffic, rich 
in dignity and tradition. Near the middle 
of the long Georgian fagade he drew up 
and helped her from her seat. He took his 
key from his pocket, ran up the steps, and 
admitted her to his home. 

“Tie down.” He indicated a couch with 
a nod. “I’m going to get you a glass of 
sherry. You look as if you needed it.” 

He went out of the room and in a mo- 
ment came back with a decanter and 
two glasses. Pouring her some wine, he 
watched her sip it, then filled a glass for 
himself. 

“T can do with this, too,” he said, study- 
ing the color of the wine. “It was no joke, 
five hours in that steaming kitchen. But 
it was worth it. Those cases will pull 
through now. And otherwise I wouldn’t 
have given twopence for their chances.” 
He looked at her fixedly. “I’m profoundly 
grateful to you, Nurse—in a way you 
probably don’t realize—for your coopera- 
tion—your foresight, skill, and courage.” 

He paused, as if considering whether 
or not he should disclose his meaning. 
Then, taking a sudden decision, he went 
on. “What we did this morning is going 
to have tremendous publicity. Possibly 
you'll believe me when you see the eve- 
ning papers. I don’t want you to misunder- 
stand me. But I want that publicity badly. 
I don’t want it in the cheap personal sense. 
I want it for my life’s work, for the clinic 
I’m trying to persuade them to give me. 
The sensation—if I may use a disagreeable 
word—of our morning’s work will do more 
to persuade the people I’ve been hammer- 
ing at, especially my friend Matt Bowley, 
than a million ordinary operations in a 
million ordinary operating theatres.” 

He rose and began to pace up and down 
with quick, restless strides. “I ought to 
tell you, Nurse, that I want a surgical 
brain clinic, a central unit concentrating 
upon lesions of the brain and the central 


nervous system. That’s the objective of all 
my work. You may not know it, but thou- 
sands of lives are thrown away every year 
because we lack specialized facilities for 
operative work upon the brain, because 
certain antiquated dunderheads cling to 
the belief that intracranial surgery is im- 
possible. Well! I mean to have that clinic 
if it kills me.” 

He broke off sharply, stopped his pac- 
ing, and pushed back a lock of hair that 
had fallen across his brow. “I beg your 
pardon. I don’t often have such a good 
listener. I forgot it was time for you to 
have some lunch.” 

He insisted that she remain where she 
was, and had his housekeeper bring a 
small round table. The lunch was placed 
between them: a hot bouillon, cold chicken, 
and hearts of lettuce, with a cream soufflé 
to follow. Anne had not tasted such per- 
fect food for many months. The wine had 
fortified her, made her realize that she 
was hungry, that she had eaten nothing 
since ten o’clock the night before. 

Strict formality had descended upon 
him again. He pressed the various dishes 
on her, anxious that she should eat well 
of everything, but his manner was stiff 
and cold. 

“You probably understand,” he re- 
marked with a certain brusqueness, “that 
I do not make a point of entertaining the 
nursing staff of Hepperton. I have the ut- 
most contempt for any doctor who allows 
himself to become—shall I say—socially 
involved, using the phrase in its best sense, 
with any nurse with whom he is called 
upon to work.” 

Anne nodded. “A doctor has his job, and 
a nurse has hers. Why should they have 
to meet on any other ground?” 

He crumbled his bread absently. “The 
circumstances today are exceptional. And 
we did meet upon professional ground. 
Your work was truly magnificent.” 

There was a silence; then, perceiving 
that she had finished, he declared: “If you 
feel better now, I might attend to your 
face. There’s a slight laceration on your 
temple. If I don’t stitch it, you'll have a 
Scania 

He rose and fetched a glass tray from 
his consulting room; cleansed the cut with 
alcohol, anesthetized it, and, almost with- 
out her knowledge, slipped in two delicate 
sutures. 

When she had rested a bit, he took her 
Ce and gravely wished her good- 

ye. 

As she set out for the Hepperton she 
told herself, without presumption, that she 
had made a friend. (To be continued) 
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By Elizabeth Newport Hepburn 


Hw tall the trees look through this mist of pain, 
How small the crescent moon! 

I thought I’d never love the woods again, 

The summer winds that croon 

Low lullabies to sleepy baby birds, 

Slow melodies with no discordant words. 


AT home I cannot pray with people near, 


Too near, too kind, 
But here . 
My tired mind? 


.. God, will You bend Your head and hear 


Forgive rebellion, anger, fierce despair, 


Give me fresh courage . . 


HOW quieting this Presence . . 


. Master, hear my prayer! 


. this release, 


Strong reassuring nearness, love, and peace. 
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\7O MATTER what kind of refrigerator you own 
N today, you are going to be pleasantly sur- 
prised by this new development. 

For electric refrigeration history has passed 
another milestone. And all over America, 
crowds are marveling at the new Silver Jubilee 
Kelvinator, made for a new way of living! 

Here, in gleaming chromium and porcelain, 
is an entirely new kind of refrigerator. 
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Since the First helvinator 
Changed Our Daily Let 


It is interesting to note that since the 
first Kelvinator, in 1914, a healthier 
American race has evolved, taller by 
an inch, sounder in bone and muscle. 

For electric refrigeration has aided 
with a better diet: vitamin-fresh. body- 
building vegetables. dairy products, 
and fruit the year ‘round. 








the new Kelvinator is planned for better living. 

Meats, vegetables, and “frozen foods” are 
scientifically cold-conditioned in separate com- 
partments. Everything tastes better! 

You'll want it, as you’ve never wanted any- 
thing for your kitchen before! 
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Cy Cniilhy Meats of the lastitnes Saft 


E’RE very fussy about 
roast beef at the Institute. 
We hate to see good cuts 
that can be so deliciously 
roasted come out of the 
oven overdone or under- 
done, dejectedly pale instead of be- 
comingly brown. 

That's why Julia Hoover and I 
have been buying and cooking liter- 
ally dozens and dozens of beef roasts 
in the Institute kitchens this past 
month. You see, the roast-beef pic- 
ture is changing. Newer methods of 
roasting are being suggested. How- 
136 





ever, before passing these on to you, 
we wanted to follow our usual pro- 
cedure of giving them a thorough test 
with all the various beef cuts of dif- 
ferent weights that one usually buys 
for roast beef. Hence all the roasting 
we have been doing. 


Quick-Searing Method of Roasting. 
As many of you know, we have been 
recommending the so-called quick- 
searing method of roasting beef for a 
number of years (see our chart on 
the next page). This method uses the 
high initial temperature of 500° F. 


for 15 min., for quickly searing the 
surface of the meat. In our recent re- 
checking of this method Miss Hoover 
and I found our Tasting Jury just as 
enthusiastic as ever over the charac- 
teristic golden-brown crispness of 
the surface fat of these roasts, the 
aroma and flavor of the outside and 
inside slices, and the rich brown pan 
drippings that make such delicious 
gravy. So if your family puts great 
store by such things as these in a 
roast of beef, this quick-searing 
method of roasting may be the one 
which you will decide to use. 


The Constant-Temperature Roast- 
ing. However, before you make your 
choice, let me tell you of a newer 
school of thought on roasting beef. I 
refer to the use of a constant temper- 
ature as outlined in our chart shown 
at the right. We found this method 
to have a number of points in its 
favor, too. The oven heat is lower 
than in the quick-searing method, 
and is constant throughout—325° F. 
(If your oven has no heat control, 
use one of our approved portable 
oven thermometers.) Hence while 
the roasting time is longer than in 
the quick-searing method, there is 
less spattering in the oven because of 
the lower temperature, and you don’t 
have to be on hand to turn down the 
heat at the end of the first 15 min. 
As for the resulting roast, in many 
instances those which we did had a 
greater uniformity of doneness. The 
entire surface of each slice was more 
uniformly rare, medium, or well done 
than in the case of the roast of 
beef cooked at the higher tempera- 
ture. 

However, the outer surface and fat 
of the constant-temperature roasts, 
particularly if cooked to rare, are 
apt to be less brown and less crisp 
than in the roasts cooked by the 
quick-searing method. As the drip- 
pings are often not so brown, it is 
necessary to be extra careful in 
browning the flour to a delicious 
golden color in the fat when making 
the gravy. 

So you will have to decide for 
yourself which method you will use, 
depending on whether your fam- 
ily prefers a well-browned exterior 
or a uniformly rare, medium, or 
well-done interior in their roasts 
of beef. (Continued on page 205) 








BEEF ROASTING TEMPERATURES 


RECOMMENDED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use uncovered roaster. Add no water. If you use a meat thermometer, use one 
approved by Good Housekeeping Institute, and roast the beef to the tem- 
peratures indicated on the meat thermometer as follows: for Rare, 140° F.; 
for Medium, 160° F.; for Well Done, 170° F. With a meat thermometer, 
use the oven temperature given for either the Quick-Searing Method or 
Constant-Temperature Method; time periods recommended are approximate 


Cut of Beef Approximate Time Oven Temperature 
QUICK-SEARING METHOD 
3 to 5 Ibs. weight 6 to 8 lbs. weight 


Rolled Rib Roast 


Wet. after boning, rolling 


in. per lb.....28 min. per lb. ) 500° F. for 15 min. 
. per lb... ..33 min. per lb. and then 
Well Done......40 min. per lb.....38 min. per lb. } 350° F. for rest of time 


Standing Rib Roast 


20 min. per lb.....19 min. per Ib. } 500° F. for 15 min. 
Medium 25 min. per lb.....24 min. per lb. and then 
Well Done in. per lb.....29 min. per Ib. ) 350° F. for rest of time 


CONSTANT-TEMPERATURE METHOD 
3 to 5 lbs. weight 6 to 8 lbs. weight 


Rolled Rib Roast 
Wet. after boning, rolling 


in. per lb.....31 min. per lb. 
46 min. per lb.....36 min. per lb. 
Well Done 52 min. per lb.....41 min. per lb. 


Standing Rib Roast 


in. per lb.....21 min. per lb. 
Medium in. per lb.....27 min. per lb. 
Well Done . per lb.....33 min. per Ib. 


Tenderloin Roast 


Rare....2 to 344 Ibs. trimmed wet. 22 min. per Ib. 





The carving of a standing rib roast 
is easy if you have the butcher remove 
the back bone. Be sure your knife is 
sharp. Place the roast, cut side up, on 
the hot platter with the rib side to the 
left of the carver. Insert the fork, with 
the guard up, between the two top 
ribs. Then, starting at the large end 
of the roast, cut a thin slice across the 
roast to the rib side, as shown at the left. 
Next loosen the slice by cutting close 
to and along the bones with the tip 
of the knife. Several slices may be 
carved to the bone,.then cut from 
the bone all at one time, if desired 


The cords on a rolled rib roast cannot 
be removed before carving, or the 
roast will fall apart. Place the roast 
on a hot platter with the larger cut 
side down, so that the roast will rest 
firmly. Insert the fork, with the guard 
up, at the extreme left side, an inch or 
two below the top of the roast, as we 
show. Then slice from right to left 
across the surface of the roast, cutting 
slices of even thickness and severing 
each cord as it is reached. Lay the 
cords on the side of the platter. Slice 
enough of the roast beef for those at 
the table before beginning to serve 
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THE WHOLE STORY IN AN 





TOLD BY ADELINE MANSFIELD OF THE 


GOOD egg!” says the laconic 
modern generation to de- 
i scribe a friend or acquaint- 

ance whose character em- 
bodies many amiable virtues. 
An apt term it is, when you 
think of it, for there are few food- 
stuffs which come packed with so 
many nutritional virtues as the nicely 
sealed little packages of delicious- 
ness we owe to the Little Red Hen. 
They go a long way toward helping 
us reach that much desired goal— 
well-balanced meals every day in 
the year. 


What Is A Fresh Egg? The peak of 
egg production is in the spring and 
early summer. At this time there are 
usually more eggs than the market 
can absorb. So the surplus is shipped 
to refrigerated storage warehouses, 
where it is held until the late fall and 
winter, when egg production drops 
off again. By such modern cold stor- 
age good eggs lose none of their good- 
ness, flavor, and quality when stored 


1.It certainly is discouraging to have the shells 
of eggs crack while cooking. One way to avoid 
this is to use cold water to start the cooking, 
2. If your pie meringue liquefies or shrinks, try 
our method of making and baking it. Beat 2 egg 
whites to the frothy stage. Gradually add 4 tbsp. 


granulated sugar, continuing to beat until stiff. 
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for normal seasonal periods of stor- 
age. They come out just as good as 
they went into storage. 


How We Should Buy Eggs. In New 
York State the law requires that eggs 
be candled and labeled Fancy, or A, 
B, or C Grade before the grocer may 
sell them. While this grading system 
is not common throughout the coun- 
try, other states do have supervised 
grading of one kind or another. So, 
wherever you live, find out if egg 
grading is compulsory in your state, 
and what the different grades mean 
when you buy them. 

Even though it may be the fashion 
in your community to prefer eggs of 
one color or the other, pay no atten- 
tion to it in your buying. There is no 
difference between white and brown 
eggs. Weight for weight they are equal 
in flavor and nutritive qualities. 

The wise shopper will also buy her 
eggs from a grocer who keeps them 
carefully stored in his refrigerator. 
If he doesn’t, she should urge him to 


do so, for eggs are a most perishable 
food and should be kept cool from 
the time they are produced until 
they are cooked. This means in the 
home, too. So don’t store your eggs 
at home anywhere except in your 
refrigerator. Keep them there up to 
the time you want to cook them. 


More Eggs For Summer Cooking. Eas- 
ily prepared and cooked with a 
minimum of heat, eggs are especially 
adaptable to summer cookery. Serve 
them often and serve them right, 
for cooler kitchens and more leisure 
time will tell you housekeepers that 
there’s more than flavor in their 
favor! 

When cooking eggs in the shell, 
place the desired number of eggs in 
a saucepan, cover with cold water, 
and bring gradually to the boiling 
point over moderate heat. 

For soft-cooked eggs, remove the 
eggs from the water when it reaches 
the boiling point. 

For medium-cooked eggs, allow 
the eggs to boil for 1 min. before 
removing. 

For hard-cooked eggs, allow the 
eggs to boil for 5 to 7 min., and place 
them immediately in very cold or ice 
water. 

For favorite picnic eggs, add fine- 
ly chopped cooked bacon and chili 
sauce, or finely chopped cooked or 
canned shrimp or chopped chutney 
to the hard-cooked egg yolks. Season 
to taste, and refill the egg whites. 

Whether eggs are poached in an 
egg poacher or a skillet, the degree 
of doneness will be the same if you 
follow the recipe below: 


Poached Eggs 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level 


Eggs Butter or margarine 
Buttered toast 

Fill egg poacher one-third full of 
boiling water. Butter egg cups and 
break one egg into each. Place cups 
in rack and set over the boiling water. 
Cover; cook about 3 min., or until a 
film forms over yolks, and whites are 
set. Loosen eggs with a spatula and 
slide onto toast. 

Or fill a greased skillet with boil- 
ing water; add 1 tsp. salt and 1 tbsp. 
vinegar to each quart. Carefully - 
break eggs one by one into a cup and 
slip into skillet. Cover, and lower 
heat to keep water hot but not boil- 
ing. When whites are set and yolks 
have a film (Continued on page 206) 


Pour cooled pie filling into baked shell. Top with 
meringue, pushing it out to edge of pie, to cover filling 
completely. Bake in slow oven—300° F.—for 30 min. 
3. It may be news to you that in separating eggs 
the yolks are much less likely to break if the eggs 
are cold. So if you need yolks or whites, separate the 
eggs as soon as you take them from the refrigerator 


4. Just when you want hard-cooked eggs to be 
“extra special,” you may find it difficult to peel 
the shell without taking off some of the white, 
too. This won’t happen if you plunge the eggs in 
iced or very cold water as soon as they are done. 
5. What to do with leftover egg yolks may be a prob- 


lem to you. If so, simmer them for 10 to 15 min. 


Photograph by H. 1. Williams 


Then mince them and use in salads, in sauces, 


in many sandwich fillings, or in casserole dishes. 
6. When you are combining beaten eggs with a hot mix- 
ture, be sure to add the hot liquid very slowly to 
the beaten eggs, stirring constantly. Then return 
to the heat to complete the cooking. Otherwise your 


mixture may be flecked with bits of cooked egg 
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GOOD BOOKS FOR 


BY GEORGE W. ALDER, CONSULTING ENGINEER OF THE INSTITUTE 


dollars or so went into the making 
of the latest edition of the Insti- 
tute’s Buying Guide, “Household 
Products Tested and Approved,” 
which you see pictured above. That 
sounds like something out of Ripley, 
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[act years of work and a million 


doesn’t it? Of course I don’t mean the 
price we paid our printer, or the time 
he spent in printing it. I mean the 
thirty years of testing experience be- 
hind our Seal of Approval, and the 
dollars spent during this time on ex- 
tensive laboratory equipment and a 


You can take the guesswork out of buying satisfac- 
tory appliances, utensils, soaps, cleansers, and other 


products with our buying guide and our booklets 


highly capable personnel with just 
one objective in view—to make 
“Household Products Tested and Ap- 
proved” a buying guide you can de- 
pend on... 

“Household Products Tested and 
Approved” lists the makes and mod- 
els of the appliances, equipment, and 
other products which have been 
tested and approved by Good House- 
keeping Institute. It is offered you 
free of charge. With it goes our as- 
surance that samples of all the prod- 
ucts listed were carefully tested to 
find out if they satisfactorily meet the 
needs of consumers. You will find 
these products well designed, durably 
constructed, and otherwise capable 
of giving you efficient, economical 
performance. , 


TESTS ARE FREE—STANDARDS ARE HIGH 


Our Seal of Approval is awarded 
to a product only after it has success- 
fully passed the most searching of 
tests and been found to meet defi- 
nitely established standards of qual- 
ity and performance. Uniform testing 
procedures are followed. We’ve set 
these standards high enough so that 
only products representative of the 
best of their kind can win a place in 
“Household Products Tested and Ap- 
proved.” If you’d like to know more 
about our testing standards and pro- 
cedures, you will find résumés of 
them in our booklets on buying which 
are described below. 

Because our tests are made for the 
benefit of consumers, manufacturers 
do not pay to have their products 
tested. Nor are they required to ad- 
vertise in Goop HousEKEEPING. In 
any year you will find only a small 
proportion of the products on_ our 
approved list advertised in Goop 
HovuseEKEEPING. One of the chief val- 
ues to consumers of our Seal of Ap- 
proval is the strict impartiality with 
which it is awarded. 


BUYING FOR INDIVIDUAL NEEDS 

While all tested and approved 
products are alike in having satis- 
factory fundamental qualities, dif- 
ferent makes and models naturally 
vary in their special features. Be- 
cause of this, one make or model may 
suit your needs or preference better 
than another. To help you decide, 
we've also published, at 3¢ a copy, a 
number of booklets on the buying 
of many kinds of appliances and other 
products. Thése booklets will give 
you the information you want to 
make a selection which will meet 
your own needs. 


WHERE TO SEND 


For a free copy of “Household 
Products Tested and Approved,” and 
a complete list of booklets on buying, 
send to Good Housekeeping Bulletin 
Service, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C, 


QUESTIONS YOU ASK US 
ABOUT 


Answered For You 
By Lee Chapman 
Of the Institute Staff 


If you live where gardens and or- 

Would ae chards abound and you are able to 
Advis: Wwe. To can fruits and vegetables within an 
> hour or two after picking, then you 

Care § may find it an economy to can “in 








season” products for “out of season” 
use. However, to can market products 
of doubtful freshness is more often 
than not a waste of time and money! 
So select foods you know are fresh. 





Tomatoes and fruits that are fresh, 
tirm, and ripe are easiest of all foods 
to can because they are acid-type 
foods. You may use a water-bath can- 
ner or a deep covered kettle, a steam 


How should Q 
Case lousaloes Quick 


feds ? 


pressure cooker, or a steamer with- 
out pressure to process (that is, to 
can) glass or tin containers of these 
foods. Refer to our approved list 
for satisfactory equipment you need. 


Unless you have a steam pressure 
cooker, don’t attempt to can meats, 
poultry, or any vegetables (other 
than tomatoes). In these non-acid 
foods, heat-resistant bacteria such as 


Now aboal 
weals, douthy. 
peas , beaus, ele? 


CORW, 


botulinus can be killed with speed 
and surety only at the high tempera- 
tures obtainable in a steam pressure 
cooker. Fish also must be canned by 
this method for adequate processing. 


_ Wher Kurd of 
ies orn caus Should 


Buy approved jars or tin cans suit- 
able for the kinds of foods you process 
—jars with standard-sized openings 
for small or cut-up foods and wide- 


mouthed ones for whole peaches, to- 
matoes, etc. Tin cans with enamel 
linings are better than plain ones to 
keep foods from darkening or fading. 





For complete timetables and pro- 
cedures for home canning we are glad 
to recommend the 1938 edition of 
the United States Farmer’s Bulletin 
#1762 on “Home Canning of Fruits, 
Vegetables, and Meats,” price 5¢, 
shown at right. For canning fish, 
refer to “Home Canning of Fish’— 
Mem. S-338—which is free. These 
you may obtain from the Superinten- 
dent of Documents, Washington, D. C. 


Whene Com 
Q ger accurate 
CAKWWUE 
“TViue lables ? 


More Questions About Home Canning on Page 164 













HEN the thought of sweltering days ahead 
starts you to looking at summer clothes, this 
year you will find it easier than ever before 
to select clothes that will take you smartly 
through the summer. In your shopping you 
will come across new wordings on labels. 
Saleswomen will use expressions like crease-resistant 
and color-tested, and you may be confused as to what 
this new terminology means in service qualities. In 
order to be a good shopper, as Miss Fisher urges on 
page 135, learn to look for these informative labels that 
tell the story. Color-tested, for example, simply means 
that the colors will not fade in sunlight or in washing. 
The term crease-resistant—or anti-crease, as it is some- 
times designated—means that you will keep well groomed 
without constant pressing. Even when clothes are tightly 
packed in a bag, wrinkles vanish magically after a shake 
or two, or at most after the clothes have been hung up for 
a short time. And that goes for linens, too. Another useful 
new finish is called permanent-crisp. The sheerest of 
organdies, muslins, and dotted Swisses are now made 
with this new finish that won’t go limp on humid days. 
And what is more, they won’t need starching after laun- 
dering. 

The shrinking of dresses to a size too small has long 
been a drawback of summer clothes, but shrinking no 
longer needs to be tolerated. Fabrics preshrunk to the 
extent that they will keep their fit when washed are 
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izabeth C. Ramsay and 
Helen W. Kendall of the 
Institute Staff tell how to 
select clothes that will keep 


that well-groomed look 





widely available. The word preshrunk has been used 
so vaguely that manufacturers of cottons who make this 
claim must now state on the label the amount of shrink- 
age to be expected in washing. This is called residual 
shrinkage. If the garment is to keep its fit, this residual 
shrinkage should be slight. One well-known process 
known as Sanforized-shrunk has a guaranteed residual 
shrinkage of less than 1 percent. 

Some labels give you pointers on caring for the gar- 
ment, particularly if special care is needed. Read these 
ise and follow them. Don’t throw them in the waste- 

asket. 


If the Label Says Dry-Clean. If the label recommends 
dry cleaning, don’t attempt to wash the garment; and 
don’t attempt to dry-clean it at home, because that is 
not only inefficient but dangerous. The use of an inflam- 
mable cleaning fluid—gasoline, benzine, or naphtha— 
invites disaster, and the fumes of the non-inflammable 
fluids are toxic if breathed in any quantity. And you can’t 
do a good job following the usual home methods. Good 
dry cleaning, like good laundering, demands thorough 
rinsing. This requires a large quantity of cleaning solvent, 
which makes the job expensive. So send your clothes 
to a good dry cleaner. 


Cottons Can Take It. Cotton fabrics, whether in sheer 
party frocks or in sportswear, are easy to care for as well 
as colorful, crisp, and cool. If they are colorfast to light 
and laundering, if they are controlled as to shrinkage, 
if their crispness is permanent, they present no problem 
at all in washing. Let them go into the washing machine 
with the regular family wash, where approved soaps and 
moderately hot water will bring back their original fresh- 
ness. It is not fair to expect, however, that they will keep 
their pastel loveliness if they are repeatedly hung in the 
bright sunlight to dry. Hang them in the shade and iron 
them with a moderately hot iron, or on your ironing 
machine if you have one. 


Dresses Washed by Hand. Several of the dresses which 
you will choose this summer may be those which present 
a problem in laundering, even though the fabric is wash- 
able. This difficulty may be due to the fabric, style, or 
trimming. If you are skillful in ironing, and feel that you 
can bring them back to their original appearance after 
washing, by all means wash them. 

But to avoid fraying seams and wear and tear on the 
fabric, wash them by hand in lukewarm suds, squeezing 
the suds through and through the fabric carefully. You 
will find that very little rubbing is necessary if you have 
not allowed the dress to go too long before washing. 


——— SS 





Rinse well in several lukewarm waters, and press out 
just as much of the water as you possibly can with dry 
bathtowels. Place an extra towel between the front and 
back of the dress to help absorb the dampness. You will 
find your dresses easier to iron if you dry out some of the 
moisture by hanging for a short time in the shade. Spun 
rayons may be almost completely dried before pressing. 


Sweaters—The Perennial Favorite. Sweaters are not dif- 
ficult to wash, either. If you have no sweater forms, meas- 
ure your wools before washing, and draw an outline on 
clean paper to use as a guide in shaping the wools to 
their original size. Just squeeze them through lukewarm 
suds, rinse thoroughly, and pat into shape; dry flat. 
Sweater forms for drying are convenient. We have tested 
and approved such forms. 


Fussy Features. The trend to trimming on summer 
dresses brings with it the problem of keeping them at 
their pristine freshness. Face this fact when you buy 
your dress. Modern irons with their streamlined noses 
and special features make it easy to iron or press feminine 
frills—all at low temperature, of course, so that there is 
no danger of scorching. Pleats present another problem to 
those who have not yet achieved the art of laying them 





straight; although, of course, to offset this difficulty there 
is the unpressed pleat which is worn so much today. 
Have you ever tried an ironing machine for pressing 
pleats? If not, you will be amazed to find how easy it 
is. Just pin each pleat to the roller or flatplate and let the 
ironer do the rest. Low heat is usually advisable for 
pressing operations. Padded shoulders are very much in 
the pressing picture, too. A sleeve board is almost a neces- 
sity for expert handling. 

Perspiration Preventives and Deodorants. Good grooming 
calls for the use of a perspiration preventive or a deodor- 
ant. As we work with Good Housekeeping Bureau and 
the Beauty Clinic on these, we are able to say definitely 
that those approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau will 
not weaken fabrics unduly if used as directed by the 
manufacturer. Deodorants only prevent the odor of per- 
spiration, so if only a deodorant is used, shields should 
be worn and washed regularly. 


Don’t Forget the Slide Fasteners. You may be used to 
treating buttons, hooks, and eyes with some little care, 
but may not know the tricks of caring for slide fasten- 
ers. Close them completely before laundering, even if 
you wash them by hand, and always avoid pressing them 
with the iron. Read the labels and follow them carefully. 
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SAY HELEN E. RIDLEY AND ADRIAN N. CLARK OF THE INSTITUTE STAFF 


HE letters CP appearing on 
a gas range have a definite 
meaning. They stand for Cer- 
tified Performance, which in- 
dicates that a large number 
of desirable features have 
been combined in one range to give 
you greater speed, convenience, and 
economy. The twenty-two require- 
ments which must be met by CP 
ranges—one being approval by the 
American Gas Association Labora- 
tories—include both visible and in- 
visible improvements. 





: 


Top-Stove Burners. For example, 
the arrangement and design of the 
top-stove burners have been im- 
proved so that more of the heat en- 
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ergy goes into the food you are cook- 
ing. This can’t be seen, but we know 
it is a fact because we test CP ranges 
in our own laboratories and know 
that the ranges we have approved 
include all the refinements and per- 
formance features claimed for them. 
For this reason we can recommend 
them and point out ways to help you 
take advantage of their advanced 
features. Since you use the top-stove 
burners of your range more than 
any other part, let’s see what other 
advantages we have found in the CP 
range top-stove section. 

Each range has at least one giant 
burner that is larger and gives more 
heat than the regular size top burner. 
This is the burner to speed up the 


preheating part of cooking opera- 
tions; for example, for bringing 
quickly to boil the water for cook- 
ing vegetables or for making coffee. 
There is less waiting when heating 
large quantities of water, and here is 
the heat you need for the quick evap- 
orating of the liquid when preparing 
canned vegetables the way Miss 
Marsh describes in “Visits To The 
Grocer” on page 146. 

With this added heating speed, 
foods that are-fried in deep fat don’t 
become fat-soaked, because the fat 
returns to the correct frying temper- 
ature so quickly when the cold food 
is added. 

Then there are times when you 
want low heat. The meat in stews or 
pot roasts, mulling to tenderness 
over this gentle heat, will be cooked 
to perfection. Dried fruits will swell 


to juicy plumpness without previous 
soaking, and vegetables can be cooked 
with small amounts of water without 
watching. All the top burners, in- 
cluding the giant burner, have pro- 
vision for simmering. This is either 
a separate center simmer section or 
a fixed simmering position for the 
main burner. A stop—sometimes a 
click—in the gas cock denotes the 
simmer position. You can turn just 
enough above that point whenever 
a little more than simmer heat is 
needed, as when a large kettle is be- 
ing used to cook slowly a tongue or 
corned beef. 

With these burners you can easily 
and quickly adjust the heat to the re- 
quired point for browning all kinds of 
foods—from the low heat for foods 
like onions to the higher heat for 
browning meats. Top-stove meals like 
the one below, which includes some 
foods that require browning or a 
quick start, and also some that re- 
quire simmering, make you appre- 
ciate this convenient versatility of 
your top-stove burners: 


*Pot Roast with Spiced Prunes 
Buttered Beet Greens Crisp Rolls 
Steamed Rice 
*Loganberry Ice Cream Tea 

There’s No Guesswork in a CP Oven, 
The oven of your CP range will pre- 
heat and be ready to use in a very 
short time, and the oven heat control 
will maintain any temperature be- 
tween 250° and 500° F. You can bake 
foods such as an angel cake and 
sponge cake at 325° F. with the 
knowledge that the oven temperature 
won’t creep up above this level dur- 
ing baking. Added to that, no matter 
where within the oven you put the 
racks, the food will be well cooked 
and evenly browned. And so you 
can bake perfectly four layers of 
cake at a time, putting two layers on 
each rack, or you can brown to a turn 
the delicate meringues of two pies, as 
we do in the picture. We included one 
of these pies in the following dinner, 





e Broiler ovens that are better designed and more convenient invite you 
to use this time-saving cooking method that enhances the flavor of foods 


which you may like to try. For the 
latest information on roasting the 
beef read the article “Roasts, Rare, 
Medium, and Well-Done,” which ap- 
pears on page 136. 


Tomato Juice 
Roast Beef with Brown Gravy 
New Potatoes Peas 
Radishes and Raw Carrot Sticks 
Lemon Meringue Pie Coffee 


That the ovens are better insulated 
means cooler outside surfaces, cooler 
kitchens, and less fuel used; and, 
since the ovens vent away from the 
wall, discoloration at the rear of the 
range is prevented. Then there are 
other design features of importance 
to you, such as easy-sliding oven 
racks that won’t drop accidentally, or 
tip when withdrawn. You can lift 
the food from them without putting 
your hands in the hot oven. There 
are ranges with such optional fea- 
tures as interval timers, automatic 
time clocks for turning the oven heat 
on and off, deep well cookers, grid- 


© Ovens of CP ranges provide evenness of heat for perfect baking and 
browning, and their heat controls maintain the temperatures that are set 





dles, and electric lights for the oven. 


You'll Do More Broiling. If, in the 
past, poor broiling equipment has 
kept you from broiling many foods, 
your CP broiler will convert you to 
frequent use of this time-saving 
method of cooking. You'll often find, 
too, that many less expensive foods, 
like the Hamburgers and Onions we 
show in the picture, are so delicious 
when they are broiled that you will 
want to serve them often. The menu 
for this meal included: 


Grapefruit 
*Broiled Hamburgers 
*Onions Au Gratin Potato Chips 
Strawberries and Cream 
*Honey Drop Cookies Coffee 


CP broilers heat faster with less 
fuel, and the broiling pans are all of 
the two-piece smokeless type and are 
in compartments that slide or swing 
out easily. Also, they have been de- 
signed to broil evenly over a greater 
area. Try broiling more foods, and 
take full advantage of these refine- 
ments. 


Your Range in Your Kitchen. One 
of the big features that may arouse 
your interest in a CP range is that all 
burners—top, oven, and _ broiler— 
light automatically at the turn of the 
gas cock. If you do buy a new range, 
consider carefully its location in your 
kitchen. Place it so it will fit properly 
in your plan to make a convenient 
kitchen. The wall space near the din- 
ing-room door is best if it is avail- 
able, with a serving counter between 
the range and the door. If the amount 
of wall space available is a limita- 
tion you have to consider, you'll find 
that ranges can be obtained in vary- 
ing widths. 


Good Light On Your Work. Perhaps 
your center ceiling light makes you 
work in a shadow. A light directly 
over the range, either dropped from 
the ceiling, installed on the wall, or as 
one of the range accessories, is your 
answer. (Continued on page 190) 


*Recipes given in article ac 
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Side of Beef 


To Market, To Market, To Buy Roast 
Beef! Rich in good-quality protein, 
iron, and vitamins B and G, roast beef 
is justly popular. You should have no 
trouble these days in buying quality 
roast-beef cuts. In addition to the 
Government’s round purple stamp 
which guarantees the wholesomeness 
of the meat, some national packers 
are identifying their higher grades 
of beef with the same brand names 
that they use on their other products. 
One brand name of any particular 
packer indicates top quality, an- 
othec will mean second quality, etc. 
Other packers use the Federal Grad- 
ing stamp of “U. S. Choice,” “U. S. 
Good,” etc. The brand name or stamp 
is put along the backbone of the beef 
creature, throughout the entire length 
from round to neck, so that all the 
major cuts are marked with it. So 
before you buy, check the whole- 
someness and quality of the beef your 
butcher carries. 

Especially tender and juicy for 
roasting are the standing and rolled 
rib roasts which come from the rib 
section, as shown in the diagram 
above. This rib section usually con- 
sists of 7 ribs, the 6th to the 12th 
numbering from the neck backward. 
The “rib eye,” or tender meaty por- 
tion, is largest in the 12th rib, de- 
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STANDING RIB ROAST 
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ROLLED RIB ROAST 


creasing in size from the 12th rib 
forward to the 6th. Hence, standing 
or rolled roasts from the 12th-rib end 
are very choice and are often called 
the first rib cuts. 


The World’s Poultry Congress. The 
Seventh World’s Poultry Congress, 
sponsored by twenty-six foreign na- 
tions, Canada, and practically all the 
states in the Union, will be held in 
Cleveland, Ohio, beginning July 28th 
and lasting for eleven days there- 
after. Every man, woman, and child 
with a grain of curiosity will want 
to see the hundreds of interesting and 
educational sights at this Congress. 
Every step of the poultry industry, 
from producer to the home kitchen, 
will be dramatized for you through 
exhibits and lectures. There will be 
daily demonstrations of the many 
ways of preparing eggs and poultry, 
too. You can’t afford to miss it! 


Cloudless Iced-Tea Gossip. It’s just a 
year since the Institute discovered 
a way to make amber-clear, full- 
flavored iced tea with not a cloud in 
a glassful. For iced tea of average 
strength, allow 3 level tsps. tea for 
each 34 ec. cold water. Let the tea 
stand in cold water, covered, in the 
refrigerator for 12 to 24 hours. Just 


before serving, strain and add ice as 
desired. No boiling water needed, no 
extra last-minute preparations. And 
what delicious cloudless iced tea! The 
amount of tea per %4 c. may be in- 
creased to 3% tsp., or decreased to 
214 tsp., depending on whether your 
family prefers strong or weak tea. 


A Refill On Jelly Glasses. June urges 
us to start refilling the jelly and jam 
jars. We can promise you that the 
guesswork of jelly and jam making 
will be banished forever, if you'll use 
the recipes that come with the com- 
mercially prepared pectins bearing 
Good Housekeeping Bureau’s Seal of 
Approval. We know, because we've 
tried all of these in our Institute 
kitchens. We have also approved a 
glass tubelike device through which 
fruit juice, prepared by the manufac- 
turer’s directions, is dripped for 1 
min. The figures on the tube will tell 
you just how much sugar or pectin 
to add to a given fruit juice to insure 
delicious jelly. 


When You Cook Bacon. Often in re- 
moving slices of bacon from a pack- 
age that has been in the refrigerator, 
the slices tear, with the result that 
the bacon has an untidy look when it 
reaches the table. Here’s a trick we 
use in the Institute kitchens that dees 
away with this. Place as many un- 
separated bacon slices as you need in 
your skillet. As the skillet heats, and 
the bacon warms, you will find that 
with a little urging from a kitchen 
fork, the slices will separate easily 
and perfectly. Then continue the 
cooking as usual. 


Canned Fruit Juices—Summer Coolers. 
The practice of drinking fruits as 
well as eating them has increased 
markedly in recent years, and no 
wonder! Besides the palatability and 
the pleasure these canned and bottled 
juices give to meal and refreshment 
time, they also supply us with a 
goodly number of extra vitamins and 
minerals. So keep on hand a generous 
supply of grapefruit, pineapple, cran- 
berry, orange, prune, tomato, and 
grape juices as well as the luscious 
canned nectars,-so that the family 
may be encouraged to help them- 
selves. And when friends or guests 
yearn for something special on a hot 
day, try this ice cream pineapple 
soda de luxe! Put a scoop of vanilla 
ice cream into each tall glass. Add 
1% ¢, canned pineapple juice and fill 
to the top with ginger ale. You’ll have 
what we call a June cooler! 

















WELL, SHE AND DONNIE got to 
housekeeping. And right after- 
wards was our church’s annual 
Cake Sociable. Paula, brash as 
anything, promised a chocolate 
cake. “I hate to think what it'll be 
like!”’ I told my married daughter, 
Minnie. “I guess our family’ll have 


to eat crow before all those folks!” 


“A LITTLE FLIBBERTIGIBBET!” 
I thought the minute | clapped 
eyes on my son’s bride coming 
down the Pullman steps. ““Can’t 
boil water, I bet!”’ It made me sick, 
Donnie meeting Paula on that 
cruise and marrying her. I’d had 
Nan Blaine here at home all 
picked out for him. Nan can cook. 
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2 own Cake Flour 174 cups sugar 
Bees Calumet ©88s, unbeaten 
ing Powder* Squares Baker's 
4 teaspoon soda Unsweetened 
teaspoon salt Chocolate, 
eee or other I el 
ening BP mi 
Sift four once 1 teaspoog vanilla 
and salt, and Gee add baking Dowde 
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cake without Baker’s Chocolate,” she said. 
“Tt takes the richness of Baker’s Chocolate, 
my mother always told me, to give frostings 
such satiny gloss and cakes such real choc- 
olate flavor!” And says I, “Paula, your 
mother brought you up right. And I tell you 
we're proud to have you in our family!” 


olate cake beat my cake, and 
Minnie’s and Nan Blaine’s all 
hollow! It was a new kind, with 
a custard filling—sort of a cross 
between Fudge Cake and Boston 
Cream Pie. The most delicious 
thing! Folks went crazy over it! 
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. COCOA, TOO! FOR EXTRA-RICH, 
SS QhKERS = SMOOTH FLAVOR, TASTE BAKER’S! 


The quality of Baker’s Cocoa has been famous 
for generations. Since 1780 it has always been 





GIVING A PARTY? SEND FOR THIS SMART NEW BOOK TODAY! 


Just off the press—a “Party Book” of rich 
chocolate foods for every jolly occasion 
on the calendar! 28 illustrated pages— 
59 recipes carefully tested for you at our 
chocolate headquarters. Yours free/ Just mail this 
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Wrae A PRESENT 
for a bride™...-: 


She'll bless you forlife! 
Exactly the silverware she needs to serve any 
meal correctly. All brought together in a stun- 
ning solid mahogany chest. The editors of 
Good Housekeeping Magazine, no less, planned 
this assortment, and featured it in an article 
in their April issue. Breakfast, luncheon, din- 
ner, buffet . . . with this well planned collec- 
tion of silverware any bride can always serve 
with poise. 

But there’s more to it than that. With this 
new “Correct Service” Set you get not only 
I ware... Community patterns 

3; for generations . . . but 


n, and a sure poise that 


from owning the finest silverplate 
made. Only finest quality is ever marked 


“Community Plate.”’* 


Choice of patterns? Seven. All open stock. 
This “‘Correct Service’ Set 
is being featured during May 
wherever fine silverware is 
sold. See it today ... It’s the 
most exciting thing that’s 
happened in silverware in 
years! 


LEADERSHIP (MN DESIGN 


*TRADE MARK 


COPR., 1939, ONEIDA, LTD. 


SAVE $20 on this 63-piece, service-for-eight, 
“Correct Service” Set of Community. It’s only 
$59.75. (Open stock price of the silverware alone 
is $79.75; the handsome, tarnish-proof, solid 
mahogany chest is Free!) Other services, of Com- 
munity Plate, $29.75 to $170. 


THE SILVERWARE YOU NEED TO SERVE CORRECTLY 
8 Knives, 8 Forks, 16 Teaspoons, 8 Butter spreaders, 8 
Salad forks, 8 Soup spoons, 3 Table spoons, 1 Cold Meas 
fork, 1 Jelly server, 1 Butter knife, 1 Sugar spoon. Illus- 
trated above in Coronation* pattern. 
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Appointment with Tomorrow 
(Continued from page 43) 


“Nothing that’s sensible. He was too 
angry this afternoon to realize that. He 
may be too angry again. If he tries to seize 
that sailboat by himself, he could drown.” 

Rosamond caught her breath, and Paula, 
encouraged, went on. “You can manage 
him better than anyone else, better even 
than Tony. Why don’t you devote some 
time to it and assure his returning to pro- 
duce plays in which you can star for the 
next twenty years?” 

Rosamond’s laughter was shaky, but it 
was laughter. “I don’t understand you at 
all, Paula. You are either very clever or 
more straightforward than anyone I ever 
met.” 

“T don’t see why I’m either at the mo- 
ment.” 

Rosamond smiled widely, with her tears 
half-dried on her cheeks. “The trouble 
with all you businesswomen is that you 
think too impersonally and miss seeing 
half the personal things that happen right 
in front of you. Now I’ve known for weeks 
that Bevan is a little in love with me. The 
only reason he doesn’t know that is that 
he’s been concentrating on his troubles. 
Men do. 

“And—” she picked up a bottle of eau 
de Cologne and began to repair the dam- 
ages of weeping on her pretty face—‘I 
think I am going to be in love with him. 
Of course he hasn’t Tony’s gorgeous looks, 
but gorgeous looks in a husband can be 
a mixed blessing. Besides, Bevan and I 
have the same sense of values about the 
theatre, and it is altogether more suitable. 
And besides—” she sounded more cheer- 
ful by the moment—“he is a darling.” 

Paula laughed. “I wish you luck. Do 
look after him until he stops concentrating 
on his troubles.” 

Something in Rosamond’s narrowed 
glance made Paula a little self-conscious. 
Rosamond went back to patting eau de 
Cologne on her face and regarded the 
mirror, not Paula, when she spoke. 

“Do you happen to realize that Tony 
Nash is very much in love with you?” 

“No.” 

‘Don’t sound so cross.” 

“I’m sorry, Rosamond. It’s just that Tony 
has been more interested in me here than 
he would ordinarily have been, because 
there was no one else—” 

“J,” said Rosamond, “have been here all 
the time. It’s no concern of mine, but if 
I were you, I should think twice.” 

Paula said, “You seem to forget I’m en- 
gaged to Vivian. We're going to be mar- 
ried almost as goon as we get home.” 

Rosamond shrugged, said, “Do you know 
why?” 

Paula was intensely irritated. 

“J think I'll go see whether Emily needs 
any help in dressing, Rosamond,” she said. 

“All right. Thanks for coming in.” 


Gao ee EVE was as pleasant as 
Emily had hoped it would be; though, 
after all; Madame Haverlock did not join 
them in the room with the Sargent por- 
trait, excusing herself when dinner ended. 

Emily explained: “She told me she was 
tired and that she would rather save her- 
self up for New Year’s Eve. She prefers 
that holiday.” 

That statement caused Bevan to protest: 
“So we'll be here New Year’s Eve! And 
Washington’s birthday and the Fourth of 
July, for all we know. That is, the rest 
of you may be. But I shall not.” 

Everyone talked at once rapidly, and 
that bad moment went past. There were 
a good many packages under the tree. 
Madame Haverlock had provided all her 
guests with an assortment of trivial pres- 
ents: books and neckties for the men, 


‘and a pleasant and interesting life after 


stockings and powder puffs and perfume 
for the girls. There were only three of 
what Emily described as “important” 
gifts: Vivian’s camera with color film, a 
necklace and bracelets of old garnets for 
Emily (with a card, “You will grow up 
to them, my dear”), and a string of heavy, 
fine carved amber for Paula. Her card 
read, “They used to suit my looks when 
I was young, and will, I’m sure, suit yours, 
which are slightly like what mine used 
to be.” 

They shimmered in the candlelight from 
the Christmas tree, and were, Tony 
thought, somewhat the warm color of 





Paula’s shining golden-hazel eyes. 

When they were finished opening pack- | 
ages, Emily said with sudden dismay, “But 
we have no presents for one another.” | 
Fortunately her attention was distracted 
from that lamentable fact by the arrival 
of carol singers from the yacht. Captain 
Smith and Miss Devereaux came in to | 
hear them. When they had finished sing- 
ing, Emily was tired, and said good-night, 
wishing them all “Merry Christmas” very 
sweetly. 


Aries she was gone Captain Smith 

spoke heavily: “Not an appropriate 
moment, perhaps, but I may as well state | 
first as last there’s no point in Mr. Roades’ 
attempting to bribe me or any of my men 
to lend him the launch to go anywhere. 








I’ve been working for Madame Haverlock 
a long time. She gave me a job when no | 
one else would. After I had wrecked a | 
ship, which wasn’t my fault, but was cred- | 
ited to be.” 

He paused. Miss Devereaux continued: 
“Nor any point in any of Madame Haver- 
lock’s guests—” but she looked at Bevan— 
“offering me an extraordinary amount of 
money to send out a letter with my mail— 
even if I send any mail out, which I don’t 
admit. Madame Haverlock gave me work 


I had been acquitted of falsifying the ac- 
counts of my employer in New York. I 
was acquitted, I deserved to be acquitted, 
since I wasn’t guilty. But I could have 
starved just the same, because no one but 
Madame Haverlock believed that.” Her 
straight little figure was suddenly very 
dignified. “Let us go and say good-night 
to Madame Haverlock and Mr. Charles 
Haverlock, Captain Smith. These people 
don’t know when they are well off.” 

“T agree with you, Miss Devereaux,” 
Captain Smith said. “Nevertheless, in 
honor of the season, let us wish them | 
Merry Christmas.” 

Silence followed their departure, until 
Vivian said, 

“Really, Bevan, you haven’t left a single 
stone unturned.” 

“None of the rest of you will help me.” 

“You aren’t accomplishing anything.” 

“Oh, let’s not go over and over it,” Tony 
said. “Anyone want to play backgam- 
mon?” 

But no one did. He went to the piano, 
which had lost its depth of tone years be- 
fore in that hot climate, and began to play. | 
He sang, in a light, clear baritone, “God | 
Rest Ye Merry, Gentlemen,” and went on 
through “Good King Wenceslaus” to the 
solemn “Adeste Fideles.” 

The people listening grew quiet as he 
sang. Only Paula noticed that he sang to 
no one of them especially, but rather to 
the lovely girl in the painting on the wall. 

Paula had gone to bed, but was not yet 
asleep, when there was a knock on her 
door. Tony’s voice said softly: “Put on 
something and come out. The moonlight’s 





silver over all the gardens; and besides, 
there’s something important—important 
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THIS BIG 15-PIECE SET of Pyrex ware makes a 
perfect shower gift! Includes casserole with 
pie plate cover, loaf pan, two pie plates, util- 
ity dish, open baker, teapot, measuring cup, 
and six custard cups. $6.64 a year ago. $ Ais 
Today (gift packed) only......---- - 





GRAND START for the bride! This 8-piece set 
includes 114 qt. casserole with pie plate cover 
and six rimless custard cups to match. $] 00 
Last year, $1.45. Now only....-eee++ 


OVENWARE PRICES 
30% 10 50% LOWER 
THAN LAST YEAR! 





DON’T FORGET Pyrex Ovenware prices are now 
30% to 50% lower than last year! The quality 
is absolutely the same and the thrill of owning 
and using it hasn’t changed a bit! 
Corning Glass Works, Corning, N.Y. 
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to me, at least—that I want to say to you.” 

She hesitated, but only for a moment. 

She was not sleepy. And besides it was 
Christmas Eve, going on Christmas morn- 
ing. In a year she might be hostess at some 
cheerful gathering of friends in New York. 
Tony would probably be guest at some 
Hollywood party. It would be pleasant to 
remember that they had walked together 
in a moonlit garden once, at the beginning 
of Christmas day. 

She put on the white lace dress, because 
it was nearest at hand. They went past 
the empty terrace, down to the garden. 
Moonlight lay across the orderly beds 
where the multicolored flowers were all 
paled in its light, and on the fountain 
where the water splashed softly, and on 
the white orchid tree, where Tony paused. 

There was a garden bench opposite the 
orchids. They sat down. 

Tony said: “In that white frock you 
look as unreal as this garden by moon- 
light. You look like something dreamed.” 
Then, “Tomorrow, in unromantic day- 
light, I mean with Madame Haverlock’s 
permission to cut half a dozen of those 
orchids for Rosamond, to remind her of 
New York, where they come in boxes with 
green or violet or silver ribbon attached 
on Christmas morning.” 

“What is it you wanted to say, Tony?” 

“That it’s not true no one of us had a 
present for any other. I have a present for 
you—have meant for days to give it to 
you as a Christmas souvenir. It’s not an 

: i ce especially appropriate present for a young 
A BRIDGE LUN CHEON palate ‘ % ; ro ee only thing I happened 
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side as Ee aaed cheese sandwiches. : I very seldom wear it. It’s just an accident 
naise and tom : —my wristwatch broke—that I happened 
to wear it the day we began this voyage. 
It chimes the hours, the half hours, the 
quarter hours. In my childhood that de- 
lighted me.” 


HE TOOK it out of his pocket. “I haven’t 
even a box, Paula.” There was a small 
soft tinkle, three times repeated. 

She could see Tony smiling in the moon- 
light. 

“Three quarters past midnight, Paula.” 

“Tony, it’s sweet of you—but I couldn’t 
possibly—” she stumbled over her words. 
“IT mean, it’s been in your family three 
generations.” 

He interrupted. “Never mind. It’s thick 
and gold; if it were fashionable even for 
a man nowadays, it would be thin and 
platinum. But you can have a little stand 
made for it and put it on your dressing 
table.” a 

He stopped and began again. “I could 
buy you a hundred charming and suitable 
gifts in New York that wouldn’t mean 
anything. This—this is near enough my 
a down here, =e I oat you to have it. 

ometimes, in a life I hope will be always 
happy, you will hear the little tinkle- 
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He smiled down at her, a ghost of his 
vivid smile, put the old-fashioned heavy 
watch into her hand, closed her fingers 
over it. Its small tick-ticking was a steady- 
ing sound that gave her a momentary con- 
fidence, so that she was able to say: 

“You don’t make me unhappy, Tony. 
Only confused.” 

Then she followed her impulse, put her 
hands to his face, and kissed him gently. 
But when his arms went round her, she 
was startled by the pounding of her own 
heart, so that she withdrew from him 
sharply. He let her go. When she turned 
suddenly and hurried away fronr him to- 
ward the house, he did not follow her. 
For a breathless instant she hoped—or 
feared—that he would follow her. But her 
own light footsteps were the only sound 
on the flagged path. 

Though the ticking of the watch was 
not a loud sound, it seemed loud enough 
to keep her awake. But oddly enough, 
when she put it under her pillow, she slept 
very well. 


HRISTMAS day was anticlimax. Ex- 

cept for the turkey and plum pudding 
at dinner, it was a day exactly like the 
rest of the days. The day after, Boxing 
Day, the crew, who were largely English, 
celebrated with foot races on the sand and 
a barbecue. In the afternoon Charles left 
in the seaplane. 

Then for three days nothing at all hap- 
pened. During this time they scarcely saw 
their hostess. But the sense of something- 
about-to-happen mounted among them 
all, and the tension increased until only 
Emily showed no signs of it. 

Then on the next to the last day of the 
year, Bevan Roades disappeared. 

He had been swimming in the morning 
with the others. His manner was no more 
impatient nor unhappy than it had been 
since he learned that Four Years was 
being produced in his absence. “Just as 
if,’ he had said several times, “I were 
dead, and things went on just the same. 
But I’m not dead.” 

Rosamond’s invariable answer, “It’s a 
good play, but it will never be so good as 
if you had produced it, Bevan,” had failed 
this morning to cheer him at all, though 
he responded rather automatically, “Nor 
so good as if you had played the leading 
woman, my dear—and Tony the man’s 
part, of course.” He said then, “I think Pll 
dress,” and went off to his room. 

Rosamond glanced after him a little 
anxiously. When they were all dressed 
after swimming, they assembled on the 
terrace to wait for the summons to the 
eleven-o’clock meal—that meal that com- 
bined breakfast and luncheon and pre- 
ceded the siesta to which they had all 
grown accustomed. 

They assembled today, but Bevan did 
not appear. The gong announcing the meal 
was a little delayed for some reason. Then 
Madame Haverlock came out onto the 
terrace to join them. That was unusual. 
Heretofore she had met them in the din- 
ing room, when she had joined them at all. 

She always seemed composed. So did 
she this morning, but it seemed to Vivian 
that she looked as if she had been hurry- 
ing. She seated herself in an upright chair, 
as erect as usual; but there was something 
unaccustomed in her manner, a trace of 
fatigue on her face. 

Vivian glanced at the others. He de- 
cided that Tony also saw something dif- 


ferent in Madame Haverlock’s fine, worn | 
face. Tony looked puzzled, and Emily con- | 


cerned. Rosamond was watching the cor- 
ner of the wing whence Bevan would 
appear, and Paula sat with hands relaxed, 


her eyes fixed on the distant valley. It | 


occurred to Vivian irrelevantly that so 


Paula sat a good deal of the time recently. | 


Madame Haverlock smoothed the full, 








“Betty, you’re on the same spot I was after 

Judy got married. Remember all the boys 
who used to camp on us? After Judy’s wed- 
ding, they stopped calling! Then I learned 
something from that smart girl” 





3 “But you don’t get the men with sweet 
nothings of jellied salads; I said. Judy 
shot back, ‘In my salad, you use plain, un- 
sweetened Knox Gelatine. No factory-flavored 
gelatine desserts. They're 85% sugar!’” 
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MRS. KNOX'S “QUICKIE 


PINEAPPLE CHEESE SALA 
kg.) Knox Gelatine ° Serves 
Prat 2 tablespoonfuls 
lemon juice ’ 
2/, cup grated Amerl- 
can cheese Or 
cream cheese 
1% cup cream or. 
sugar (if desired) evaporated milk 
uy teaspoonful salt (whippe 
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* Recipe timed and teste: 
























1env. (% 
4%, cup cold water 
¥ cup hot water. 
1 cup crushed 
pineapple 
(canned) 
1 tablespoonful 
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EASY RECIPES : 

Your copy of Mrs. Knox s new 
book of “Quickie” recipes 1s 
ready. Get these sure-succe®: 
salad and dessert recipes you 
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7 “ Tt’s not you, goosey; said Judy, ‘but your 
idea of what to feed hungry males. Come 
into the kitchen...I’ll show you how to make 
a marvelous jellied salad that'll bring the 
bunch back running? ” 





“Tt’s standing room only at my parties 
now. And the new Knox ‘Quickie’ reci- 
pes are so easy. Now, Betty, remember plain 
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long skirt of one of the flowered cotton 
frocks she affected, twisting the material 
between her fingers a little. Then she said, 
“Pm inviting you all to a New Year’s Eve 
entertainment tomorrow night at eleven, 
in the Sargent drawing room. 

Tony said with a smile, “I’ve wanted to 
see you in that room beside your portrait 
ever since we have been here, Madame 
Haverlock.” 

Her light laughter was then as carefree 
as on the afternoon of their sailing. “To 
observe the ravages of time, young man? 
So you may know how you will feel in 
your seventies, beside some picture of 
yourself as you are now? But then you'll 
feel resigned, I assure you. Perhaps not 
on the way there.” Her manner was almost 
natural when she said, “Let’s not wait any 
longer for Bevan Roades,” stood, and led 
them into the dining 
room. 

When they were 
seated, two people 
asked the same ques- 
tion: Emily, in a voice 
that was just mildly 
curious, and Rosamond 
in a voice fraught with 


a “Where is “FOR thou shalt eat 
evan? ” 
Miadurnet Eavertocke The labor of thy hands, 


seemed not to notice I read. 


that the question was 
addressed to her. 
Vivian said: “Shall I 
go call him? He must 
have fallen asleep.” 
And half rose. 
Madame Haverlock 
said: “No. He is not in 
his room.” Then, “T 
hesitated about giving 
you this, but perhaps 
it’s just as well,” and 
handed Rosamond a 
letter. 
She read it quickly, 
her fair skin whitening. 
Tony said, “Better let 
us see, Rosamond,” and 
took it without further 
apology. He read aloud: 


I found 
No bread 


To toil, 


With sun 
And wind 


‘Dear ROSAMOND: 

“You are the only 
person here who will 
possibly understand 
that I must make an 
effort to get home. If I 
succeed, I’ll send for you all, but the per- 
son whom I shall most want to send for 
will be you. The only reason I have not 
told you of my plan is that I did not want 
to involve you—or anyone. 

“BrvAN” 


Rosamond talked so quickly her pretty 
voice slurred the words. “What have you 
let him do, Madame Haverlock? That 
boat’s not safe, and it isn’t safe to swim 
in these waters, even as far as the yacht, 
because of barracuda.” Asked again, less 
politely, “What have you done with him?” 

Madame Haverlock sighed. “If he could 
only have been a little more patient! A 
great many things will be clear to you 
after tomorrow’s entertainment.” Then 
some distress, clear as the anger in Rosa- 
mond’s face, seemed to move her faintly. 
“TI assure you nothing has happened to 
Bevan. He’s quite safe. He did finally suc- 
ceed in bribing one of the crew—a man 
who can run the yacht’s launch.” 

“Then he has got away?” 

“T am sorry to disappoint you.” The old 
woman chuckled. “Captain Smith, antici- 
pating something of the sort, drained the 
launch of gasoline. Bevan is resting from 
his exertions. I’m sure he'll be able to ap- 
pear at my entertainment tomorrow.” 

Rosamond stood up and flung her chair 
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A PSALM 
By 
Clara Hood Rugel 


And, seeking in 
The cupboard of my heart, 


For one who bent 
To no accomplishment. 


“Happy shalt thou be... 
But only loneliness 
Kept step with me! 


I laid my hands 


And saw them brown 


And growing wheat. 


Today I harvested, 
And Life is sweet! 


back. “But I want to see Bevan now!” 

“You are almost as impatient as he.” 
Then Madame Haverlock’s voice grew 
grave. “If I had given any indication of 
ill will toward any of you, there might 
be a logical reason for your alarm, Rosa- 
mond. But there isn’t any. I’ve put Bevan 
Roades in a safe place because it’s a bore 
for my men to be obliged to look after 
him so constantly, and he is so determined 
to get back to New York, he’s capable of 
building himself a raft, all else failing, 
and risking his life on it. I can’t let that 
happen.” 

“Then why don’t you let him go?” 

Madame Haverlock looked suddenly 
desperately tired. “My dear, I shall let 
you all go, together or separately, in my 
own good time.” 

“But that—that’s just arbitrary.” 

“I grant it’s arbi- 
trary.” But she did not 
choose to discuss it any 
longer. 

She stood slowly, and 
the men stood. By the 
door to the dining room 
waited, as invariably 
when she shared a meal 
with ‘her guests, Cap- 
tain Smith, the steward 
from the yacht, and an- 
other man of the crew. 

Tony said when she 
was gone: “Don’t look 
so desperate, Rosa- 
mond. It isn’t long un- 
til tomorrow night. ’m 
glad Bevan’s effort was 
stopped before he did 
succeed in risking his 

” neck.” 

Paula suggested: 
“Let’s skip siesta, Rosa- 
mond, and go for a long 
walk. You and I and 
Emily, if you like. Then 
youll be beautifully 
tired tonight and will 
sleep ten hours.” 

“All right,” Rosa- 
mond agreed indiffer- 
ently. 

But Emily said: “No. 
I want to take my 
father off for a con- 


ference.” 
“Take me,’ Tony 
said. “I love confer- 


” 


ences. 

“No. This is a family one.” She was firm 
about it. 

“Would after siesta do?” Vivian asked. 

“No. You’ve grown very lazy down here, 
Father.” 

But there was some exigency in her 
voice, so Vivian said, “All right,” rather 
quickly. 

They set out shortly after luncheon. 

Emily said: “We’re going to the old 
summer house. You never knew there was 
one, did you?” And then, for honesty’s 
sake, “I probably would not have found 
it myself, except that Madame Haverlock 
described the path to me.” 

Vivian was conscious of an irritation 
that had been growing in him for days. 
The child adored their hostess, spent from 
chéice more time in Madame Haverlock’s 
private wing than she spent with him. 

He said, on impulse, “I can’t understand 
your utter devotion to that dictatorial old 
woman. 

Emily walked ahead of him along the 
river path for a while in silence. But when 
she turned her head, her smile was gay. 
‘Tl explain that to you among other 
things when we arrive. We turn off the 
path here.” 

She went unhesitatingly at right angles 
from the river, along a trail so narrow he 
would not have noticed it, between high 


hangel 


ARR IO 


MODERN FUEL: 


Electricity is years 
ahead as a cooking fuel. It 
is flameless, clean, depend- 
able, and enables Hotpoint i 
to build into this modern 
range sleek, shining, 
streamlined beauty that 
you just know is enduring. 


MODERN ECONOMY: 


Hotpoint Ranges 
cut food bills bypreventing 
cooking failures. Operat- 
ing costs are less, because 
today’s electric rates for 
cooking are lower and Cal- 
rod Units use less current! 


MODERN CONVENIENCE: 


Automaticcontrolson 
the Hotpoint Range do the 
“pot watching” for you. 
Complete meals can be 
cooked, safely and with 
perfect results, while you 
are out of the kitchen. 








OTPOINT’S NEW SALISBURY 
MODEL brings you the clean- 


Go to your Hotpoint retailer. He’ll 
show you ranges of such stream- 


This year Hotpoint liness and convenience of elec- lined beauty that you know they'll 
prices—and electric tricity, plus extra cooking speed stay modern for years. He'll dem- 
and economy! The new 5-Speed onstrate Hotpoint’s new directional 


current costs— are 
| the lowest in his- 
tory. Get a modern 
Hotpoint Electric 

Range now! 


CALROD 


COOKING UNIT 
TARGETS THE HEAT 








Calrod heat is con- 
ducted straight through 
bottom of pan into food. 
There's no flame, no soot. 


Select-A-Heat Calrod Unit gives 
abundant, clean, sootless heat, yet 
consumes less current. Costly food 
waste due to ordinary cooking fail- 
ures can be eliminated. Also foods 
taste better because natural juices 
are conserved—not cooked away. 
Right now, while Hotpoint prices 
are so low, have the pride of own- 
ing this truly modern range. 


THIS CAN'T HAPPEN 
bopper 8 1) ae 


Calrod heat is efficient- 
ly applied for faster, thrift- 
ier cooking. Utensils stay 
cleaner. 





Calrod heat is accu- 
rately controlled. Five dif- 
ferent cooking speeds 
from one switch. 


oven that heats from top or bottom 
—as required; the Automatic Timer 
Clock that stands guard while you 
forget the cares of cooking; the 
whole-meal Thrift Cooker built 
into the range top. There are 
thirteen models available on easy 
payments. Edison General Electric 
Appliance Co., Inc., 5621 W. Taylor 
Street, Chicago, Illinois. 


WATER HEATERS 





A HOTPOINT 
ELECTRIC RANGE 


FORAS LITTLEAS( ) 


TRULY THRIFTY—TRULY MODERN 


REFRIGERATORS e WASHERS AND IRONERS 
DISHWASHER =~ SINKS 


June 1939 Good Housekeeping 






er» ape 


4 sv ee ces 
w 


: zea 
hor 
Aw ce sians 


pudg 







Copyright 1939, International Silver Co., Holmes & 
Edwards Diy., Meriden, Conn. Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





mahogany trees, past a pineapple grove, 
and on among tree ferns. 

Around a turn in the path they came 
upon the summer house. Not the casual 
structure of cedarwood Vivian had ex- 
pected, but a round-columned building of 
white stone, resembling the eighteenth- 
century pavilions in formal French gar- 
dens. 

“It’s not marble, it’s coral,” Emily told 
him. “Madame Haverlock’s husband had 
it built for her the first time they visited 
the island. He had the trees cut away 
down the hillside, too, so there’s a narrow 
view through to the sea. Pretty, isn’t it? 
I thought you’d like it.” 

They sat on a bench within. It was a 
cool, shadowed place. Far below them, 
bright sunlight shone on the treetops, the 
river, and the sea. Conscious, after a little 
silence, of his daughter’s wide eyes steady 
on his face, Vivian said: 

“It’s a quite lovely place. But you didn’t 
bring me here just to see it?” 

“No. It’s difficult to begin.” 

“Begin anywhere.” 

“T hoped, when I realized we were to 
be together here all day, every day, with- 
out the interruptions of your work and 
my school, that we might get to know each 
other much better than we ever did be- 
fore. But that hasn’t happened.” She said 
the last words as a statement of fact, with- 
out emotion. 

In the cool dimness he could not see 
what expression her face wore, only that 
her eyes looked big and dark and eager. 
“I hoped exactly the same thing, Emily.” 









































HE folded her hands on her lap, a ges- 
ture she used to make whenever, as a 
much younger child, she was trying to be 
serious. “Did you? I thought I would make 
an effort once, since I have an idea we 
may not be staying very much longer— 
no, Madame Haverlock hasn’t said any- 
thing specific. I just guessed that from her 
attitude about tomorrow night’s party.” 
She began again. “Madame Haverlock said 
I should talk to you if I felt like it.” 

He could not help the irritation in his 
voice then. “My dear, we really don’t need 
her to explain us to each other.” 

“Don’t we, Father? I’m sorry; that did 
not sound polite. But—she has helped me 
to understand about you a great many 
things I didn’t before.” 

“What things?” : 

She astounded him. “Why you ever 
bothered to take me from my mother’s 
custody, since you haven’t had much time 
since then either to realize that I was 
growing up every year, or even to dis- 
cover what I was turning out to be like. 
Oh, I know you’ve paid my bills. 

“I know you had to work and make a 
great success of yourself. At least you 
thought you were obliged to do that. It 
took years. Years when I was little. You 
have always been very good to me—had 
Paula buy me a great many pretty clothes, 
everything it was reasonable I should 


want. 

“Is this to be about Paula?” 

“Only—in a way. Please don’t be angry 
if I do it badly.” 

He made his voice gentle. “Of course I 
won’t be angry.” 

“Madame Haverlock said you took cus- 
tody of me probably because you hated 
to lose my mother and wanted to keep 
something of her.” 

“That may be true enough. I’ve never 
analyzed my reasons.” 

“But—supposing it’s true—you are not 
keeping very much of her or me by let- 
ting me grow up a casual acquaintance.” 

“What would you suggest?” 

She did not answer that. She asked in- 
stead, “Do you love Paula as you used 
to love my mother?” 

“No.” And because that monosyllable 


sounded too sharp in his ears, he added | 


“T wish I did.” 


“But why do you wish you did? You. 
have so many things. Success, and work | 
you like, dozens of friends—such an in- | 


teresting life.” 

“It’s difficult to answer, Emily. Except 
that in spite of all you say I am occasion- 
ally lonely.” 

She spoke with an intensity almost vio- 
lent then, but so plain was the urgency 
back of the words that he was not angry 
at all. “It’s your own fault, Father. There 
was no need for you to be lonely. You 
had me. I would have been a friend to 
you, a companion for you. But in the be- 
ginning you were too hurried to plan for 
us to have our day with each other; in the 
end you're too indifferent. So we shall 
never have it. I shall never have had years 
of being close to my mother or my father, 
either.” 

Emily hurried on as if she were afraid 


he would interrupt her before she had | 


finished, and so destroy the childish cour- 
age to which she was determinedly cling- 
ing. “I know I had to go away to school 





when I was a little girl. But for the last | 
year or two I’ve been grown enough to | 


remain at home. I could have begun to | 


help you with entertaining—even to share 
your worries. It will be years and years 
before I marry. Even married, I would 
manage to make time for you, too. Be- 


cause by then you'll be just frightfully | 


old, much too old to want love all over 
again the way you think you do now.” 

She stopped, breathless, her young face 
flushed with having spoken her mind. 

“But, my dear, I had no idea you felt 
so strongly about school. I thought you 
were happy there with all the other nice 
girls of your age. I assumed you would 
find it dull at home. But you don’t have 
to return to boarding school ever. You 
can live with Paula and me and be great 
friends with us both.” 


She summoned then a childish dignity. | 


“T don’t think I would care to live all the 
time with you and Paula. Vacations, per- 


haps. I'll let you and Paula have your day | 


together undisturbed. Although I do think 


you. would be happier if you married | 


someone who lo—” She hesitated, then 
closed her lips firmly. 


Que was thinking of the expression she | 


had seen on the faces of Paula and 


Tony when she interrupted them on the | 
terrace. They were in love with each) 


other. She was sure of that. But she wanted 
terribly to be adult, and somehow she 
didn’t think it would be quite adult if she 
told her father what she had seen. 

But Vivian guessed what she had been 
going to say and was extraordinarily an- 
noyed by it. “You shouldn’t concern your- 
self with my emotions or Paula’s,” he said 
more crossly than he realized. “You 
couldn’t possibly understand now the 
various reasons for which men and women 
marry.” 

Emily looked at him sadly. “I don’t 
know why I can’t make you understand 
me. Madame Haverlock always under- 
stands what I am trying to say, even when 
I can’t phrase it very clearly. Perhaps it’s 
because she’s so old and has seen so much. 
But—but—when you are as old as that, 
I shall be middle-aged! So that isn’t much 
use, is it?” 

“I might try to grow in comprehension 
a little more quickly than the average, 
Emily,” Vivian said drily, still feeling the 
anger within him. 

She didn’t seem to be hopeful as to that, 
but she managed to laugh, a trifle uncer- 
tainly. And, going down the hillside, she 
took his hand and walked so, holding it 
tightly. As if, he thought with confused 
warmth in his heart, she liked him a good 
deal in spite of his limitations. 
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CHAPTER VII 
APS last day of the year dawned as 
quietly, as beautifully, as if it were just 
another day. But a sudden wind rose in 
the late afternoon. There was a brief spat- 
ter of rain. When it ceased, the wind 

seemed higher than before. 
_. Paula went out-of-doors as soon as the 
Train had stopped. The afternoon had 
~ seemed very long, with Vivian and Emily 
‘apparently ill at ease with each other, 
2 Rosamond desperately concerned over 
HERE'S A 4 N Bevan, and even Tony showing signs of 
3 > tension, though he set about steadying her. 
_ She left them all in the central living 
QUICK TRICK THAN KK you MA‘AM room and walked down the path to the 
e _ dock. The wind caught at her, but its force 
| was stimulating. At the dock she seated 


FOR OUR FE OR BR ( NGI N CS . : | herself on a bench and watched the wind 


whip waves across the cove. The light was 


P i Cc N 4 Cc a : indies: There would be no last sunset this 


She said to herself, “New Year’s Eve,” 
and thought of others in her childhood 
when she was always permitted to stay 
up to see the New Year in; and of two or 
three gay evenings in New York later, 
when the dance music seemed more ex- 
citing than usual. And there was an un- 
dercurrent of emotion, a feeling that the 
next year would be strange. 

Next year, she thought, Mr. and Mrs. 
Vivian Yule would bé entertaining or be- 
ing entertained on New Year’s Eve. That 
—that had simply no reality. Reality had 
narrowed down to this island, this strip 
of shore, this cove with a yacht anchored 
far out. 

The idea came with a sharp small shock. 
“T don’t want to go back. I should be con- 

tent to stay here forever.” Yet she had 
WICHES ARE FUN TO MAKE! | asked Tony scornfully, the day they 
All you need is cold sliced SPAM, bread and landed, whether he would care to stay 


butter. You may add sliced hard egg, Russian ; forever. 
dressing ... watercress and mayonnaise... : 

cream cheeseand horseradish...chilisauce... . S 
sliced tomato, cheese and mustard. . sweet 
pickle, chopped olives, pimiento, mayon- 
naise -.or invent your own combination! 





HE saw Tony coming down the path to- 
ward her. As if thought of his name 
had summoned him! 

He called to her when he was still at 
some little distance. “You'll be wet as a 
mermaid if you stay there long, Paula. 


HERE'S ANOTHER 


SUMMER BALLAD! a ae mes going Ze Tavs s bad aoe ae 
yd “ , e said, “Doesn’t matter,” cheerfully, 
LUNCHES CALL FOR oe P and glanced at the sky, slate gray now 
: : ; except where, at the horizon, ran a ribbon 
& SALAD F a. of yellowish light. 


Tony sat beside her. “In a quarter of 
an hour or twenty minutes.” 

“We can get back to the house in five 
= if we run.” 
“Ves,” 
wee, = They watched that ribbon of light where 
eae hae “= sea met sky narrow. 


SOME LIKE IT COLD, Vii semua ee rm 


ibe 


apes ce silence grew long, she 

So i said, just to break it, “Captain Smith told 
SOME LIKE IT HOT, § : e fe me there never were hurricanes at this 
EITHER WAY, ANY WAY fee time of year.” 

4 ‘ “There aren’t. A belated line storm is 


The wind was so high Tony had diffi- 
culty lighting his cigarette. Then he 
glanced out to sea. “The launch is coming 
in from the yacht.” 
oe ule ya i it, sos to move 

. ers slowly oug e rough water. That 
LOOK, LADIES, LOOK.. g\ 2) ie. a , warm strong wind felt like siik going 
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“re ’ ” s 
handy 12-ounce can that needs no refrigeration. iypeeee 2 eae eee he ee 


HITS THE SPOT = ee about the next best thing, though.” 


How MANY ways have you enjoyed Spam — the = ee she locked him up there to keep him from 
» drowning himself in some wild effort to 


an Wi = set back to New York. Probably he’s calm 
at : by now, and Captain Smith is bringing 
‘ him in.” 
GEO.A.HORMEL acy “Why didn’t you tell Rosamond?” 
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ret ‘. They will be much less difficult for the 

: Lhe ® rest of us to keepin order if they’re en- 

gaged. They can talk about all the plays 





THE METAL 
POURING SPOUT 
is SO 



















he’ll produce for her to star in forever,| | 
for one thing.” oa 

His voice grew more serious. “The end | 
of this adventure will not be brought 
about by scheming to steal the boat or the 
yacht or anything of that sort.” 

“What will be the end of it, Tony?” 

“Whatever our hostess plans.” 

The launch was so near now they could 
see Bevan seated between Captain Smith | 
and a member of the crew. They waved | 
to him. He waved back. 

When the launch at last docked, Bevan 
announced, “I’m allowed to come ashore 
only on my pledge not to talk to any of 
you about anything I found out.” 

“Well,” Captain Smith interrupted, “let’s 
go on up to the house, and you won’t be 
tempted to break your pledge.” He said: | 
“You two had better come along soon. The | 
storm will break pretty fast.” 

Tony said, “How bad do you think it’s | 
going to be?” 

“Bad enough,” Captain Smith told him 
gloomily, and went on up the path. | 

Tony said to Paula, “Let’s wait five 
minutes.” The band of light on the hori- 
zon grew narrow now. He spoke very 
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strange light over sky and sea. She 
laughed and spoke recklessly to him, or 
to the gale. 

“My life was planned before I met you, 
and I cannot or I will not change the plan. 
But if you and I knew this storm would 
end life’s complications and joys together, 
Tony Nash, then—then Id tell you: ‘I 
could have loved you very much, my dear. 
I could have loved you forever.’” 

She ran from him, from that moment’s 
recklessness, up the hillside, across the 
terrace, and this time did not wonder 
whether he followed her. She knew that 
now he never would. 
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quickly. “There is no danger. That house F : ; sees i 
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er—if this were a very great storm and : aes 2 . 
we were on a ship driving through it, free running salt always in view. See the sparkling, pure white 
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to me?” : hale 2 : 
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She bathed, she dressed slowly, to calm 
herself. But when, nearly dressed, she ar- 
ranged her hair in front of the mirror, 
her hands were still shaking. It was just 
the gale, she told herself—the gale that 
flung itself against the shuttered house 
now, that was noisy as a great animal 
beating against the doors. A high wind 
always held undertones of terror. 

For this evening of Madame Haverlock’s 
party, she had left one, the’most elaborate, 
of the evening frocks in her wardrobe—a 
dress of violet-colored taffeta, its close 
bodice and its hooped skirt edged with 
velvet. 

Dressed, she regarded herself in the 
mirror, but could not tell whether she 
looked well or ill. Her dark eyes seemed 
enormous in the whiteness of her face. 

She went to join the others. Rosamond’s 
door stood open. Rosamond in silver tulle 
said: 

“Wait for me, Paula. Bevan’s come 
back.” 

“T know.” 

“And he knows just how far we are from 
Martinique and in what direction,” Rosa- 
mond announced. “But Madame Haver- 
lock won’t let him tell. Besides, what good 
is the knowledge without a boat?” 

She linked her arm in Paula’s as they 
went down the corridor. 

“Never mind,” Paula told her. “It would 


‘|be too much effort for a holiday, to try 


to escape.” 


ie! THE main living room, Emily, Vivian, 
Tony, and Bevan were waiting for 
them. Tony’s blue eyes were steady for a 
moment on Paula’s face. Then he turned 
away as Vivian came forward to greet 
her with, 

“Happy New Year, Paula.” Vivian, with 
whom she probably would spend so many! 

“The New Year promises to come in in 
a great gale, doesn’t it?” She spoke to 
them generally, without much concern in 
her voice. 

But Tony noticed the anxiety on Cap- 
tain Smith’s face—then watched him try 
to compose that anxiety carefully. 

He spoke in the same instant dinner was 
announced: “Madame Haverlock, a cap- 
tain’s place is on his ship in a storm like 
this. Will you excuse me? It’s better I 
start now, because the trip out in the 
launch will be slow as it is, and almost 
impossible if the storm increases through 
an hour.” 

Tony supposed he was the only person 
besides the captain who realized it would 
be necessary to up-anchor the yacht and 
go out to sea, away from the reef-strewn 
shores. But Captain Smith’s quick glance 
said, “Make no comment.” 

He spoke formal New Year’s good 
wishes to his hostess and to all of them. 
They heard him shouting some command 
at an opened door, heard the wind slam 
the door. His voice was lost in the great 
noise of the wind. | 

In the dining room the electric light was 
flickering. The servants were bringing in 
hurricane lamps to supplement the can-= 
delabra on the table. 

Madame Haverlock told them the power 


». | plant was likely to cease functioning in 


a storm as great as this. She said, “We'll 
probably have our entertainment after 
dinner in the Sargent room by candlelight, 
just as we used to hold entertainments 
there ever so long ago.” 

Conversation turned to other storms 
they had all seen, but Tony ceased to 
.| be attentive. Under the rush of wind past 
‘|the house, under all their voices, Paula’s 
words were repeating themselves in his 
mind. “I could have loved you very much 
—TI could have loved you forever .. .” 

There had been no promise implied in 
those words. They were meant for fare- 
well. He understood that; even the mood 





of recklessness that had impelled her when | 
she spoke. For a single instant she had | 
regretted that she was tied by what she | 
considered a vital pledge before they ever 
met. 

He—he would regret that was so, al- 
ways. Yet he could no longer pretend he | 
was justified in interfering between her 
and Vivian. Because he wanted to inter- 
fere so much, his own motives were sus- | 
pect. He was too desirous of underrating | 
the liking, the affection even, she and | 
Vivian had shared through years, to esti- | 
mate it fairly. Since Paula would never | 
break her word, he would only succeed | 
in making her unhappy if he urged her 
to wonder whether she was glad she had 
given it. : 

Tony thought, “It’s outrageous of me 
not to consider Vivian’ s rights in the mat- 
ter more seriously.” 

But Vivian showed no least sign of be- | 
ing in love with Paula. His habitual treat- | 
ment of her was as a man’s to a charming | 
young sister. : 

Conscious of an unhappiness more bit- 
ter than any he remembered, Tony wished | 
the evening would end, wished for the 
first time that the adventure would end, 
that he might return to a life in which 
he was usually too occupied to think of 
anything or anyone beyond the immediate | 
moment. If he was not to see Paula every 
day the rest of life, he wished that he need 
see her no more! 

Dinner moved on slowly through many | 
courses, an old-fashioned formal meal to | 
which everyone present, their hostess in- | 
cluded, grew less and less attentive as 
time passed. Because the wind outside 
crescendoed to dark discordant music that 
screamed at them of some terror and dis- 
aster waiting, coming closer to the thick | 
strong walls, the room where the candles | 
were swaying. 

There grew in them all the sense of 
waiting, waiting for something strange and 
momentous, coming near, coming soon. | 

The last course was served. The fading | 
electric lights went out with an effect of 
finality. Somewhere near they heard a 
great tree fall, booming down with a crash 
heavier than thunder. 

(To be continued) 








OH, LET MY LOVE 
By Eva Byron 


QOH, like the sunlight, let my love sur- 
round you— 

Refresh you like the soft sweet summer | 
rain. 

Nor ever be it said that my love bound | 
you, 

Or hurt your heart, or caused you any pain. 


broken 

From fragrant bough, its petals still un- | 
crushed, 

And like a trembling word that lies 
unspoken 

Upon the lips, so let my love be hushed. 


OH, let my love be like a rose, fresh | 
: 


OU, let my love be beautiful and glow- 
ing, 

And soft as silver moonlight on the sea. 

Oh, let my love be light as light winds 
blowing, 

For so my love will bind you fast to me. | 
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FOR DAYTIME, EVENING 
AND BEDTIME WEAR 


CHECK THIS LIST OF 
SLIPPER STYLES 


In kid $4. 50 


Hens are slippers for every kind of wear from dawn 


to dark and back to dawn again. For bedroom and bath, 
for round the house, for afternoons, and for evening for- 
mality, Daniel Green slippers can be counted on to fit 
the time, the place, and the foot. You can always get 
your size if it’s a Daniel Green slipper. So, look for the 


name on the sole. Daniet Green Co., Dolgeville, N. Y. 
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some idea of this cool scheme, in 
which each room is different and yet 
in key with the house as a whole. The 
wallpapers are not expensive and are 
generally distributed. Inquire about 
them. 

The furniture was especially de- 
signed for the house and for Goop 
HovusEKEEPING, to sell at a moderate 
price, and is made in a scale which 
fits charmingly into medium-sized 
rooms. Furthermore, the furniture in 
each room comes from one manufac- 
turer, so that your dealer can easily 
get it for you. In the living room, for 
instance, there is finely made and 
finished furniture in a pleasant com- 
bination of the late 18th-century ma- 
hogany and painted Regency pieces. 
Here is a room with a Modern mir- 
rored treatment of the mantel, and 
one end all windows in the Modern 
manner; yet it has traditional furni- 
ture. This gives a “fresh” atmosphere, 
for never until today did we have re- 
cessed lighted mirrors above fireplace 
openings. This reflects the plain wall 
opposite, where we have made a 
center of interest by hanging a dec- 
orative painting above a small table 
with a sofa—small but comfortable 
—on each side. 

If you are ever puzzled about fur- 
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niture arrangement, please consider 
this room plan. It will seat a number 
of people; by the window is a com- 
fortable desk, an easy chair for read- 
ing. There is still another chair on 
the opposite side for those who like 
the “straight” kind; a fireplace group 
with two easy chairs; and, opposite, 
the group of two sofas. 

As a place for books should be in 
every room, a fine small-scale book- 
case of pine (the light color keeps it 
from seeming heavy) is placed by 
the double doors to the hall and bal- 





Gray-and-white curtains; walls and floor of gray linoleum in the guest bathroom 


anced by a brown mahogany chest of 
drawers with a dull gilt hanging mir- 
ror shelf above it. The gilt repeats 
that of the carved wood Regency side 
brackets on éach side of the painting. 
If you have a room without a mantel, 
this wall treatment of painting, table, 
and sofas is comfortable and deco- 
rative. 

A self-toned Axminster-weave rug 
in tiger fern design, in rich beige 
with deeper tones almost as light as 
the walls, is Tailor-Made, curving 
slightly to (Continued on page 162) 


Be. 


CORRECTLY PROPORTIONED 

















REG. Appin. FOR 


UNDERGARMENTS 


NOW—a size for every figure, styled with tailored 
simplicity—at a price to please everyone. 

= Scientifically designed knit rayon undergar- 
ments that assure perfect fit, greater comfort. Lab- 
oratory tested and approved by Montgomery Wards 
Bureau of Standards, for run resistance, shrink- 
age, color fastness, durability and washability. 


now—Quality and Comfort—Thriftily yours! 
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Van Arden sold exclusive-' 
ly in most Ward stores 
from Coast to Coast. 






Flare or Cuff Pantie, Brief, Bloomer and 
Vest in tearose. Individually cellophane 
wrapped for dainty freshness. 
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New Baldwin-built 
Cheese 


MMAMVCO 


ONLY 35/2" HIGH, YET A COM- 
PLETE PIANO, FULL 88-NOTE SCALE. 


@ Only in size is this remarkable new 
Acrosonic a small piano. Only in the 
gracious way it fits into today’s more 
compact living-rooms does it differ 
from fine pianos of traditional size. 
For although the Acrosonic is just 
5814” wide, extends but 2514” from 
the wall — it responds with a tone of 
incredible fullness, richness and depth. 
Your Baldwin dealer will explain how 
this perfected tone balance is made 
possible by the Acrosonic Scale, newest 
achievement of Baldwin scientists. He 
will also explain how easily you can 
own this amazing piano, pay for it out 
of income. 


Hlustrated: The Modified Colonial. Also available in 
Modern, Duncan Phyfe—10 authentic period designs. 


BUILT BY 


Baldwin 


WRITE FOR FREE BOOKLET | 2 


"The Baldwin Piano Company | 
Dept. G-69, Cincinnati, Ohio — r eee 
Please send me, without cost or obligation, 
booklet fully describing and illustrating the amaz- 
ing new Acrosonic Pianos. 





Name 
Address 
City 








Sates. == 
Copr., 1939, The Baldwin Piano Co. 
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conform to the curve of the three windows 
at one end. The chintz is new and in- 
expensive and seems to please everyone 
who sees it, combining appealing colors 
with a formality of pattern suitable to 
the average living room. Modern glass 
figures, fantasies almost, ornament the 
mantel; the desk lamp is Empire, the 
standard lamp the most modern of I. E. S. 
Better Light—Better Sight Lamps with a 
bowl which diffuses the light. Small 
tables, flowers, a plant stand, magazines, 
and books make the room what it should 
be—a living room. 

The dining room has a bit of formality 
not only in its wall decoration, but in the 
really beautiful and unusual furniture— 
an oval table supported by a pedestal in 
a carved plume design. The fine side- 
board has the metal grille of Regency 
feeling in its doors, as has the china cab- 
inet. The chairs are sturdy Regency, cov- 
ered in clear yellow which brings a color 
of the wallpaper into the center of the 
room. Again the Axminster-weave rug 
in acanthus-leaf design—over a rug cush- 
ion, of course—is a Floor Plan size in a 
deep blue which is very smart with the 
almost plum-colored curtains. And again, 
the windows take up nearly one side of 
the room, and like those in the living room 
open on the terrace. 

We have three bedrooms—all different 
in type. The master bedroom has four- 
poster twin beds, again a group of bow 
windows, and an atmosphere of contem- 
porary decorating; in the second bedroom, 
the charming furniture is of 18th-century 
design in honey-colored mahogany: with 
a double bed, bureau, and dressing table. 
The two closets have a Modern color 
scheme of white, gray, and pink; and a 
group of windows occupying one wal! 
gives a Modern atmosphere. The third 
small bedroom, which has space for but 
a single bed, a high chest of drawers, an 
easy chair, and one small chest, reflects 
the Colonial; but again the fabrics, and 
the heavy-pile fringed rug, speak of to- 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


day’s clear colors and taste in decorating. 

To return to the master bedroom and 
its important furniture, notice that the 
four-posters are painted a dull black and 
gold and that the mahogany pieces have 
the French feeling of the early 19th cen- 
tury which belongs so properly with the 
suggestion of the Regency to be found 
throughout the house. We do not believe 
in strict adherence to periods but rather 
in combining those pieces of furniture 
which are right in scale with the attrac- 
tive new fabrics, rugs, and ornaments of 
our own 20th century. This room does 
just this. It was planned to be a com- 
fortable bedroom with pale blue walls, a 
beige Tru-Tone broadloom carpet from 
wall to wall, colorful blue and brown 
chintz, inconspicuous bed draperies and 
dressing-table covering, to form an at- 
tractive but a restful room in which to 
sleep—and yet, with its easy chairs and 
small tables, a pleasant room in which to 
sit and sew or read. The three windows 
were made to hold the dressing table 
of quilted chintz, and to be draped with 
a chintz. Venetian blinds would screen - 
the light if it is found troublesome from 
the beds, and the end window can be 
opened for air. 

All such details are most important to 
comfortable living—just as well-fitted 
closets and attractively planned bath- 
rooms are important. Here we show most 
of the closets and two of the three bath- 
rooms. On page 98 is the master bath with 
a gay wallpaper in pink, blue, and white, 
and a floor covered in blue marbleized 
linoleum. In one corner-stands a useful 
piece of furniture—a little mirrored chest 
and clothes hamper combined, with a wall 
shelf above it for powder and lotions. 
The guest bathroom has both walls and 
floor covered in gray linoleum with an 
inset white pattern in the floor. To har- 
monize with the pale pink and silver 
gray of the guestroom all the accessories 
here are gray, white, and pink; the 
shower curtains are gray and white. 
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LOOK FOR THIS SEAL...For 
your protection it is placed only 
on genuine air-conditioned ice re- 
frigerators which conform to stand- 
ards of construction and perform- 
ance established by the National 
Association of Ice Industries, 





“PM FOR ICE— because Melting Ice 
creates moist cold—preventing the 
rapid drying out of the rich nutritive 
juices of meats, fruits and vegetables 
—also guarding against shrinkage, 
wilting and loss of weight.” 

“PM FOR ICE—because Melting Ice 
automatically maintains a constant 
circulation of clean-washed, fresh 
ait throughout the entire refrigerator 
—protecting our foods against the 
exchanging of flavors.” 


PM FOR ICE— because with Ice Re- 
frigeration there’s nothing to get 
out of order... no noise... no de- 
frosting ... no gadget-checking.” 
“DM FOR ICE— because Ice is one of 
the finest products that enters our 
home. Manufactured from filtered 
water, it contains no chemicalsandis 
even purer thanthe water we drink.” 


“tM FOR ICE—because it is econom- 
jcal. Beautiful, modern air-condi- 
tioned ice refrigerators cost only a 
third to a half as much as other 
types—and a servicing of ice lasts 
me three to five days or longer.” 


WHAT MELTING ICE DOES, NOTHING ELSE CAN DO 


On the surface of me/ting ice there is 
always a thin film of water. Because 
of it, modern ‘ce refrigeration accom- 
plishes two results essential for com- 
plete food protection: first, prevention 
of rapid drying out; second, protection 
against flavor taints. 

In the amazing new-type air-condi- 
tioned ice refrigerator, scientifically 
designed open grids and baffles, placed 
between the ice and food compart- 
ments, fesult in maintaining a con- 
stant circulation of fresh air throughout 
the entire refrigerator. 

Thus full advantage is taken of a 
well known law of nature—the fact 
that warm air tises, cold air moves 
downward. The air from the food 


NATIONAL ASSOCIATION OF ICE INDUSTRIES »* 228N. La Salle St., Chicago » In Canada; 137 Wellington St., W., Toronto 








compartment, rising and coming in 
contact with the film of water on the 
ice, is given the moisture that is SO es- 
sential to keeping vegetables garden- 
fresh, meats juicy and full-flavored. 

At the same time, the all-important film 
of water washes out of the air food odors 
which are the common cause of the exchang- 
ing of food flavors. Thus only me/ting ice, in 
a modetn ait-conditioned ice teftigerator, 
provides controlled moisture and clean- 
washed, fresh air in addition to constant cold. 


* * * 


See this amazing new-type refrigerator. A 
wide range of styles and sizes is available 
on easy terms at $29.50 to $94.50 f.o.b. 
factory. Talk to your Ice Service Man—or 
; ; 

phone your local Ice Company foday, A 
free trial in yout-own kitchen costs nothing 
—proves everything. 


“I’M FOR ICE— because 
with our modernicere- 
frigerator I get plenty 
of sparkling, crystal- 
clear ice cubes in three 
to five minutes—all I 
want, when|I want them 
— pure, hard-frozen 
cubes that do not give 
beverages an off-taste.” 















“VM FOR ICE—because 
I like rea/ ice cream— 
the smooth-as-velvet 
kind—and we have it 
often now, weekdays 
as well as Sundays. 
Mother fixes it in just 
a few minutes and it’s 
ready for us to eat in 
less than an hour.” 


Be sure to visit the interesting Exhibits of the Ice Industries at the New York and San Francisco World’s Fairs 


Remember —Cotd ALONE @ 20f encugh / 
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SWEET AND COOL WITH 
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AN EARLY AMERICAN FAN 
will be given as a token with each purchase of talcum 


Tuts Summer, let the roses-and-spice freshness of Old 





Spice Talcum, so entrancingly scented, keep intact your cool charm, 
your immaculate daintiness. Fs Each picturesque container 
oe ye 


is accompanied by an intriguing token—that other foil for sum- 


= 


mertime glamour in Early American 


days—a gaily 


decerated fan. You'\l be enchanted with the Early American 
A 


coquetry so quaintly pictured thereon. You'll adore the 
fragrant, cooling loveliness of Old Spice Talcum. 4 delightful 


© introductory packet, including Guest Talc, Guest Soap, 





and Sachet, will be sent you upon receipt of twenty-five cents. 


*Trade Mark Applied forby SHULTON, Inc., Dept. G, Rockefeller Center, 630 Fifth Avenue, N.Y.C. 
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Home Canning 


(Continued from page 141) 

How Can I Be Sure of Accurate Temper- 
atures Inside My Steam Pressure Cooker? 

The gauge on your pressure cooker will 
show the pressure in pounds per square 
inch, but will not accurately indicate tem- 
peratures unless all the air inside the 
cooker has been allowed to escape. The 
cooker then will be filled with steam. To 
be sure no air remains, leave the petcock 
open until a steady stream of steam pours 
out at least 4 minutes—but preferably 7 
minutes—while the cooker is heating. 
Then close the petcock and allow the pres- 
sure to rise until the gauge registers the 
desired temperature—240° F. (10 lbs.) or 
250° F. (15 lbs.), as the case may be. 


Does The Safety Valve Or 
Gauge Need Special Care? 
Most safety valves are removable so they 
can be cleaned. Follow the manufacturer’s 
directions for the cleaning and care of the 
one on your cooker. This is a “must” for 
safety’s sake, for a safety valve that fails 
to operate may cause an accident. Keep 
the opening of your pressure gauge clean 
by using a wire; do not immerse the gauge 
in water. If ever you notice the gauge act- 
ing strangely or failing to respond as 
quickly as it should, don’t attempt to 
use the cooker. Send the pressure-cooker 
lid to the manufacturer for repair of the 
gauge. Never attempt to remove the lid 
from the pressure cooker until the gauge 
registers zero and the petcock has been 
opened, allowing all the steam to escape. 


Pressure 


How Can I Prevent Loss Of Liquid From 
Jars Processed In A Pressure Cooker? 

There is often a loss of liquid from some 
filled glass jars in processing in the steam 
pressure cooker. There are two things you 
can do to minimize this loss. First, keep 
the pressure uniform during processing 
by careful regulation of the heat; second, 
do not open the petcock after processing 
until the cooker has cooled and the gauge 
registers zero. Fluctuations of pressure or 


sudden escape of steam will pull the liquid 


out of the jars. Never open the processed 
jars to refill with liquid; the loss does not 
affect the keeping qualities of the foods. 


Can I Use Rubber Rings A Second Time? 

No, indeed! Rubber rings should never 
be used more than once. Buy a fresh sup- 
ply of approved ones each year. 


Is It True That Home-Canned Vegetables 
Should Be Heated Before Serving? 

It is a wise precaution to boil all home- 
canned non-acid vegetables such as peas, 
beans, corn, etc., for 15 min. before serv- 
ing. However, as you open the jar or can, 
examine the food for spoilage. If there is 
any strange odor, outburst of air, or spurt- 
ing of liquid when the container is opened, 
the food should be discarded. Never taste 
to discover spoilage. 


Pleasure Trip 
(Continued from page 25) 
his age? She glanced at him sharply. But 
his face was bland and innocent. “Em,” 
she thought, “you’re the old fool! You 
ought to be ashamed.” 

“T want to see Westminster Abbey, and 
the leaning Tower of Pisa, and the ruins 
in Athens,” Uncle Joe went on. 

Aunt Em nodded. Of course. Selling 
hardware and contractors’ supplies, it was 
natural for him to be interested in all the 
buildings. 

“Then there’s the Catacombs,” he said, 
“and the Blarney Stone—though I don’t 
care two cents about kissing it!” 

A twinkle came into Aunt Em’s blue 


cyes. “You've got along pretty well with- 
out its help,” she observed, and Uncle 
Joe smiled his acknowledgment. 

“We mustn’t forget Alaska. There’s a 
lot to see in Alaska—Eskimos and ice- 
bergs and things. And India. I’ve always 
wanted to see the tea gardens at Ceylon. 
And those fakirs that sit and look at the 
sun all day. We must put India on our 
itinerary.” 

Uncle Joe talked on and on. But all the 
places he spoke of were only names, 
strange, impersonal, printed names, to 
Aunt Em. They evoked no warm interest 
in her, no eager anticipation such as she 
felt when she saw “Sweet Pea” and 
“Nasturtium” on little, brightly illustrated 
packets. 

She glanced at Uncle Joe, wondering 
how he could run on, so boyishly enthu- 
siastic, about them. He must have been 
collecting ideas and information for a 
long time. And she had never guessed. 
Was it possible that he was really seri- 
ous about this? Was it? But to spend 
weeks and months wandering about these 
outlandish places was the last thing in the 
world that she would voluntarily choose 
to do. A feeling something like fear be- 
gan to stir within her. 

When the clock on the mantel chimed 
ten, Uncle Joe knocked the ashes out of 
his pipe and stretched. Aunt Em rolled 
up her crochet work and turned off the 
lamp beside her chair. 

Uncle Joe gave a short, satisfied 
chuckle. “I’ll certainly mark this date with 
a red star,” he said, slipping his suspend- 
ers from his shoulders and starting to- 
ward the bedroom. “It’s one of the big 
days in my life.” 


Bu long after Uncle Joe was snoring, 
Aunt Em lay wide-eyed in the dark- 
ness. She had a peculiar ache someplace, 
and she felt lonely. Uncle Joe had sud- 
denly become very remote from her, re- 
mote and strange. She turned over and 
looked at the blurred outline of his form 
under the covers. Had she lived with him 
for forty years without knowing what was 
going on in his mind? 

At breakfast the next morning, Uncle 
Joe did not mention the trip. Aunt Em 
decided it had all blown over, and her 
spirits rose. 

“Folks get ideas,” she mused, as she 
watered the plants in the south window 
of her living room and carefully picked 
off the dead leaves. She remembered times 
when she had done almost what Uncle 
Joe had, times when she had decided 
on some pattern for crocheted lace for 
a towel or embroidery for a sofa pillow, 
only to see the next day that it wasn’t 
practical. It was good for a body to sleep 
on ideas. Now that Uncle Joe had, he was 
probably all over his notion. 

She took her time about straightening 
and dusting the living room. Each piece 
of furniture, each fat pillow, was an old 
friend, and her morning cleaning was 
more like visiting than working. Affec- 
tionately she wiped the pictures and the 
books, a tender firmness in each stroke. 
It reminded her of washing the boys’ 
faces and ears when they were small. 
She smiled, a little wistfully. 

When she had finished, she stood in 
the dining-room archway and scanned 
the living room with loving eyes. It was 
hers—the flower of her forty years of 
living in this house. Everything in it had 
a story that was a part of her story. The 
rocking chair where she had rocked each 
of her four babies, the fireplace with the 
notches that showed the boys’ growth, 
the children’s books, the library table 
where the boys had studied, the scarred 
upright piano on which they had drummed 
and she played her favorite hymns, the 
davenport—oversize for Uncle Joe’s long | 
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frame—with its homemade cretonne 
slip cover and big, soft cushions, the 
framed photographs of her boys as chil- 
dren and as men, the huge outmoded 
phonograph filled with obsolete records 
from a bygone day. Each object had come 
into that room to serve a special purpose. 
What did it matter if one or another had 
outgrown its usefulness? Aunt Em loved 
them anyway. And this morning they 
seemed especially dear. 

She had had a good life. As good as a 
body was likely to have. Jim, John, Ralph, 
Jerry—they were boys to be proud of. 
And Uncle Joe—not many men had as 
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her up and swinging her around. 
holding her off, he eyed her critically and 


many friends as he 


She could think of nothing pleasanter 
than to spend the rest of her years in 
the big old house—the upstairs shut off 
now that the boys were gone—looking 
after Uncle Joe and tending the flowers 
in her yard. 


GHE was making a deep-dish apple pie 
when Jim bounded in. He always came 
the same way, the three back steps at one 


jump, the back door flung open and 


slammed shut—bang! Aunt Em couldn’t 
remember him entering the house other- 


wise, and she guessed he’d never change. 


“Hello, Mom! Hello!” he cried, grabbing 
Then 


exclaimed, “Why aren’t you packing your 
trunk? I hear you’re going a-voyaging!” 

Aunt Em’s heart caught, then tobog- 
ganed down. Without answering she 
turned back to her pie. 

“Dad told me this morning,” Jim went 
on, “and I couldn’t wait to come over and 
tell you what a peach of an idea I think 
it is.’ 

“He said for a year,” Aunt Em said. 

Jim went to the cookie jar. Taking a 
handful of hermits, he sat down on the 
kitchen stool. “London, Paris, Berlin, 
Rome, Vienna, Calcutta, Cairo, Singapore, 
Honolulu. Boy, oh, boy! Just imagine! 
Will you send me post cards from every 
place? Colored post cards?” 

Aunt Em tried to smile. It was hard to 
do. Her face felt stiff and unnatural. 
Though she wouldn’t tell him, she wished 
that Jim would go. She didn’t know what 
was wrong, but suddenly she felt sick. 

In a town the size of Ackley it didn’t 
take long for news to travel. Long before 
the Weekly Clarion came out with a 
front-page chat about Prominent Crr1- 
ZENS EXTENSIVE Tour, everyone 
knew that Aunt Em and Uncle Joe were 
taking a year off to go around the world. 

“A body don’t dare think anything in 
this town,” Aunt Em remarked one eve- 
ning, “but what everyone knows it.” 
Uncle Joe, puffing on his pipe, smiled 
at her. “Have you been getting phone 
calls?” he asked. : 

Aunt Em sighed and let her hands, 
with their crochet work, drop into her 
lap. “I haven’t done a thing all day but 
answer the phone. Josie Patton called to 
find out when I wanted her to start work- 
ing on my clothes. Grandma Rankin 
phoned to tell me a good remedy for sea- 
sickness—something, I guess, that’s been 
handed down in her family since the first 
Rankin got seasick on the Mayflower. 
Mrs. Dean asked me to visit all the for- 
eign missions and write home about them. 
She thinks my letters’ll liven up the 
Ladies’ Aid meetings.” Aunt Em sniffed. 
“When I give ten dollars a year for the 
salvation of the heathens’ souls, I think 
I’ve done enough without snooping into 
the intimate details of their redemption!” 

Uncle Joe took his pipe from his mouth 
and laughed till he choked. “You old sin- 
ner!” he cried. “Calculating religion by 
the dollar’s worth!” 

Aunt Em smiled reluctantly. “Cora 
Evans wants me to steal menus from all 


the restaurants where we eat and send 
them to her,” she continued. “She plans 
to have a display in her tearoom.” 

Uncle Joe laughed again and slapped 
his leg. “I don’t know when I’ve had so 
much fun,” he exclaimed. “It’s worth mak- 
ing the trip just to hear everyone talk.” 

A few days later booklets and the pam- 
phlets began pouring in. They showed 
pictures of brown-trunked, green-fronded 
palm trees leaning against unbelievably 
azure skies; smiling girls dressed in bril- 
liant red, blue, and yellow native cos- 
tumes or in swishing grass skirts and 
swinging leis; spick-and-span ships glid- 
ing through green waters and yellow 
sunlight. Ecstatically, they coaxed to 
Mexico, the West Indies, Panama, the 
Hawaiian Islands, Southern France, the 
Alps, the Mediterranean, New Zealand, 
Sicily. 

Aunt Em tried hard to be enthusiastic. 
She thought that perhaps if she simulated 
excitement, the real thing would come. 
So she scrutinized all the pictures and 
listened attentively while Uncle Joe read 
the blandishments, and she pretended 
deep interest whenever he brought home 
some aid to his planning—a globe, an at- 
las, a notebook for jottings. 

But, in spite of all her efforts, no feeling 
of eagnerness grew. Instead, her heart 
became heavier and heavier. 

Her morning cleaning became routine 
work. She would stand staring out of the 
living-room windows at her front yard, 
at the last of the winter’s snow which lay, 
like a dirty, torn sheet, over the grass, 
seeing the yard as it would look later on: 
The dozens and dozens of crocuses, daffo- 
dils, narcissus, and tulips, buds bursting 
open, the flowers of each forecasting the 
coming of the others; the lilacs nodding 
gracefully; then the bleeding hearts, 
the columbines, the daisies, the roses. 
She could smell the fresh, dewy odor of 
the earth as it rose to her nostrils in the 
early morning. Her eyes would blur with 
tears. 

“T wish I didn’t have to leave you,” she 
would whisper. 


igs: JOE became more and more 
eager to start. Twice he set the date 
ahead, first to May 5th, then to April 24th. 
Then he suggested April 8th. 

‘Tet’s not put it off any longer, Em,” he 
said. “Let’s go next week. I'll tell George 
Wilkins in the morning.” 

“What’s he got to do with it?” Aunt Em 
looked up from her crocheting. 

“I didn’t tell you before, Em, but the 
Commercial Club is planning a farewell 
dinner for us. As president, George is 
working out the details. He can’t set the 
date until he knows when we're leaving.” 

Aunt Em took a deep breath. “What day 
is the 8th?” she asked. : 

“Thursday. George can plan the din- 
ner for Tuesday, a week from today.” 

Aunt Em crocheted fast, silently, for 
several moments. “If that’s what you 
want, Joe,” she said. “If that’s what you 
want.” 

The banquet table, set by the Method- 
odist ladies with dishes from the Meth- 
odists’, Baptists’ and Presbyterians’ cup- 
boards, decorated with bowls of flowers 
arranged by members of the Garden Club, 
and waited on by girls from the high- 
school domestic-science class, stretched 
double the full length of the Elks’ Hall. 
Aunt Em, resplendent in one of the new 
dresses Josie Patton had made, sat be- 
tween George Wilkins and Mayor Ames. 
On the other side of George was Uncle 
Joe, with Jim’s wife and Jim next. Be- 
fore them, around the long U-shaped ta- 
ble, all their friends and neighbors were 
gathered. 

“You look like a bride tonight,” George 
Wilkins told Aunt Em, and she was glad 
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she had put on rouge. Sometimes a body 
needs fixing up. “That blue dress is so 
attractive with your white hair.” 
Mayor Ames leaned over. “We'll be 
proud to have the world know she’s from 
Ackley, won’t we, George?” he said, smil- 


ing. 

aan Em heard Uncle Joe laughing and 
talking. Occasionally he shouted to cronies 
down the table. She didn’t know when 
he had been so happy. She had tried to 
appear happy, too. All evening she had 
smiled, chatted, listened appreciatively 
to the program, and applauded. But she 
had only tasted her food. Somehow she 
couldn’t swallow. “There are times when 
a body just don’t feel hungry,” she 
thought. 


GHE was glad it was almost over. In a 
few minutes George Wilkins would 
make a speech, wishing them a pleasant 
journey, and that, no doubt, would end it. 
In another day she would be leaving Ack- 
ley, going away from everything she 
loved best. On Friday the Clarion would 
probably have a piece in it headed 
Leaping Citizens TravEL. Maybe adding, 
For Pieasure. It didn’t seem that it could 
be happening to her. But she knew it was. 
And Uncle Joe was so excited, so pleased 
because starting time was near. He must 
never know how she felt about it. 

She took a tiny bite of ice cream and 
sipped her coffee, turning her eyes to the 
beautiful centerpiece of flowers on the 
table before her. They were from Reed’s 
Floral Shop, but they were no lovelier 
than the ones she grew. She hadn’t hired 
anyone to take care of her flowers yet. 
Each day she had postponed it, but to- 
morrow—tomorrow she must do it. 

George Wilkins was on his feet, tapping 
his water glass with a spoon. 

“Friends,” he began, “we have all gath- 
ered here to wish Aunt Em and Uncle 
Joe Gibson bon voyage. We know it; they 
know it; there’s no reason for me to dwell 
upon it. We are so glad they can take 
this wonderful pleasure trip.” There was 
emphatic applause. “All of us have wanted 
to do something for them, give them some 
token to remember the home folks by.” 
Again applause interrupted him. “Mayor 
Ames has something interesting to say in 
this connection. Mayor Ames.” 

The mayor rose. But instead of saying 
anything he stood looking down at his 
empty coffee cup, frowning slightly. Mo- 
ments passed, then someone called, “For- 
gotten your speech, Frank?” 

The mayor looked up and grinned. “I 
learned my speech, all right; but I don’t 
feel like a mayor tonight, and I want to 
say something different.” He paused for 
an instant, then spoke abruptly. “You 
know, Aunt Em almost raised me. For 
that matter, she almost raised the ma- 
jority of the Ackley boys of my genera- 
tion. You, Ben Larson, and Jeff Lowden, 
and Hank Reser. You, George Wilkins. 
There were lots of others, too. As we 
grew up, I guess all of us spent more time 
in Aunt Em’s house than we did at home. 
I’ve been sitting here thinking about the 
time she let Jim Gibson and me make 
mulligan stew for the members of the 
Ackley High School football squad. I 
hate to imagine what her kitchen was 
like afterward! 

“Well, to a lot of us Aunt Em and Uncle 
Joe are like our own folks. That’s why, 
at this time, we want to do something 
to show how we feel toward them. Some 
of you have had private parties, showers 
and the like, and all of us have taken ad- 
vantage of the occasion to offer them our 
very best advice.” 

Everyone laughed, looked about, and 
nodded knowingly. 

“But we want to do more than that. We 
want to do something that all of us can 
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have a hand in. The city council and I had 
an idea in mind. Then we heard that the 
Commercial Club had something under 
consideration. After a consultation, we 
decided to carry out both our plans, ours 
being a gift to Aunt Em, theirs being a 
gift to Uncle Joe. 

“As you all know, no one in town has 
been more interested in city beautifica- 
tion than Aunt Em Gibson. Due largely 
to her efforts Ackley has one of the love- 
liest city parks in the state. We know 
how she loves her own garden and flow- 
ers. So we decided on two things. First: 
At the meeting of the city council last 
night we passed a resolution to regard 
Aunt Em’s yard as a part of the city park, 
to be looked after and taken care of dur- 
ing her absence by our own park gar- 
dener, Tom Deli.” 

There was uproarious applause. Aunt 
Em caught her breath. So she could have 
Tom Dell after all. Now, wasn’t it just 
like her friends to think of that? 

The mayor raised his voice again. “Sec- 
ond: At the meeting last night we set 
aside a section of the city park near the 
fountain to be known as Aunt Em’s Gar- 
den. We are establishing a fund of five 
hundred dollars to be used for plants, 
shrubs, or flowers which she is at liberty 
to select and ship to us from any or every 
country she visits, and which will be 
planted in Aunt Em’s Garden in the city 
park. The choice is to be left entirely to 
her, as climate and other things will have 
to be taken into consideration.” 

The rest of his speech was smothered 
in a wild outburst of clapping, whistling, 
stamping, yelling. 


TEARS sprang to Aunt Em’s eyes. 
Flowers from other countries! Good- 
ness sakes, why had she never thought of 
them? To think that while Tom Dell took 
care of her yard, she could hunt the world 
over for flowers! 

Someone called, “Speech, Aunt Em!” 
and the crowd took it up. “Speech!” came 
from all sides. “Aunt Em! Speech!” 

_But Aunt Em couldn’t have talked if her 
life had depended on it. She put her hand 
around her throat and shook her head, 
pantomiming it; but she smiled and waved 
her other hand happily. 

George Wilkins rapped on his water 
glass again. 

“And now,” he said, “as president of 
the Commercial Club, I will present our 
going-away present to our friend and 
past president, Uncle Joe Gibson. All of 
us have helped him plan this trip. Each 
and every one of us has suggested at 
least one interesting place for him and 
Aunt Em to visit. But how do we know 
he'll take our advice? Well, we figured 
out a way of checking up on him.” 

He reached under the table and brought 
out a big oblong box. From it he took 
a brown leather suitcase which he opened 
and held up to view. “In this suitcase,” 
he said, “is the finest speed camera we 
could find, and two hundred films. We 
want Uncle Joe to take this with him and 
bring back to us good pictures of all the 
places we asked him to visit!” 

A shout went up, and no one laughed 
harder than Uncle Joe. 

Then George Wilkins began to sing, 
“Should auld acquaintance be forgot,” 
and everyone stood up and joined in. 

“Em,” said Uncle Joe after they got 
home, “there have been times when I 
felt you weren’t as happy as you might be 
over this trip of ours. You want to go, 
Em—don’t you?” He looked at her anx- 
iously. 

“Goodness sakes!” exclaimed Aunt Em. 
“What foolishness! Of course I want to 
go! If I wasn’t a good church member, 
I'd bet a nickel that I want to go worse 
than you do.” 
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There is no beauty treatment for the mind and 
body quite so satisfactory as making a garden. 

Is your creative urge thwarted by a succession of 
monotonous tasks? Let it thrive on making things 
grow, feast on garden form and color. 

Is your temper tied up in knots? Take it out on 
slugs, aphis, and cutworms. 

And while you are making plants grow and bloom, 


your skin is taking on healthy color. 





But if you are a freckler, beware of too much'sun. 


Protect your face with a heavy powderbase and wear 
a shade hat. Shield your arms with long sleeves. 

Using a hand sprayer is excellent for making 
flabby arms thinner and firmer. 

Raking is fine exercise for the whole figure, espe- 
cially arms and shoulders, and the crouching and 
rising you do when you plant and weed is as good 
an exercise as for hips and thighs 


you can get 





HE clue in the case is an old 
shoe. 
“Ah,” says the detective, “a 
woman whose feet hurt!” 
A safe guess, too, Mr. Sher- 
lock Holmes, for seven out of 
ten pairs of feet hurt some of the 
time, and four of them suffer most 
of the time. 

But let us see what else we can find 
out about the wearer of this shoe. The 
forepart of the sole is much worn; 
the back part is hardly worn at all. 
This tells us that she buys shoes 
which are too short. The uppers bulge 
over the sole at the sides. So we know 
that she insists on shoes which are 
too narrow. 

As a result she probably has cal- 
louses on her soles and corns on her 
toes. If she has punished her feet long 
enough, her toes may be twisted or 
piled on top of each other, or she may 
have a bunion. Her walk is a cautious 
hobble, her face has a strained ex- 
pression, and she has a touchy temper. 

Do you, dear reader, have a fellow- 
feeling for our Madame X? Do you, 
too, kick off your shoes with a sigh 
of relief the minute you enter the 
house? Do you ever try to hide your 
toes in the sand at the beach? Do you 
ever slip off your pumps in the dark- 
ness of the movie? 

You don’t know what you are miss- 





ing. Treat these patient supports of 
yours a little better, fit them per- 
fectly, give them at least as much 
coddling as you give your hands, 
prettify them a bit, and how your life 
will change! Your disposition will be 
better, your face handsomer, your 
walk more graceful. You can stand 
and walk and forget you have feet. 
You will have more fun, more free- 
dom, more friends. 

Begin with your shoes. Throw away 
every pair that pinches and presses. 
Get new ones long enough and wide 
enough to let you wiggle your toes 
in them freely, yet snug enough to 
give you support. See that they are 
comfortable but close-fitting in arch 
and heel. Buy different models for 
different purposes. The woman who 
trots from morning to night in high- 





Do you know how to give your- 
self a pedicure? How to make 
ankles slimmer? The new Pow- 
der Puff will tell you. It’s 
a program for pretty feet and 
legs. To receive it just send a 
three-cent stamp to Ruth Murrin, 
Good Housekeeping, 57th Street 
at 8th Avenue, New York City 





heeled dress shoes nearly always has 
painful feet. Don’t ever fall into the 
habit of wearing old dress shoes 
around the house. Instead get a low- 
heeled, broad-toed, practical model 
for housework and walking. Save 
your three-inch heels for dress. And 
be sure to keep all your footwear in 
good repair, for wearing broken, 
down-at-the-heel shoes is one of the 
easiest ways to ruin your feet. 

It is difficult nowadays to find a 
grown woman who hasn’t a corn or 
two. Temporary relief is made easy 
by using one of the excellent correc- 
tives on the market. But once the pain 
has stopped and the hard kernel is 
removed, don’t be tempted to go back 
to the short or narrow shoes which 
caused the trouble. Remember, too, 
that constant wearing of footgear with 
slightly run-over heels is responsible 
for many painful toes. Make certain 
that your heels are straight. 

Callouses on the soles are a sign 
that your weight is not properly dis- 
tributed on your feet. Maybe your 
posture is at fault, or your shoes. Or 
you may have a weakness in the foot 
structure which should be attended 
to. It is a good idea, if callouses be- 


come troublesome, to consult a doc- — 


tor who will find out just what the. 
trouble is and advise you how to 
overcome (Continued on page 204) 
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BUMP IT OFF 
There are six of us who are thin-fat 
girls. That is, we are not overweight, 
but we are hippy. What can we do to 
distribute our weight? 


Try this exercise: Start on your 
knees, and sit to your left. Straighten 
out legs, on your knees again, and 
repeat five times. Then do the same 
exercise sitting to the right each time. 
“Walking” on one’s haunches is also 
a good way to bump fat off the hips. 


CLEANING A HAIRBRUSH 
What is the best method of cleaning 
my hairbrush after each daily brush- 
ing? Is it necessary to wash it? 


Remove the hair from your brush, ' 


and wipe it on a towel each day after 
using. Once a week dip the brush up 
and down several times in about a 
pint of water to which you have 
added a tablespoonful of ammonia. 
Many girls who use the lathering 
type of soapless shampoo find this 
excellent for cleaning their hair- 
brushes quickly and easily. 





es Ph ta Sera ay Pe 
eerie See whee ‘ 
pee ed : 
ar: a eae Se Sey nee é 


* aly 


DRAWINGS BY SIDNEY HUBBARD 


KEEPING HER CURLS - 

Shall we cut my daughter’s hair? It 
comes to her shoulders, and sometimes 
it is very curly, and sometimes straight 
except at the ends. It is such an ad- 
vantage to a girl to have naturally curly 
hair that I would like to do everything 
I can to encourage it. My husband’s 
hair was cut when he was three, and it 
is now a mass of curls. I was six when 
mine was cut, and it is straight as a 
string. There is constant discussion in 
our house as to whether cutting makes 
hair stay curly longer or whether it 
makes it straight. 


The fundamental character of hair 
is determined before it grows out, so 
cutting cannot affect it. A curly hair 
is oval or flattened; a straight hair is 
round. Naturally you cannot change 
this structure with a pair of shears. 
But you can do something to make 
the most of a slight tendency to curl. 
Sometimes the weight of long, thick 
hair straightens out the wave, and 
good cutting corrects this, while trim- 
ming straight across makes the hair 
more stubborn. So if you have your 
daughter’s hair cut, be sure that it is 
done by some one who knows how 
to thin and taper it to free the wave. 





CHUBBY HANDS 


My hands are very small, but blunt- 
fingered and broad. The knuckles are 
prominent. My hands are smooth, but 
cuticles are rough. What type, if any, 
jewelry should I wear, how should I 
shape my nails, and what color of pol- 
ish would be most flattering? 


Hands like yours have an appeal- 
ing, childlike quality quite as charm- 
ing as the grace of slim, long-fingered 
hands. But never let your nails look 
rough and grubby. Push back the 
cuticle daily, and manicure the nails 
perfectly at least once a week. Shape 
them to neat ovals, being careful 


Tae 








not to file them down too far at the 
sides. When you apply polish, cover 
the entire nail, but leave a thin, al- 
most imperceptible strip at each 
side of the nail uncovered. This will 
make the nail seem longer. The soft 
rosy shades, neither too light nor 
too dark, would be most becoming 
Rings, not too delicate in design, with 
a long stone and simple, solid brace- 
lets—not too wide or chunky—would 
be flattering to your hands. 


A CORRECTION 


In one of your recent articles you 
said that to figure the number of cal- 
ories a woman who has a minimum 
amount of exercise would need to keep 
her weight at a standstill one would 
multiply her height in inches by 17. 
For a woman five feet five inches tall, 
this would be 1105 calories. According 
to dieticians, that would be a severe 
reducing diet.. 


You are right. We should have said 
multiply your weight by 17. Thus, 
a woman five feet five inches weighs 
about 128 pounds. Multiply this by 
17 and you get 2176, the number of 
calories which will maintain but not 
increase or decrease her weight. 
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Celebrated our last day at Cannes recently by lounging 
about on the sands, while the old boy I nurs 
Foreign Office sunned off his gout. “Sir,” I 











cried, “if you will look behind you you will perceive the 
finest example it has ever been my good luck to 
of that heavenly creation, the English Comple 


wife gets it at Yardley,” purred the General ay 





At Geneva, shortly afterward, I spotted this same Divine Crea- Back in London, I was ambling about old Lord R.’s reception 


ture on the Promenade, glowing with that luminous freshness that when... there she was againt But with whom? “What ho, Reggie!” 
always suggests that some of my countrywomen have arisen, like says my impossible General. “Come, be presented to the daughter 
Venus, from the foam. (For strict accuracy, it’s usually a foam of an old friend in the American Diplomatic Corps!” An American! 


of their favorite English Lavender Soap!) . . . An F. O. Junior’s I am nonplussed. I sniff. “But in Yardley’s English Lavender?” 
life is not a happy one! We left by the next plane for London! “We have Yardley things in America too!” she answers airily. 








YARDLEY’S ENG- YARDLEY’s ENG- Yarptery’s Enc- 3 YARDLEY’S ENGLISH LAV- 
LISsH LAVENDER LisH COMPLEXION LisH COMPLEXION ENDER, since 1770 the 
Soap—the luxury CreaM ...a light PowpDeER is a : world’s most lov able fra- 
soap of the world, effective cream pleasant new ex- Se a grance . . 10 to $35 
ideal for skin care. which can be used perience for pee Write for our bool 
for all normal skin women whose ; f — Secrets from Bond Street. 
care. Triple quan- skins are dry. In _. 4 Quite free. Address: 


: 
7 lovely shades. i) 1 Yardley & Co., Ltd. 620 
Each box, $1.10 He : Fifth Ave.. New York City. 
(ae 
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tity, $2.50. Single 


Large tablet, 35c. 
jar She ke 


Box of three, $1 





BY APPOINTMENT TO HER MAJESTY QUEEN MARY 


Meedicgs Ponlish Lavender 


Visitors to the New York Wo , Fair are cordially welcomed at 
the Yardley Shop, Rockefeller Cen ter, 620 Fifth Ave., New York 
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Until Kotex made 3 sizes I had to cut and 
adjust my napkins to suit my varying 
daily needs. Now with Regular, Junior 
and Super Kotex it’s a simple matter 
for every woman to meet her individual 
needs from one day to another. 






My days of experimenting are over— Kotex 
Sanitary Napkins are made with layer 
after layer of soft, filmy tissue that one 
after another absorb and distribute 
moisture ¢hroughout the pad; check 
that striking through in one spot. I 
don’t worry about shifting, pulling or 
chafing with Kotex! 
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Then # found out about Kotex Sanitary 
Napkins and the patented pressed ends 
that fit flatly—now I’m free to go about 
my normal life without discomfort or 


embarrassment. No more blunt, bulky 
ends for me! 









KOTEX* SANITARY NAPKINS 


(* Trade Mark Reg. U.S. Pat. Office) 
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MAKE ‘EM SUMMER HOLIDAY 
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BY ANNE ORR 
IV: this sweater in several yarns and 























colors—Bernat’s Snowflake, Fleisher’s 

Caledonian, Brook’s Ripple Knit. You 
will want it in more than one edition. Wear 
it with tailored or sports clothes. The 
stitch is easy! Directions 10¢. Order from 
Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service Dept., 
57th Street at 8th Avenue, ay York City 


B-3102 


easily and quickly done. Make these 
lovely doilies for your own home, or as 
a gift for the June bride. Tatting is also 
smart this year as trimming on afternoon 
and dinner dresses. Directions for tatting 
the six articles shown are in B-3102, 28¢ 





[ess has come back into its own. It’s 





@ In Summer, you need lighter, cooler, 
more flexible figure control. 

Even if your figure is the mature, 
amply proportioned type, you can still 
have all the advantages of Charis style, 
comfort and support in a garment 
made of TROPICAL, the new “‘venti- 
lated fabric” used exclusively by Charis 
designers. 

In this new TROPICAL Charis, the 
lacers are concealed, assuring smooth 
lines for your light Summer frocks. 

For slender figures, the Summer 
change should be to Swavis—either a 
feather-light all-in-one or girdle. Even 
in these dainty garments, the impor- 
tance of smart control has not been 
overlooked. 

Telephone the nearby Charis Estab- 
lishment for a convenient, home show- 
ing, or, if you prefer, mail the coupon. 


TO ORDER: Anne Orr would be inter- 
ested in knowing the kind of stitchery 
our readers would like to see on the 
needlework page. Write her. Send stamps 
for the tatting directions to Anne Orr, 
Needlework Editor, Goop HOUSEKEEPING, 
57th St. at 8th Avenue, New York City 


TO QUILT CONTESTANTS 


Those of you who have entered the Good 
Housekeeping Patchwork Quilt contest be 
sure to watch for the announcement of 
the winners. The names will appear on this 
page in the July issue of Goop HOUSE- 
KEEPING, out on the newsstands June 21 


JUDGES 
Mrs. Vincent Astor 


Chairman, Committee 
on Women’s Participation in World’s Fair 


Mrs. Theodore Roosevelt, Jr. 
Mrs. Robert S. Montgomery Anne Orr 
Miss Frances Morris Mrs. Daniel Woolley 


Mrs. C. Reinold Noyes Copyright 1939 by 


CHARIS CORP., ALLENTOWN, PA. 
Charis, Ltd., Toronto, Canada 


SWAVAS 


Reg. U. S. Pat. Off 


SEND THIS COUPON TODAY! 
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MAKING BOTH ENDS MEET? You'll find it 
lots easier after reading “Managing the 
Family Income”, price 10¢, a booklet 
which tells how to make a budget work 
by putting it on a commonsense, prac- 
tical basis. Help for your food budget 
will be found in “Thrifty Meals for Cut- 
ting Meal Costs Safely”, price 10¢, and 
“Delicious Meals for All Pocketbooks”, 
price 15¢. Both of these bulletins were 
prepared by Good 

\ Housekeeping Institute, 

fi 63 and contain many meal 
zs /3 - planning ideas and rec- 
q_bs; ipes, and other pointers 
<td eS for meals that cost less, 
Vie but keep the family fit. 


DEFEATING THE MOTH? Now’s the time 
to plan your spring campaign against 
the pesky moth. Effective ways and 
means will be found in the Institute’s 
bulletin, “Defeating the Moth”, price 10¢. 
For other methods of properly caring 
for clothes, send for “Doing the Washing 
at Home”, price 15¢, 

and “Removing Spots 

and Stains”, price 15¢. = 

All three bulletins aN 
give methods checked (A Xr 


by Good Housekeep- a : ip 
ing Institute, so you i 
can depend upon them. Je 


STOCKING A HOPE CHEST? Hundreds 
of brides have thanked 
us for our “Bride’s 
Housekeeping Hope 
Chest”, price 10¢, 
which gives lists for 
the initial purchases 
of linen, silver, china 
and glassware, and 
kitchen, laundry and 
cleaning equipment and supplies for the 
new home. “The Bride’s Hope Chest In- 
ventory”, price 10¢, is a purse-size “check 
list” to take with you when making these 
purchases. And then there’s “Cooking 
for Two”, price 15¢, which covers cook- 
ing, meal planning and marketing. 





WHAT TO BUY? You don’t have to won- 
der if it’s a “good buy” if it’s listed in 
one of our three buying guides: “House- 
hold Products Tested and Approved”; 
“Cosmetics Tested and Approved”; 
“Foods Tested and 
Approved”. Products 
listed in these guides 
were all tested by 
Good Housekeeping 
Institute or the Bu- 
reau, and found to 
meet high standards 
of quality. These buy- 
ing guides are free. 





BUILDING A HOUSE? 
If so, look before 
you leap. The time 
to change your mind 
is before the bids 
are let. Consider all 
your family’s needs 
and make sure that 
nothing is over- 
looked. These bulle- 
tins will help you get what you want. 

Practical Planning Points........... 

How Your House Is Put Together. ..15¢ 
Colonial Houses—the American Style.15¢ 
Plans for 11 Houses; under $6000... .15¢ 


HOW TO MAKE YOUR OWN CLOTHES? Ten 
Sewing Lessons that 
will teach you to make 
clothes that don’t look 
“home-made.” 1. Sim- 
ple stitches; 2. Seams 
and pressing; 3. Cut- 
ting out; sewing 
“tips”; 4. Children’s 
things; simple decora- 
tive stitches; 5. Adjust- 
ing and using patterns; 6. Necklines, 
sleeves; 7. Decorative or fancy stitches; 
8. Godets, gores, pockets, buttonholes; 9. 
Circular skirts and capes; 10. Coats and 
jackets. 15¢ each. All ten for $1.45. 





GIVING A SUCCESSFUL PARTY? Give a 
party that 
people will 
remember you 
by. It’s so easy 
when you can 
get new ideas 
from our bul- 





will help you with parties for all ages. 
A Vegetable Peter Rabbit Party..... 10¢ 
Singing Games for Good Times...... 10¢ 
Children’s Parties and Games....... 10¢ 
Games for Young Wolk.a.cesaeeeen 10¢ 
Inexpensive Parties for Old and 


Voumig’ si. oe eres tate eect ee 10¢ 
Showers for the Bride.............. 10¢ 
Four Novel Bridge Parties.......... 10¢ 


Games for Fun—for older groups....10¢ 


GOT THE LIVING ROOM BLUES? Does your 
living room depress you? So often a few 
simple changes will completely alter a 
room. If your living room hasn’t got that 
lived-in, welcoming effect that you want, 
try some of these bulletins and see what 
wonders you can work. 

Comfortable, Charming Living 

o¢ 


Rooms een eere 1 
French Provincial In- 
KETIONS =. eee 15¢ 


Informal Rooms for 
Country House 
ang Camis ener 15¢ 

Living Rooms of the 
17th Century...15¢ 





Send for the complete list of our Bulletins; you will 
find they cover nearly every homemaking problem. 


T0 ORDER: Send stamps, check or money order (not cash) to Good House- 
« keeping Bulletin Service, 57th Street & 8th Avenue, New York, N. Y. 
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Homewood 


(Continued from page 93) 
LicutTinc Fixtures, Lightolier Company; 
GALVANIZED STEEL Prez, National Tube 
Co.; Brass VALvEs, Pratt & Cady Co.; Ex- 
TERIOR GYPLAP, INTERIOR SHEETROCK, United 
States Gypsum Company; KITCHEN VENTI- 
LATING UNIT, Victor Electric Products, Inc. 


COOPERATORS— (Continued from page 97) 
Chair, Simmons Company; Piano, Bald- 
win Piano Co.; Terrace Furniture: Hey- 
wood-Wakefield Company, W. & J. Sloane, 








Mar-No-Lawn, Inc.; WaALLTEx, Colum- 
bus Coated Fabric Corp.; VENETIAN BLINDS 
throughout house, The Columbia Mills, 
Inc.; Rugs: Living Room, Guest Bedroom, 
Girl’s Bedroom, Bigelow-Sanford Carpet 
Co., Inc.; Hearth Rug, Aird & Watson, Inc.; 
Dining Room, Master Bedroom, Alexan- 
der Smith & Sons Carpet Co.; Music 
Room, @lson Rug Company; Ozite Circle 
Tread Rug Cushion, Clinton Carpet Com- 
pany; Brppine: Beautyrest Springs and 
Mattresses, Simmons Company; Spring 
Air Spring and Mattress, Charles Karr 
Co.; Spring, Mattress, and all Pillows, 
Burton-Dixie Corp.; Fasrics: H. B. Leh- 
man-Connor Co., Inc., Witcombe, Mc- 
Geachin & Co., Inc., Quaker Lace Co., 
F. Schumacher & Co., Stroheim & Romann, 
The Scranton Lace Company, Consoli- 
dated Trimming Corporation, Celanese 
Corporation of America, Waverly Fabrics, 
Charles Bloom, Inc., Bates Mfg. Co.; Bath- 
room-Window and Shower Curtains, I. B. 
Kleinert Rubber Company; Slip Cover, 
Royal Knitting Mills; SHrets anp PILLow- 
cASES: Utica and Mohawk Cotton Mills, 
Inc., Cannon Mills, Inc., Pepperell Manu- 
facturing Company, Pequot Mills, Wam- 
sutta Mills, Fruit of the Loom Mills Incor- 
porated; Biankets: Chatham Mfg. Co., 
Clarence Whitman & Sons, Inc.; St. Mary’s 
Woolen Mfg. Co.; Towrts: Martex, Wel- 
lington Sears Company, Cannon Mills, 
Inc., Woodward Baldwin & Co.; TaBLE Lin- 





letins which G . 


ENS, Rosemary, Inc.; SILvERWARE: Towle 
Silversmiths, The Gorham Company, In- 
ternational Silver Co., Oneida, Ltd., 
Holmes & Edwards; DINNERWARE: Vernon 
Kilns, Onondaga Pottery Company; GLASs- 
WARE: Cataract Sharpe Mfg. Co., Fos- 
toria Glass Company; PortroL1o, WASTE- 
BASKET, NoTEPAPER, Eaton Paper Corp.; 
Eectric Cirocks: Westclox Div., General 
Time Instruments Corp., Warren-Tele- 
chron Company; Rapio, Philco Radio and 
Television Corporation; Drrsstve-TaBLE 
Sets, E. I. DuPont de Nemours & Co., Plas- 
tics Dept.; Lamps, Lightolier Company; 
Door Cuimes, A. E. Rittenhouse Company, 
Inc.; Birp Cacr, Andrew B. Hendryx Co.; 
Birp Seep, R. T. French Co.; Ain-GumeE In- 
STRUMENTS, Fee and Stemwedel, Inc.; 
Cuioset Firtines, BaTHROoM ACCESSORIES, 
Lewis & Conger; DretEcro ScaLes, Detecto 
Scales Co.; Pro-Puy-Lac-Tic BrusHEs, 
Pro-Phy-Lac-Tic Brush Co.; PortTaBLe 
Sewing Macuing, Singer Sewing Machine 
Co.; Pictures, Mirrors, ACCESSORIES: 
Charles Hall, Inc., Harris Interior Arts, 
Inc., Robert Hyman Galleries, Newman - 
Décor, Inc., Mary Ryan, Pitt Petri, Import- 
er, Inc., Weil-Freeman, Inc., The Little- 
Jones Company, Inc., Old Print Shop, Inc., 
Old Bleach Linen Co., Ltd., Sutton Glass 
Co., Janis-Tarter, Greeman & Najeeb, 
Inc., Schoemaker & Co., Old Print Ex- 
change; Book of Knowledge, The Grolier 
Society. 











GIVE A WORLD’S FAIR PARTY 


Send for the N. Y. World’s Fair Party, 
10¢. Gives suggestions for a centerpiece 
—miniatures of some of the buildings— 
invitation, decorations, and games. 
Order: Bulletin Service Dept., Goop 
HOovuSEKEEPING, 57th Street at 8th Ave- 





nue, New York City. 





Never Just Two 

(Continued from page 35) 
you. There’s not much doing around here 
after school’s out, you know.” (“I could 
get those screens up around the porch, 
and work at the garden, and get some 
writing done,” David was thinking. “She 
ought to get away from home once in a 
while.”) 

Lissie looked off thoughtfully across 
the orchard. “I guess maybe I'd like to 
go, Dad. Peg’s fun, and they’re right on 
the lake, you know, and have horses to 
ride and everything. It would be fun play- 
ing at being rich just for a while.” 

“Well, just so you don’t come home with 
grand ideas, Cinderella, expecting me to 
be Prince Charming.” David moved his 
easel a little, out of the spot of sunlight 
that had appeared again. 

“But I'll bring back a glass slipper with 
me for a souvenir,” said Lissie. “I wonder 
what it would really be like to dance in 
glass slippers?” 

“Not very comfortable. You’d undoubt- 
edly get corns.” 

“Cinderella didn’t,” defended Lissie. 

“How do you know? They probably just 
forgot to put it in the story.” 


ISSIE’S reply was lost in a raucous 
honking from the direction of the 
street. They looked up to see approaching 
the topless, battered vehicle known to ac- 
quainted parties as The Wheezer. Its front 
was dented, its fenders were crumpled, 
and it coughed and choked as it ran. Out 
of it tranquilly protruded the heads, shoul- 
ders, and feet of its occupants. 

David shook his head at sight of it. “In- 
credible,” he said. “Every time I see it 
I wonder how they keep it going.” 

Lissie rose to her knees and waved an 
arm at the occupants of the car, which 
had chugged to a stop before the house. 
“It belongs to the whole fraternity, you 
know. They take out its insides and put 
them back again when it stalls.” She be- 
gan to gather up her papers into a scram- 
bled bunch. “They probably want me to 
go over to Bessie’s and play tennis. She’s 
had the court fixed since this warm 
weather began.” 

“Did you get that chemistry licked?” 

. “Well, it’s in a corner with its back to 
the wall. I'll polish it off tonight.” 

“Mind you do. No flunking tomorrow, 
remember.” 

“Yes, Mr. Legree.” Lissie tucked her 
bundle of books and papers under her 
arm. “Well, I’m off. "Bye, Dad.” 

“*Bye, Scamp.” 

David stood holding the warm bowl of 
his pipe in his hand, looking after her as 
she went, light-footed and slim. The bright 
sunlight caught her hair as she stepped 
out from under the last apple tree. “My 
daughter,” he thought. 

The car snorted away presently with a 
wave of Lissie’s tennis racket from the 
back seat. David waved back, and re- 
turned to his sketch. He worked on, and 
presently paused with a sigh. The light 
was changing, and the shadows were 
growing longer. Not much use to do any 
more today. 

He looked at what he had done, dis- 
satisfied. He had a nerve, trying to draw. 
Couldn’t even get an apple tree so it looked 
like an apple tree. This one was too thin 
in places, and bulgy in others. Of course 
it was only a hobby, his drawing and 
painting, but the result wasn’t very good 
even for a hobbyist. If he could only do 
some things like Meredith’s, now .. . 

He removed the thumbtacks from the 
paper and began to fold up the easel. Well, 
it didn’t matter. There was this place, and 
his teaching, and Lissie. She still had an- 
other year of college. 

He knocked out his pipe on the trunk 
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RELAX IN LUXURY 


Make your beth fragrant and restful with Elizabeth Arden’s 
bath preparations. Scent it with her delicate bath oils, her 
bath salts, use her fine soaps or her Velva Bath Mits. Tone 
your skin afterwards with delightful Velva Liquid or Flower. 
Mist, Miss Arden’s new after-bath friction. Smooth and 
soothe it with her Dusting Powder. All these bath luxuries 
are exquisitely perfumed and delightfully packed. For further 


details, write to Miss Arden for her new Bath Booklet. 


Velva Bath Mits, single, 75c; box of three, $2.00; box of six, $3.50 

Bath Oil, $1.00 to $8.50 + Bath Soap, single, $1.00; box of 

three, $2.75; box of six, $5.00 +» Pebble Bath Salts, $2.50 to $6.50 

Flower Mist, $1.00 to $3.50 + Velva Liquid, $1.00 to $6.00 
Dusting Powder, $1.00; $3.00 


LighTA Purdon 
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Banish Those 
“Budget Blues? 


Money in 
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Earn Extra 
Spare Time! 


11 


Your 








“Hm-mm-mm. Let's see! 

I need money for new clothes—and that 
trip to the World’s Fair—and I still owe the 
dentist. Uncle Sam’s budget blues can’t be any 
worse than mine. I suppose [ll have to find a way to 
earn some extra money.” 


Is This One of Your Problems? 


If you can’t stretch your budget to cover all your needs and de- 
sires, there’s only one thing to do—find a way to earn the extra 
money you need. Luckily there is a simple, pleasant, convenient 
method that hundreds of men and women are using to supple- 
ment their regular incomes. As local subscription representatives 
for Good Housekeeping, Cosmopolitan and other leading maga- 
zines, they are adding from $5 to $50 a week to their available 
funds. And what a difference that makes! 


A Pleasant Way to Earn Money at Home 


Perhaps you have been seeking employment without success. Perhaps 
you are a wife with spare time you would like to turn into money. Or 
you may need just a little extra money now and then for some special 
purpose. Whatever your needs, this is the ideal answer to your problem. 
You can begin to earn money the moment you receive our few simple 
instructions. You work only when you please and in your own way. The 
coupon brings you, without the slightest obligation, everything you need 
to start. Mail it now. 


Goop HouseEKEEPING, Dept. 639-X 
57th Street at 8th Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


i 

1 

1 

1 

1 

l ‘. ; : ' 

i Please send me, without obligation, complete details of your money- 
: ; ’ 

1 making plan and all necessary supplies. 
1 

I 

i 
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of the nearest tree and tucked the easel 
under his arm. The shadows were so long 
now that in a few moments there would 
be no shadows at all. He strolled peace- 
fully toward the house. At the front steps, 
he turned to look back. A bird winged 
blackly across the bright stain that the 
sun had left behind. The wren warbled 
near the house. “Not bad,” he thought, 
“not bad.” 


UNE and Commencement with its at- 

tendant social affairs came with a rush, 
and then suddenly it was all over. The 
campus was empty, and people began to 
leave town for their summer cottages. 
Lissie had passed her examinations with 
flying colors. The first note came from her 
a few days after David had seen her off 
to Peggy Barnes’. It read: “Drar Dap: 
We’ve been swimming already, and I can 
do the back flop. The sky is blue, the water 
swell, and I wish you were here. Love, 
Lissiz.” 

He chuckled over it and tucked it into 
his pocket, and went back to his work of 
fitting the long porch screens into their 
places. When Lissie came back, she would 
find the place all tidied up and waiting 
for her. That night he scrawled a card 
and dropped it into the mailbox. “Dear 
Scamp: The screens are up and the mos- 
quitoes out. Don’t drown. Love, Dad.” 

It was surprising what a condition the 
garden really had got into. But a period 
of unusually warm weather set in, and 
David found it too uncomfortable to work 
in the garden until late in the day. Every 
evening after dinner he went out into the 
cooling air and set himself to clean a row 
of plants of the weeds that were thriving 
there. He liked to smell the earth that was 
turned up with each reluctant weed, and 
to look back at the limp uprooted trail 
of them that marked how far he had come. 


Sometimes he discovered a robin, more 


bold than the rest, following slowly in his 
wake, on the lookout for worms. He 
worked each evening until the light failed 
and he could not tell weed from garden 
plant in the dusk. 

When the garden was half-done, the 
second letter from Lissie came. When he 
had finished reading it, he read it over 
again, a faint undercurrent of odd uneasi- 
ness stirring in him. She had been swim- 
ming some more. She had been riding. She 
had been to a dance and worn her new 
dress. She had met a man at the dance. 
Altogether, there was a great deal about 
the man in the letter. His name, it seemed, 
was Alan Campbell, and he was from Har- 
vard, and was going into his father’s pub- 
lishing business that fall. She had had a 
very good time at the dance, and she hoped 
Mrs. Harrison was not feeding him too 
many fried potatoes, and how was the 
garden coming. 

After he had read the letter the third 
time, David put it into his pocket and went 
back to his mowing. He propelled the lawn 
mower firmly down the long stretch next 
the house, and with short efficient pushes 
manipulated it in the smaller space be- 
tween the maple trees. The grass smelled 
good. He thought about how good the grass 
smelled, and how pleasant a morning it 
was, and how nice it was that Lissie was 
having a good time while she was away. 

As he was rolling the lawn mower back 
to its place in the corner of the woodshed 
which had been converted into a garage, 
it caught a twig in one wheel, eae 
stooped to loosen it. The letter fell out of 
his pocket to his feet. He picked it up and 
put it back, and trundled the lawn mower 
away. But he couldn’t help thinking again 
that there was a great deal about the new 
man in the letter. 

Two evenings later, after his stint in the 
garden was done, he answered it. He wrote 
in the same fashion in which he had al- 


ways written to Lissie ever since she had 
been able to read, and in which she had 
always written to him. When he had fin- 
ished, he took his letter out to the mailbox 
and dropped it in. Then he went back to 
his room and went to bed, but he did not 
go to sleep for a long while. 

The hot weather continued. David dis- 
covered, with the voluntary help of Mrs. 
Harrison, that there were numberless 
small chores to do about the house and 
grounds. He mended a loose doorknob. 
He nailed down a squeaking board. He 
repaired the back porch steps. He planed 
the edge of a cupboard door that would 
not shut. In the long hours of the hot after- 
noons, he read one of the books he had 
promised himself he would read when 
summer vacation came, and wrote an ar- 
ticle, and sorted his desk, and outlined 
some work for the fall. And one evening 
he pulled up the last weed in the garden, 
and surveyed with satisfaction the clean 
rows that stretched from side to side un- 
troubled by the enemy. There was going 
to be a nice crop of beans, and the toma- 
toes were doing nicely, too. Mrs. Harrison, 
her hair stringy from the heat of the 
kitchen, came out and pronounced his 
work good. 

“You’d ought to have been a farmer, 
Professor. We'll have some good canned 
vegetables next winter from this here. I 
suppose Lissie’ll want some of them toma- 
toes put up whole like she usually does. 
Is she having a good time at that there 
place where she is now?” 

“Oh, yes. She’s been swimming and rid- 
ing and dancing.” 

David wiped his hands on a dubious- 
looking handkerchief, and Mrs. Harrison 
immediately pounced upon it. 

“There, now, Professor! No wonder I 
have to rub them handkerchiefs of yours 
till they come apart. You’d ought to get 
an old rag to use after you been weedin’. 
If Lissie was here, she’d see to it. When 
is she comin’ back, did you say?” 

“Oh, not for some time yet. She was 
invited for a month, you. know.” (He 
thought: “I ought to get a letter from her 
tomorrow. It’s a longer time than usual 
since she wrote.) 


he next morning was unbearably hot 
and sultry. David’s shirt clung to his 
back as he worked over a loose hinge on 
the front gate, even though he stood in 
the shade. The hinge was stubborn; a 
screw had sunk deep into the wood of the 
frame, and he pried and struggled to 
loosen it, the perspiration running down 
his forehead. 

Presently he saw the familiar uniform 
of the postman approaching. He straight- 
ened and waited, mopping his face. A 
Phe would surely be the result of this 

eat. 

The man.handed him the mail. “Hot, 


isn’t it?” he remarked. “Must be a thunder 


” 


shower con the way. 

“Shouldn’t wonder,” David agreed me- 
chanically as the postman turned back 
up the street. He glanced through the mail 
quickly. A post card, a folder, a paper, 
and, yes, the letter from Lissie. He went 
up the path and sat down on the top step 
of the porch to read it, laying the other 
papers and the abandoned screw driver 
beside him. A pleasant anticipatory sen- 
sation ran through him as he tore off the 
end of the envelope. He had almost for- 
gotten about Alan Campbell in the last 
few days. He took out the pages and be- 
gan to read. 

Over the tops of the poplar trees across 
the way a heavy blue cloud began to ap- 
pear. The air was dead and utterly still 
in the first calm before the storm, but he 
was aware of it only subconsciously. His 
whole attention was centered upon the let- 
ter in his fingers. He read it through, his 
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eyes galloping through the lines. When he 
had finished, he let his hands fall to his 
knees while he stared unseeingly at the 
pages. 

A great rush of cool wind suddenly tore 
through the trees, tossing the boughs mad- 
ly to and fro. The gust struck David, al- 
most tearing the letter from his fingers, 
drying the perspiration on his forehead. 
He looked up to see the great blue cloud 
directly overhead, with a thin scud of 
darker clouds racing over its face. The 
threatened shower was upon him. He rose 
automatically and picked up the screw 





driver and the papers which had blown 
against him. As he shut the screen door 
of the porch behind him the rain struck— 
a great burst of it, beating a loud tattoo 
on the porch roof. The poplars bent. their 
branches under it. He saw a robin flutter 
to shelter in the nearest tree. 

He stood still, looking down at the letter, 
still held loosely in his hand. A great jag 
of lightning split the face of the cloud and 
lit the trees with a weird light. A tremen- 
dous clap of thunder crashed and _bel- 
lowed and reverberated above his head. 
Behind him he heard Mrs. Harrison hastily 
slamming windows shut. He began to fold 
the letter carefully back into its original 
creases, really aware of only one thing: 
Lissie was in love, and never again would 
it be just the two of them against the 
world. She did not say that she was, she 
might not even know that she was, but 
it spoke from every line of the letter. 


AN HOUR later the lightning and thun- 
der had passed, but the sky remained 
dark and the rain continued to fall stead- 
ily. David peered out at it from the living- 
room window. It would probably rain for 
some time now. Well, it would do the gar- 
den good. 

He took a turn or two up and down the 
room. Suddenly he could stand the closed 
windows and stuffy air no longer, and he 
went into the hall. A few minutes later, 
clad in raincoat and an old cap, he let 





himself out into the aftermath of the storm. 
The path was running water, the gutters 
were full, the orchard was misty with rain. 
He turned away from the town and took 
the path that led in the opposite direction. 
Puddles splashed under his feet as he 
walked. He lifted his face to the wet and 
drew a deep sigh of relief. 

He went down the slope to the little 
gravel road that wandered a mile or so 
between narrow fences before it crossed 
Hankle’s Creek. The gravel of the roadbed 





crunched under his feet as he strode along. 
There was no one in sight in the fields, 
and only one car passed him, spraying 
sheets of water from beneath the wheels 
as he stood aside out of its way. 

At the bridge over the creek he stopped 
to watch the swollen brown water. He 
tossed a twig into the flood and saw it 
swept away from him. The long grass of 
the banks trailed in the risen tide. 

He stood staring unseeingly into the 
muddy stream, misery gnawing at him. 
For the first time since the days following 
Ellen’s death, he felt isolated in a bitter 
sea of loneliness. He looked ahead down 
the long years before him and saw Lissie 
growing increasingly distant as life took 
her away from him, as the stream irre- 
sistibly bore away the twig which he tossed 
upon the breast of the current. 

A fat stick swept by under his feet, 
whirled for a moment in an eddy, and 
then rushed on. His eyes followed it ab- 
sently. “Of course it’s a selfish way to feel,” 
he thought, feeling automatically for his 
pipe. “Of course it’s selfish, but still I feel 
that way. I ought to be big-hearted and 
generous and feel that what makes her 
happy will make me happy. I ought to 
think of her and not of myself. But you 
can’t argue away a feeling, and this is| 
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how I feel. When she completely and 
wholly loves someone else, something be- 
tween us will be destroyed. And she is 
beginning to love someone else.” 
He turned abruptly from the rail and 
went on up the rise in the road to the top 
of the slope. Here there was a crossroad, 
and he hesitated, then turned left and went 
toward Turner’s wood. He and Lissie had 
often walked out here. In the spring the 
wood was full of violets and trilliums and 
Dutchmen’s breeches and squirrel corn. 
He remembered ten-year-old Lissie run- 
ning ecstatically from flower to flower, 
touching them with a gentle hand, not 
picking them. 
“They’re too lovely, Dad!” she would 
exclaim. “If you pick them, they aren’t 
beautiful any more. Let’s make a rule not 
ever to pick them at all!” So they had not. 
He entered the wood now, by the little 
path they were accustomed to follow, and 
went forward slowly under the dripping 
trees. The path wound crookedly and 
broadened out at a turn where a great 
boulder lay. Here was where they always 
stopped to rest and sit quietly to hear the 
sounds in the wood: of the small winds 
overhead and casual bird songs and the 
scampering of a stray squirrel. Today from 
sheer habit he sat down on the wet dark 
surface of the great stone and puffed at 
his pipe. 
It was always quiet in the wood, even 
on days like today. He could hear the 
water gurgling down the ordinarily dry 
ravine on the other side of the rise from 
the path. Presently a bluebird flew into 
a low tree near him. It was a perfect shade, 
the color of the bright sky on an April 
day. It sang a little, swinging on a low 
bough, and then disappeared into the 
wood again with a flash of its incredible 
wings. 
“Heal me, Nature,” thought David. 
“Poets say that we come to you when in 
trouble; heal me now. Here am I, and here 
are you; perform your miracle.” 
Sitting there on the boulder, he rested 
while he looked at the wet dark tree 
trunks around him, the puddles of rain 
in the path, a leaf of some low-growing 
thing at his foot that shivered occasionally 
with the impact of a drop from above. 
Prompted by some vague internal need, 
he put out his bare hand and laid it on 
the cool damp surface of the stone. 
“Twenty years ago I lost her mother, and 
now in another way her child will be with- 
drawn from me.” 


pean he lifted his pipe and dis- 
covered that it had gone out. His hand 
on the stone, too, was cold. A little breeze 
shook down over him a small shower of 
drops that spattered lightly on the stuff 
of his coat. The chill of the stone under 
him began to penetrate through his 
clothing. 

He got up and knocked out the half- 
burned tobacco against the rock, and put 
the pipe away in his pocket. It was useless 
to ask Nature to work miracles. Miracles 
come from within. 

He went on slowly along the path. It 
led now to the edge of the wood again, 
and presently he saw the trees thin out 
before him into a wet, green, translucent 
pattern of leaves with the light beyond 
them. He came then to the beginning of 
the fields once more. From here he could 
look back over the way he had come, 
across the creek valley to the opposite 
slope, and could just discern the roof of 
his house above the trees of the apple 
grove. He thought of the day in May when 
the trees were in bloom and he and Lissie 
had worked together there. 

The rain was still slanting across the 
meadows, but as he stood watching, the 
sky seemed to brighten. Suddenly the 
clouds parted, and the sun struck forth, 
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| and all at once a great rainbow was there, 
arching from cloud to distant cloud above 
the green fields that were shining in the 
still falling silver rain. 

David stood with lifted head, his eyes 
fixed upon it. “So Nature does perform 
miracles,” he thought. “This is a miracle. 
But this one belongs to Nature; it is some- 
thing outside that has nothing to do with 
me.” 
When the bright span began to melt 
into the cloud behind it, he turned and 
moved down toward the road again. “At 
least,” he thought, “if I am selfish, I am 
not so selfish that I shall ever let her dis- 
cover what she has done. I must be myself 
with her, always,” 

Yet, as his feet struck the gravel again, 
he was wondering how he should be able 
to conceal anything from Lissie. They had 
never had any unshared secrets; this 
would be the first one. Would he be able 
to go on as before? She would be less 
keyed to his moods now, and that would 
help. 


i WAS three weeks after the rainy day 
before Lissie came home. Meanwhile, 
there were letters. Each one was increas- 
ingly concerned with Alan. David found 
it comparatively easy to answer them. He 
filled his pages with the relation of domes- 
tic matter, news of her school friends who 
were in town, and humorous accounts of 
trivial events. He spoke matter-of-factly 
about Peggy and Alan and what she wrote 
about their activities. 

A week before she was to return he 
found an unusually thick envelope stuffed 
in the mailbox. It was a hot day, and he 
had been working again in the garden, 
and had come in to change to clean cloth- 
ing before going to town. On the way to 
his room he thought of the mail, and went 
out to the porch to get it. 

He took the letter back to his room and 
sat down on the edge of the bed to read it. 

“Dear Dap,” it began. “Before I come 
home at the end of this week there is 
something I want to tell you. I’ve been 





writing you about Alan Campbell, who is 
staying near here. Well .. .” David paused. 
He knew what the rest of the letter would 
say. But he went on until he came to the 
end of it. Then he put it back in its en- 
velope and laid it on his bureau. It was 
as he had expected. 

Phrases of the letter tumbled in his mind 
as he began to hunt out a clean shirt from 
his drawer: “It’s all happened so sud- 
denly .... Of course not until next year 
when I’m through school ... Know when 
he comes in the fall .. .” 

Well, the boy was all right. Campbell, 
the publisher, his father, was; oddly 
enough, he had been in the class ahead 
of him at college, although they hadn’t 
known each other well. His son would 
have decent blood in him; Campbell had 
married Margaret Halford, he remem- 
bered. The Halfords were a good family. 
Somehow he did not worry over Lissie’s 
choice. It would be impossible for her not 
to make a good one. 

He began to get out of his damp shirt. 
A button flew off under his fingers and 
rolled away. He got down on his knees 
on the stiff carpet to find it. He was think- 
ing that Lissie would be home in a week. 

The button was under the far corner of 
the bed in a roll of dust. He lay on his 
stomach and clawed blindly for it. When 
he had it in his fingers and tried to back 
out again, he struck his head on the hard 
edge of the bed. He emerged in the open, 
hot, dusty, and completely out of sorts. 
He stood holding the button in his hand 
and scowling down at it. Something that 
had lain at the back of his mind for many 
days now came to the fore for the first 
time. It was that he dreaded the time when 
Lissie would come home. For the first time 
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in his life he experienced no pleasant lift 
of the spirit at the thought of her return 
after an absence. 

That feeling reached its climax on the 
day when Lissie was due to arrive. The 
train came in at seven o’clock in the eve- 
ning. Mrs. Harrison had cleaned and 
scrubbed until the house was spotless. 
Now, arrayed in a fresh dress and a clean 
white apron in honor of the occasion, she 
appeared from the kitchen as David was 
preparing to leave for the station. 

“Tet me look at you, Professor. Yep, I 
thought so. That there’s the wrong tie. 
You know Lissie always likes the blue tie 
with that suit. She won’t like it a bit if 
you turn up with that red one on.” 

David sighed resignedly. It was no use 
arguing with Mrs. Harrison. He went back 
and changed the tie. When he reappeared, 
she surveyed him with approval. 

“Now you look real nice. You just got 
time to meet the train without hurrying. 
But don’t you waste no time getting back, 
because we’re having jelled salad for sup- 
per, and I'll be real disappointed if it un- 
jells before you get here.” 

She bustled back to the kitchen, and 
David went out the door and up the street. 
The air was warm and still, with sunset 
spread across the sky above the trees. 
Children played on the sidewalk with 
their toys, and people on front porches 
rocked back and forth contentedly. 

At the station the track was still de- 
serted, and only the baggageman was in 
sight, wheeling a hand truck out to the 
platform. David sat down on a box out- 
side. The waiting room was too warm. 
Down the empty double line of shining 
rails the little heat waves still danced as 
a reminder of the hot sun of midday. 

Presently a black smudge of smoke ap- 
peared against the sky, and the whistle 
sounded. The train came in sight,.a black 
speck that grew larger rapidly. Then it 
drew into the station with a squeal of 
brakes and hiss of steam. David got up 
and went over to where the porter was 
putting down the step. He nerved himself 
for the moment when Lissie would appear. 


(ieee she was at the top of the steps, 
looking for him in the little group that 
had appeared from nowhere and stood 
waiting for the passengers to descend. 
Then her eye caught his face, and she 
smiled and waved her hand over the head 
of the woman ahead of her. 

But she was not alone. Behind her, in 
a violent blue dress and hat, he caught 
sight of Susie Erwin, who worked in the 
grocery a block down their street. Then 
Lissie was saying, “Hi, Dad!” and kissing 
him, and he had to speak to Susie, who 
had come down on the train with Lissie 
from the next town. He was glad she was 
there. 

The baggage having been arranged for, 
they walked along together, Susie chat- 
tering about her visit to her cousin’s and 
Lissie putting in a word now and then. 
David let them talk, glad to keep silent. 

But they came inevitably to Susie’s cor- 
ner, and he had to go on alone with Lissie. 
She tucked her hand under his arm and 
gave a little skip as they started. 

“Gee, Dad, I’m really glad to be back. 
How’s Mrs. Harrison?” 

“Worrying over whether the jelled salad 
will still be jelled when we get there,” 
David said lightly. 

“Oh, the dear thing! She just made it 
because she knows I like it.” She gave 
another little skip and took a fresh hold 
on his arm. “Dad.” 

“Uh-huh.” 

“Did you get my letter? The last real 
one, I mean, not the card about which 
train?” 

David braced himself. Here it came. “IT 
got it, Scamp.” 
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EASY TO SERVE 














—serve Crosse & Black- 
well’s Date & Nut Bread 
anytime. It will always 
make a hit. There are & 
hundreds of fascinating 
ways to serve it. Here 
are a few. Lunch—(and midnight 
snacks, too)—Wonderful 
with butter, cheese, mar- 


malade, jelly. 





Parties —Makes a 
hit afternoon or even- 
ing — with your fa- 

vorite cheese spread, 
or served plain. 


Vacuum Packed 
always fresh, 
ready to use. 
Keepa supply in 
your pantry. 


nourishing hot dessert 
with a thin sauce. 
(Favorite recipe, direc- 
tions on label), 

At Your Grocer’s. If he cannot supply you, mail 
15c and we will send you a can post paid. The Crosse & 
Blackwell Co., 6844 Eastern Avenue, Baltimore, Md. 


Another Delight—Crosse & Blackwell’s Chocolate Nut 
Bread—At Your Grocer’s in vacuum sealed cans. 15¢ 
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“Well, I want to tell you all about it, 
but not right now. After supper I will, 
when there’s lots of time and we can sit 
and talk.” 

“Just as you say, Scamp.” David didn’t 
know whether he felt better or worse for 
putting off the time when he could no 
longer talk trivialities. 

They came to the gate, and Lissie 
stopped again. 

“Why, Dad, you’ve mended the hinge. 
The gate hangs straight!” 

“Well, Miss, that’s not the only thing 
I’ve done. You should see the garden over 
there and the back steps and—” 

But Lissie was scowling at the gate. 
“You know, now that it’s mended it isn’t 
a bad gate at all. It ought to have an arbor 
over it with some vines or roses or some- 
thing growing on it. And a motto hanging 
on a sign like that place we saw last sum- 
mer. What could we have for a motto?” 

Just then Mrs. Harrison appeared at the 
screen door, beaming. “Supper’s on the 
table, folks!” 

Then they were eating, and then Lissie 
must be shown all the improvements that 
could be seen outside in the gathering 
dark, and everything inside that had been 
done in her absence. After everything had 
been admired to Mrs. Harrison’s satis- 
faction, Lissie tucked her arm in David’s 
and drew him out to the front porch. It 
was night now, and the stars were glim- 
mering over the poplar trees across the 
way. 

“Get a cushion, Dad, off the porch swing. 
Let’s sit outside on the front steps.” 

“What, after I get all these big awkward 
screens so nicely in place, you want to go 
out where the mosquitoes can chew you?” 
But David moved obediently toward the 
swing. 

“Yes, I’'d rather tonight, Dad.” 


= moved outside, and David fol- 
lowed her, handing her a porch pil- 
low and settling himself upon one. Lissie 
curled herself at his feet. David got out his 
pipe and began to hunt for his matches. 
He felt better fortified with the pipe in 
his hand. He scratched a match, and for a 
moment Lissie’s hair was outlined softly 
on the night. Then all was dark again but 
for the stars. 

Lissie locked her arms around her knees. 
“TI don’t know how to begin!” she con- 
fessed. 

David puffed at his pipe. “Why not try 
‘Alan’?” he suggested. 

“Well. You see I met him at this dance, 
and then we went riding, and—well, that’s 
the way it was, Dad,” she finished help- 
lessly. 

“Hmm. I see.” 

A light winked on in a house dimly 
seen through the trees, and somewhere 
far away a mother was calling for a child 
to come in. 

Lissie spoke again. “It’s—it’s just one 
of those things, I guess!” She laughed a 
little tremulously. “Look, a month ago I 
hadn’t even heard of him, and now— Dad, 
was this the way you felt about Mother?” 

David set his teeth down on the end 
of his pipe. “Well, something like it, I 
imagine.” 

“Suppose,” she said softly, almost to her- 
self, “suppose something happened to 
Alan, like there did to Mother, later on.” 
She drew in her breath with a deep quiver. 
“It’s too lovely! Dad, I’m scared. You won’t 
go away or anything, will you? I mean, 
you'll kind of stick around?” 

David sat stone still. Why, she wanted 
him. His mind took in the thought with 
difficulty. Then with a hand that trembled 
suddenly, he removed his pipe from his 
mouth. “Oh, Ill be about as usual,” he 
said lightly. 

“Well, ’m counting on you, Dad. You 
see, you know all about everything. Just 


as advertised—see page 6 








ae 





CHARM 
INSURANCE 


Good cosmetics are your charm in- 
surance. Do you know which ones to 
buy? A new Good Housekeeping Buying 
Guide will help you. In it are listed the 
names of the cosmetics tested and ap- 
proved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. 
All these products were analyzed in our 
laboratories, and they were thorough'y 
tested in actual use by the Beauty Clinic. 
This booklet is free. Let it be your guide 
to satisfaction and safety. Simply write 
for "Cosmetics Tested and Approved", 
and it will promptly be sent to your ad- 
dress. 


Do you have a beauty problem? Are 
you in a quandary about make-up to color 
your outlook rosily? Are you baffled by 
a dry skin, an oily skin, or grubby hands? 
Every month the Beauty Clinic prepares 
a little lesson on some specific problem 
in the Powder Puff. Recent issues are 
listed below. Look them over to see if 
they won't help you. ; 


LETTER-PERFECT GROOMING .. . The 
little things that make a big dif- 
ference. 


MAKING FACES .. . How to make 


friends with your own face. 


HELPS FOR AN OILY SKIN .. 


to use and what to do. 


. what 


TAKE CARE OF A DRY SKIN... how 
to keep it smooth and clear. 


SPECIAL ON NECK AND THROAT... 


treatment and exercises. 


GOOD HANDWORK .... answers to 
all your hand problems. 


GOOD HAIR... how to keep your 


hair clean, shiny, and manageable. 


BEAUTY WITH GRAY HAIR . .. how to 
fight the aging effect of grayness. 


MORE BEAUTIFUL BRUNETTES .. 
make-up for the brown-eyed girl. 


BLONDES . . . how to set off blue eyes 


and fair hair. 


REDHEADS .. . the answers to their 
color problems. 

REFORMING YOUR FIGURE... ex- 
ercises to reshape yourself. 

TO ORDER: Send a three-cent stamp for each 

issue of the Powder Puff you want to Good 


Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 57th Street & 
Eighth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


FALNLNVIUULSUOCUOLRUOUUESUUUUSTEREOUEOA UA 


think, you might have let Aunt Esther 
have me. She’d have been a big help ina 
time like this! Isn’t it swell you didn’t?” 

“Yes,” said David. “It’s swell.” (“What 
a fool I’ve been,” he thought. “What a 
fool!”) 

Lissie was going on, her head tilted 
back, her eyes on the stars. “I know now,” 
she said dreamily, “why you didn’t throw 
me in the river after Mother died. ’d hang 
onto anything that was Alan’s if—if some- 
thing happened to him.” 

David was thinking: “It isn’t lost. All 
that time, those twenty years, they aren’t 
lost. I should have known it. How we let 
our shortsightedness stand between us 
and peace!” 

Lissie took her eyes off the stars and 
turned to him. “Look, Dad, I'll begin at 
the beginning. We were at this dance, and 
I had on my new dress. I think I looked 
quite nice.” : 

“Conceited,’ murmured her father. 
(“Not changed,” he thought. “Just as we 
were, thank God.”) 

“Well, Alan thought I looked nice, too. 
He said so. Dad, what kind of dress was 
one wearing the first time you saw 

er?” 

David shook his head in the dusk. “I 
don’t think I remember. But she used to 
wear blue a lot. She had a blue dress 
she wore the summer we were married.” 
Suddenly Ellen seemed nearer to him. 

“Did she? Dad, come clean now. Did 


you try to hold her hand or anything be-. 


fore you were engaged?” 

David chuckled. “Well, such things were 
done, even in my time.” He puffed happily 
at his pipe. 

“Now you're stalling. I'll bet you did.” 

“So that’s what Alan’s been up to, eh? 
Holding your hand and all. Ill have to 
see that young man.” 

“Well, listen. I’m trying to tell you about 
him. After this dance, he came around 
and asked me to go riding, and—” 


Dee listened. Long after Lissie, 
sleepy and content, had gone to bed, 
he sat on with his pipe. The night was 
quiet now, and the light beyond the trees 
had long since gone out. He rose and 
strolled slowly to the front gate, where he 
leaned and looked up at the whispering 
shadow the poplars made against the stars. 

“Our own fault,’ he was thinking, “if 
those we love ever leave us. Our own 
fault—not life’s, not theirs.” 

He saw a star slip from its place and 
leave a little twinkling streak of fire be- 
hind it. Presently he knocked out his pipe 
against the gatepost and moved toward 
the house. On the steps he turned for a 
last look at the quiet sky overhead. 

“TI shall never be alone again,’ he 
thought. And went inside. 


FUTURE HUSBAND 
By 
Myrtle Vorst Sheppard 


THIS is a very exciting night! 
I'll throw up the window, 
And snap off the light, 

And cross my fingers, 

And crawl into bed. 

There’s a piece of a wedding cake 
Under my head! 

Pll dream of the man 

I’m supposed to wed. 

Tom, Dick, or Harry— 

I hope it’s Ted! 








Gorham Sterling flatware patterns. 


Average cost of 6-piece place-settings 


for 4 (knife, fork, salad fork, butter 


spreader, cream soup spoon, teaspoon) 


only $68. See them at your jeweler’s. 
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America's Leading Silversmiths +sINCE 1831 
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GREENBRIER 
Place-setting $16.92 


NOCTURNE 
Place-setting $17.17 


— a ee ee ee ee ee ee ee eee 
Tur GorHAM Company, Dept, G-7, PROVIDENCE, R. I, 


Send me free literature, and your new booklet about 
table setting and silver service for which I enclose 10¢. 
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BUY THE DOOR CHIMES 


HOME EXPERTS SELECT 
The fact that nationally known 
building experts and interior dec- 
orators have selected Rittenhouse 
Chimes for exelusive installation 
in the nationally known model 
homeslisted below,is more convin- 
cing than anything we could say. 
“Homewood ;: . . the All-Gas- 
Good Housekeeping House” at 
the N. Y. World’s Fair. P. E. D. 
A. C. ‘House of Homes,”’ Rocke- 
feller Center, N. Y. House Beau- 
tiful’s ‘“Bride’s House,” New 
York. ‘“‘Modern Home of Amer- 
ica’”’ Boardwalk, Atlantic City, N.J. 
Rittenhouse Chimes were se- 
lected for unexcelled quality of 
tone, styling, workmanship. Vari- 
ous models and finishes .. . $1.00 
to $50.00. Your electrical dealer, 
department or hardware store 
has them or can get them quickly. ; 
Insist on genuine Rittenhouse : 
Chimes. ¢ Write for free folder. 


THE A. E. RITTENHOUSE CO., INC. UU 
Dept. 43, Honeoye Falls, N. Y. $7.00 & $8.00 





Regardless how white your 
wash appears, a few drops of 
Little Boy Blue in the final 
rinse water will make it 
whiter. All white goods come 
blued, when new. 


Little Boy Blue mixes with 
hard or soft water. Will not 
spot or streak. The handy 
dropper-capped bottle is de- 
signed for convenience and 
economy. No fuss—no muss. 


Thé“ OPEN, 
) CHAMP 


Opens round, square, 
oval cans. No jagged 
edges. Used world over. 
5-year guarantee. 50¢ at 
Hardware, Dept. Stores, etc. or from 
Edlund Co., Burlington, Vermont. 


> - 
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Can Opener 


KNITTING WORSTED per 
Now at Cut Rate! 32c sken 
FREE SAMPLES and sale Prices. In- 
structions and surprise gifts with 
orders. FREE 24 page Album of 
' Fashion. Write to Dept. G.F. 


SUNRAY YARN HOUSE, 349 Grand Street, New York 





| Styles, Directions for Curtains. This will 
| tell you the easiest way to make curtains 
\for the whole house... 4-2... eaeeeerce 15c 





















BUY THESE BULLETINS! 


Homewood—The All-Gas—Good House- 
keeping Home: Of course we hope that 
a great many of our readers will be here 
this summer to visit the great New York 
World’s Fair 1939, and to see there the 
Exhibition House which Goop HOoUSEKEEP- 
inc designed, furnished, and decorated. 
For those who cannot come we have pre- 
pared a bulletin describing in detail this 
house planned for more gracious living in 
the World of Tomorrow. It is Regency or 
Modern Classical in design; the furnish- 
ings combine 18th Century with a Re- 
gency feeling. Besides being profusely 
illustrated, the bulletin contains costs and 
color schemes for each room. The kitchen, 
pantry, and laundry are also fully de- 
scribed, as is the heating system. 20 pages 
Of | PIChUTES a eaca tides ebieeiee tea 10c 


want to have your house ready for it. 
Put away heavy rugs and draperies and 
let in the sunshine and summer breezes. 
With all the inexpensive and pretty fab- 
rics on the market today you can make 
summer curtains and slip covers fora song. 


|: hot weather is coming, and you'll 


Slip Covers and How To Make Them. 
Just think how much pleasanter it is to 
sit on cool cottons than on winter wools— 
and .<et to work)... ce eee eee eee 15¢ 


Informal Rooms for Country House or 
Camp. Ideas for color schemes, furniture 
arrangements, in the simple, informal 
rooms which are so inviting during the 
hot ‘weather:...oohaes aoe oe ee 15c 


Outdoor Fireplaces—How To Build 
Them. Perhaps you’re going to the moun- 
tains or the shore? Remember how de- 
licious everything tastes that’s cooked 
out-of-doors? This bulletin will tell you 
in detail how to build four fireplaces. 
Any amateur can follow the directions; 
fun to build and fun to use........ a.e10c 


Address Good Housekeeping Bulletin 
Service, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 


NEWS IN BUILDING AND 
DECORATING CIRCLES 


WV: have found the bride the most avid 





seeker-after-knowledge about things 
that concern the house. So for this 
month we are listing a few excellent book- 
lets published by well-known manufac- 
turers—booklets we feel sure will help. 


How to Plan Your Wedding and Your 
Silver. This booklet not only gives you 
suggestions for planning your wedding but 
allows seven pages for the bride to fill in 
her wedding schedule and four pages for 
the groom’s schedule. It is published by 
a manufacturer of fine sterling silver, and 
will also give you definite help with your 
silver-buying problems. 


34 Prize Interiors. Here is an excellent 
booklet illustrating thirty-four interesting 
interiors selected by the Wall Paper In- 
stitute for their fine use of wallpaper in 
different styles of rooms. You will get good 
ideas for the use of color, general plan- 
ning, and decorating. au... v. «sss 10c 


How to Judge Quality in Bathtowels. If 
you are buying towels, you want to buy 
quality, for it pays to buy good bathtowels. 
This booklet tells you about three simple 
tests you can make that will assure you 
of the quality you are buying. 


Address Good Housekeeping Studio, | 
57th St. at 8th Ave., New York City | 


18 EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


... not only is there room 
for everything, but things 
are always right where 
you can find them.”” — 
MRS. FRED MONTESI, 
SPRINGFIELD, MASS. 





An Easy Way to Earn 


EXTRA MONEY 


In a recent letter Mrs. 
Evelyn M. Orr of upstate 
New York writes: 


“T have been able in my 
spare time to. make a good 
bit of money, which has 
helped out a great deal. 
The work itself is really enjoyable 
and your magazines, particularly Good 
Housekeeping and Cosmopolitan, sell 
themselves.” 


If you need extra money for any pur- 
pose, why not join our group of spare- 
time money-makers? 

As local subscription representatives 
for Good Housekeeping, Cosmopolitan — 
and other leading magazines they are 
earning from $5.00 to $50.00 a week 
extra! What they are doing, you can do 
just as easily. 


The coupon brings you, without obli- 
gation, everything you need to start earn- 
ing more money at once. Mail it now! 
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t Goop HousExkEEpInc, Dept. 639-A 1 
i 57th St. at 8th ~Ave., New York, N. Y. : 
; Please send me, without obligation, com- } 
! plete details of your money-making plan } 
' and all necessary supplies. : 
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: State i 
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Milk 
(Continued from page 82) 

to cows’ milk. Dried milk and other prep- 
arations are advised when indicated. 

Bottled cows’ milk is, on the whole, the 
most widely used for artificially-fed in- 
fants. The first essential is that it be safe 
for your baby. Diseases such as tubercu- 
losis, undulant fever, foot and mouth dis- 
ease, streptococcus sore throat, typhoid, 
scarlet fever, diphtheria, cholera, dysen- 
tery, and other infectious diarrheas have 
all been known to be carried by milk. It 
is only within the past thirty-odd years 
that Federal, state, and local health and 
medical authorities have concentrated on 
the expert care and supervision which 
enables you to feel safe when you take in 
your bottles of certified or pasteurized 
milk each morning. If you live in a locality 
where you cannot obtain either—and even 
if you have your own cow or buy from 
your neighbor—you should treat your 
milk in one of several ways. 


HE following method is advised by the 

United States Children’s Bureau (Bu- 
reau Publication No. 8, “Infant Care”): 
Pour the milk into the top of a double 
boiler. Fill the lower part of the boiler 
with cold water. Have the water outside 
and the milk inside at the same level. 
Put the boiler together. Cover it tightly 
and place on the stove. en the water 
boils, note the time, and allow the milk 
to cook for twenty minutes, during which 
the water is boiling actively. Then pour 
the milk at once into clean bottles or jars 
which have been boiled and kept warm in 
the pan in which they were sterilized. 
Cool the milk quickly by allowing cold 
running water to circulate around the 
bottles. This rapid cooling of the milk 
is extremely important. When it is cold, 
ae it covered and in a refrigerator at 

Another, quicker, method is this: pour 
the fresh milk into a saucepan and bring 
it rapidly to a boil over direct heat. Stir 
it constantly for 5 minutes to prevent 
its boiling over or burning. Then pour 
into the sterilized bottles or jars and cool 
quickly as in the other method. Some of 
the fluid boils away, so you usually start 
with three or four ounces more than the 
formula calls for. Or your doctor may pre- 
fer that you add boiled water to make up 
for that which was lost in the boiling. 

Pasteurized or boiled milk will spoil if 
left uncovered, allowed to become warm, 
placed in unsterile pans or bottles, or al- 
lowed to stand for any length of time out 
of the refrigerator. Milk warmed for one 
feeding should not be kept over and re- 
warmed for the next one. In extremely 
cold weather milk may be frozen when 
it reaches you. This may upset children 
with delicate digestions. During the freez- 
ing, fat globules separate, and as the 
milk melts an oily layer may form on the 
top. Allow the frozen milk to thaw, then 
skim off the oily layer and boil the milk. 
Remember this next winter! 

If you cannot obtain properly certified 
or pasteurized milk, it is well worth while 
for you to take all this trouble for then 
you can rest assured that you are pro- 
tecting your baby from the diseases con- 
tracted through contaminated milk. You 
must continue this care throughout the 
early years of a child’s life. 


In a general letter we cannot tell each 
mother how to feed her baby; she must 
have advice from her own doctor for this. 
But we can give you certain fundamental 
principles about infant feeding. Rarely | 
does a baby thrive unless his daily quota 
of food contains at least two ounces of 
milk for each pound of his body weight. | 
Sugar is added for the food value—not for 





sweetening. One-half to one ounce (by 







NEW KIND OF CARD 
GIVES YOU QUICK CASH 


“THINK OF /T7, JIM! THIS FREE CARD /S 
JUST LIKE MONEY /N OUR POCKET ‘WHENEVER 
WE NEED /7...AND/T DIDNT COST US A CENT” 


CORA ihe AE 


Just Like Extra Money in 
Your Purse—Ready for Any 
Purpose! Get Yours Now! 
Here’s All You Have to Do: 


Have you ever suddenly needed extra 
shopping money to pick upa bargain? 
Have you ever needed extra cash, for 
any purpose, in a hurry? Have you ever 
suddenly run short of money, just when 
you needed it the most for an emergency? 
Then think how you will feel with 
this new All-Purpose Credit Card in 
your purse! It’s good for any amount 
up to several hundred dollars at any 
of the Personal Finance Company 
offices, serving 5,200 communities 
from coast to coast—yet it’s yours ab- 
solutely free! 


Ideal for Any Purpose 


Suppose you are away ona visit—and 
suddenly you discover your money is 
running low. What a relief to be able 








to say, “I’ll just drop in at the nearest 
Personal Finance Company office and 
get some money right away!” And think 
of the thousand-and-one other needs 
and emergencies that might come any- 
where, any time! No matter for what 
purpose extra money is required—your 
All-Purpose Credit Card gets the 
money to foot the bills! 


And Remember— 
No Deposit Required 


This new kind of card is like cash in 
your pocketbook—a service exclu- 
sive with Personal Finance Company. 
Forgery proof for your protection. 
You can lose it—but you ¢an’t lose the 
money. Y ou don’t lay out one cent inad- 
vance. You don’t need other people’s 
endorsements. Here’s all you do: 
Just go to the nearest office of the 
Personal Finance Company. Fill out 
a simple application. And upon 
approval, your All-Purpose Credit 
Card is ready. Slip one in your pocket- 
book today! 


Copyright 1939, R. E. Tacker 


Go Housekeeping 
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Yet It’s Entirely Free...Doesn’'t Cost You a Cent! 





Web 


“Doc Barclay’s Daughters” Columbia Network, Monday Thru 
Friday, 2:00 to 2:15 P.M., Eastern Daylight Saving Time 
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"YES... AND THEY WASH 
EASIER AND DRY FASTER” 


Baby is finding life a bed of roses now with 
these new Curity nursery pads... . Like his 
Curity diapers, they’re made of layettecloth 
by a leading manufacturer of hospital dress- 
ings, so they are soft and what's more im- 
portant — very absorbent. No weiness stays 
on the surface as it would on waterproof 
sheeting. Mother is happy, too, because these 
new pads are so light, so easy to wash, and 
dry so much faster than the old-fashioned 
kind. You don’t need nearly as many. Small, 
medium, and large sizes. See the Curity Crib- 
maker, too, which combines pad and sheet 
to simplify laundering and cribmaking. 


CURITY LAYETTECLOTH DIAPERS are 
easier washing, faster drying, more absorb- 
ent, soft and hemless. Doctors and hospitals 
endorse them. Mail the coupon. 


NURSERY PADS 
DIAPERS - NURSERY MASKS 
ALYY DS SAA SNS SNS SIS SS INS IS 


KENDALL MILLS — Dept. 104 — Walpole, Mass. 

In Canada: Kendall Mills, Ltd., Station K, Toronto 
Please send me (only one to each individual) : 
OD Full-size Curity Layettecloth Diaper, 10c enclosed 
UC Layettecloth Diaper and Nursery Pad, 50c enclosed 
Name : 
Address 
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DO YOUR GUMS BLEED? 
HAVE YOU TRENCH MOUTH? 


If so, visit your dentist at once and use 


PYROZIDE TOOTH POWDER. 
the medicated dentifrice. 
Accept no substitute for 
PYROZIDE TOOTH POWDER 
For over 30 Years at All 
Drug Counters 
Send 10c coin for trial tin 


WEB DISTRIBUTING CO. 
259 South Street, Newark, N. J. 
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WASH 
CLOTHS 


’ product guaranteed 


weight) of one of the simple sugars is ad- 
vised—granulated sugar, corn syrup, dex- 
trin and maltose mixtures, or lactose. 
Boiled water is added to bring the total 
liquid up to a quantity sufficient to satisfy 
the child at each feeding. We use more 
concentrated mixtures now than formerly. 
If a formula contains 20 ounces of milk, 
probably about 7 ounces of water will be 
added; if 25 ounces, only 4 or 5; and when 
the child takes 30 to 32 ounces of milk 
daily, only 1 or 2 ounces of water will be 
needed. By the time a child is nearing his 
sixth month he will probably be taking 
a quart of milk daily. 

Young children are given semisolid 
foods, starting with cereals and egg yolk, 
at the third month; later puréed vegeta- 
bles, fruits, and milk desserts are added. 
In addition, children need three glasses 
of milk daily and are better off with four. 
Two glasses are a minimum. 

Some children are hypersensitive or 
allergic to certain of the proteins found 
in milk. Modifications of their diet must 
be made and careful medical supervision 
given to be sure that they do not have a 
defective diet. 





EXPECTING A BABY? 


DR. KENYON has written eight letters to 
expectant mothers. Would you like them 
sent to you, one each month, in a plain 
envelope? Then tell us the date you expect 
your baby, send us fifty cents in stamps, 
and ask for "Series |. For the Mother-to-Be 
and the Baby-to-Come. BABY'S FIRST 
YEAR is his most important. Dr. Kenyon's 
second series of eight letters will help you 
and him through this period. For fifty cents 
in stamps Series II will be sent complete, 
including a pattern for a cap to keep 
flaring ears flat while the cartilage is soft. 
Or send ten cents in stamps for the earcap 
pattern only. PRINT your name and ad- 
dress plainly; enclose your stamps; address 
Health and Happiness Club, Good House- 
keeping, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C. 
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Gas Range 


(Continued from page 145) 

Take Care of Your Range. With all the 
features developed to make care and 
cleaning easier, keeping this new, better- 
looking range clean won’t be much of a 
problem. While acid-resisting, porcelain- 
enameled top surfaces are not a CP re- 
quirement, some ranges are provided with 
them. Such a surface won’t be marred by 
fruit juices or food acids, and it will retain 
its original gloss. The top-burner heads 
of rust-resisting metal, or porcelain- 
enameled, newly designed grates and drip 
pans, and combinations of grate and drip 
pans; oven rack supports formed as part 
of the oven lining; and oven bottoms that 
can be easily removed; broiler pans and 
racks better designed and made of better 
materials—all these add up to simplified 
cleaning. 


Veal Pot Roast 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
| cups and spoons. Measure level 


2 tbsp. fat 

34 ¢. hot water 

1 ec. canned tomato 
juice 

1 small bay leaf 


6 tbsp. flour 

Y% tsp. salt 

14 tsp. pepper 

1 6-lb. shoulder of 
veal boned and 
rolled 


Mix 2 tbsp. of the flour with the salt 
and pepper, and rub into the outside of 
the meat. Melt fat in large covered kettle, 
and brown meat on all sides. Add water, 
tomato juice, and bay leaf, and let simmer 
about 3 hrs., or until tender. Remove bay 


as advertised—see page 6 

































and the house 
is free of 


Kills mosquitoes, flies, 
roaches... other 
household insects, or 
your money back. 





“TRIPLE TESTED TO 
GUARD QUALITY” 





NO DULL, DRAB HAIR 


after using this amazing 


4 PURPOSE RINSE 


In one, simple, quick 
operation, Lovalon the 
4 purpose rinse, does 
all these 4 important 
things to your hair. 
1. Gives lustrous high- 
lights. 2. Rinses away 
shampoo film. 3. Tints 
the hair as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair 
neatly in place. Lovae 
lon does not 
dye or bleach. 
TimasS as pure. 
odorless hair 
rinse, in 12 dif- 
ferent shadcs. 
Try it. You will 
be amazed at 
the results. 
Approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. 


LOVALON 


the 4 purpose vegetable Hair Rinse 









5 rinses 25¢ at drug 
and department stores, 
2 rinse size at l0¢ stores. 


leaf. Remove meat, and skim fat from 
the liquid into a small bowl. Add the re- 
maining flour to it, blend thoroughly, and 
add to liquid in kettle. Cook, stirring con- 
stantly until gravy is thick. Serves 8 or 9. 


Spiced Prunes 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level 


2 c. large prunes 1 3” stick of cinna- 
1% c. water 
14 ec. vinegar 


14 ce. brown sugar 


mon 
2 whole cloves 


Simmer prunes in 1 c. water for 30 min. 
In the meantime combine remaining 4 c. 
water, the vinegar, brown sugar, cinna- 
mon, and cloves, and boil gently for 15 
min. Drain prunes and add them to the 
spiced liquid; then cook slowly until liquid 
is reduced and prunes are glazed. Lift out 
prunes and arrange around Veal Pot 
Roast. 


Loganberry Ice Cream 
TrsTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measwring 
cups and spoons. Measure level 


1 ¢. granulated sugar 


2 eggs 
1 c. bottled milk or Y% tsp. salt 


% ec. evaporated 
milk and 4 c. water (2% ec.) 
1 ce. heavy cream 


Beat eggs slightly; add milk, sugar, and 
salt; and cook over hot water until mix- 
ture begins to thicken. Remove from heat, 
and chill. Meanwhile put the loganberries 
with their juice through a fine strainer to 
remove seeds. You should have about 2 c. 
sieved pulp and juice. Add to the chilled 
custard mixture, together with the cream. 
Stir until well blended. Freeze in a 2-qt. 
freezer until difficult to pull, using 8 parts 
ice to 1 part ice-cream salt. Makes about 
1% qts. and serves 8. 


Broiled Hamburgers and Onions 
au Gratin 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level 


4 large onions 
1% lb. chuck beef 
ground twice 


Y% tsp. salt 
1g tsp. pepper 
1% c. grated cheese 


Peel onions and cut in half. Put about 
1” water to which 1% tsp. of salt has been 
added in large saucepan and bring water 
to boil. Put in onions, cut side up; and 
when boiling begins again, turn down 
heat, cover closely, and cook for 14 hr. Re- 
move carefully to a platter or tray to 
drain off surplus water. In the meantime 
season ground beef with salt and pepper, 
and shape into 8 cakes about 114” thick. 
Arrange on broiler that has been pre- 
heated for 10 min. Broil 4 min., turn, broil 
2 min. on second side; then arrange the 
onions on the broiler around the ham- 
burgers, cut side up. Sprinkle with salt 
and 2 tbsp. grated cheese, turn down 
broiler heat a little, and broil 3 min., or 
until cheese is a delicate brown. Serves 4 
to 6. To serve 2 or 3 make half this recipe. 


Honey Drop Cookies 
TrsTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE | 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring 
cups and spoons. Measure level 


1% c. butter 

1 egg, well beaten 

34 ¢. honey 

2 tbsp. milk 

2 c. sifted cake flour 
2 tsp. baking powder 


% tsp. salt 

1 ec. chopped nutmeats 

1% e. chopped figs 

% ec. chopped raisins 

Y% tsp. grated orange 
peel 


Cream butter; mix well-beaten egg, | 
honey, and milk. Add nuts, figs, raisins, | 


1 #2 can loganberries | 





and grated orange peel to sifted ingre- 

dients; then add alternately with milk | 
mixture to the butter. Drop by small | 
spoonfuls on a greased baking sheet. Bake | 
at 400° F. for 12 min. Makes 3 doz. cookies. | 








—as lithe and strong 
as young antelopes! 


Youngsters with Normal 
Feet display such tireless 


energy, such erect, grace- 
ful posture.. 





Men, women and children all need this Satfe- 
suard Against Flat Feet and tired leg muscles 


“POSTURE FOUNDATION¢ 


| Canvas Shoes! 


Exe 


“*“POSTURE FOUNDATION “” 
Identified in canvas shoes 
by this label inside the shoe. 
Trade-mark registered. 





It never pays to neglect feet—at 4 or 40. How you feel, 
how you stand, how much you enjoy active fun—depends 
so much upon your feet! So for active games and exer- 
cises, choose the canvas shoes with “Posture Foundation.” 
This patented feature is a definite safeguard against flat 
feet. Relieves that strained feeling in leg muscles that are 
out of training. (“Posture Foundation,” however, is a 
protection—not a cure) .. . See these bet- . 
ter sport shoes at your dealer’s today! 





TESTED AND APPROVED CONSUMER VALUES in 
Hood and Goodrich Canvas Shoes are confirmed 
by this Seal of the Better Fabrics Testing Bureau— 
an independent Research Laboratory. 


“POSTURE FOUNDATION” 
is offered in Oxfords, Play 
Shoes and High-Cut Ath- 
letic Shoes. 





“Posture Foundation” is an exclusive patented device, found in canvas shoes 
manufactured only under these two nationally recognized brands, and sold by 
leading department, sporting goods and shoe stores. 


ie 
HOOD CANVAS SHOES - GOODRICH SPORT SHOES 
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A WINNER! 


and Horlicks helped 
a | 





TRONG, vital bodies, fit for study or play 
—are the result of proper diet—rich in such 
strengthening food as Horlick’s Malted Milk. 
You want your children to win in all the contests 
of life—so give them plenty of this delicious 
energizing drink—at meals and between meals— 
plain or chocolate flavor. And let them eat freely 
the tempting, handy, candy tablets of Horlick’s 
Malted Milk—the convenient lunch or pick-up. 
Ask for Horlick’s at fountains, too. 

Horlick’s Malted Milk contains nourishment 
from full-cream milk; proteins, minerals and 
natural vitamins—pre-cooked in vacuum and 
partially pre-digested by malt enzymes. Recom- 
mended by physicians for over 50 years. 

For a sample of Horlick’s Malted Milk 
Tablets, send a 3-cent stamp to “‘Horlick’s 
Malted Milk Corp., Dept. G-6, (Racine, Wis.’” 


HORLICK’S 


Now at new low prices! 


VPN A De 


FOR ZEST A 


a 





Here’s the secret of making meals more attractive, 
colorful and appetizing . . . use bright red Sunshine 
Pimientos. Even your favorite potato salad takes on 
new zest served in a whole red pimiento. Clever cooks 
and magazine food editors use pimientos generously. 
Rich in vitamins A and C. Once an expensive import- 
ed luxury, Sunshine Brand pimientos canned under 
American standards cost but a few pennies a meal. 


= F R E E—nheilpful cooking 
“1 aids for smarter meals; 
the full-color romantic 
story of pimientos with 
scores of recipes. Send 
postcard to Pomona 
Products Co., Dept. H, 
Griffin, Ga. 


unshine 


WHOLE RED 


 PIMIENTOS 





























Hand-Me-Down 


(Continued from page 23) 


cousin. I’ve never laid eyes on her ex- 
cept in the newspapers. And I do wish 
you wouldn’t encourage these—these mis- 
sionary barrels.” 

“Well,” said her mother mildly, “I’ve 
never been proud. And I always liked 
Jenny’s mother when she was a girl. We 
lived right next door to each other. She 
was as plain as—as the rest of us. And 
when she grew up and went away to New 
York and married Herbert Wilbur, she 
didn’t forget us. She’s always sent me— 
and you, too—lovely things.” 

“FTand-me-downs,” said Kate distaste- 
fully. 

Her mother looked up over her glasses. 
“Margaret wrote me that Jenny’s getting 
a whole new outfit now that she’s going 
to marry this Mr. Thorpe.” 

“Wish her joy with him,” said Kate 
wearily. “I saw his picture once. Looks 
like two stuffed shirts!” 


EVERTHELESS, curiosity took her 

upstairs presently to open the big box. 
She tossed the dresses out: a black dress, 
wholly inappropriate for her; a tailored 
suit, also black; an afternoon frock, gold 
lamé, slightly tarnished; and a white-and- 
silver frock. A note from Mrs. Wilbur was 
pinned to the silver jacket. 

“Dear Karte,” it said, “Perhaps you can 
make use of these things of Jenny’s Pm 
sending. Unfortunately the white-and- 
silver dress is stained. Jenny wore it 
only once, however, so I am sending it, 
hoping that you can do something with 
i 

There was the stain, splashed right on 
the front. 

Kate looked at it mournfully. It would 
have to happen to that particular dress, 
she thought: There was the dance at the 
Club next week. She wouldn’t be going 
with Paul; not this time. He was taking 
Eloise. He’d been stupid about it, so boyish 
and awkward, trying to explain. “I know 
you'll go with the gang, Kate,” he’d said, 
“and have a swell time, but Eloise doesn’t 
know anybody, and she’s so shy.” 

Shy! 

She was holding the dress when her 
mother came in. 

“That’s lovely!” cried Mrs. Cannon. 
“And ought to be becoming.” 

“Tt could have been,” said Kate. “It’s the 
prettiest dress I ever saw,” she continued, 
“and the only one of all Jenny’s sent me 
that’s my dress. Really mine. And ruined 
like that!” d 

“Oh, no, not ruined,” Mrs. Cannon said. 
“Tt can be cleaned. But I’d have it dyed. 
It would take a deep shade beautifully. 
It needn’t- be dark, Kate. How about that 
crushed raspberry you like so much? And 
the little silver jacket is all right. It would 
be perfect,” she concluded. 

‘Do you think so?” asked Kate slowly. 
“But I’m so much shorter, Mother, and I 
haven’t a waist like Jenny’s. Looks as if 
she starved herself to death,” she said, 
laughing a little. 

“T can fix it,” said Mrs. Cannon. “You 
just leave it to me.” 

On the night of the country-club dance 
Kate went with eight or ten young 
people. The Allens had an out-of-town 
visitor from Boston. He made a beeline 
for Kate and assured her that if he 
couldn’t have every dance, if he couldn’t 
take her to supper, he’d go right back to 
Boston. 

Kate told him that there was a train 
around midnight. But she had never 
looked so well, and she knew it. The 
white-and-silver frock had dyed beauti- 
fully. It was the delectable color of rasp- 
berries crushed in cream. It matched her 


as advertised—see page 6 


pretty mouth and was perfect with her 
rosy-gold skin and her black curls. The 
little silver jacket was no brighter than 
her eyes. 

Paul and Eloise came late. It was evi- 
dent that Eloise was not in the best of 
moods. Her green eyes were hostile, and 
her red hair sleeked too close to her small 
head. She wore a slinky green cape dress 
and looked, thought Kate with delight, 
every day of her age. 

Kate was dancing with the Bostonian 
when Paul cut in. The Bostonian protested 
that that was no way to treat a visiting 
fireman. 

“But she’s my girl,” explained Paul. 

Kate’s heart skipped a beat. But she 
wouldn’t let things be too easy for him; 
just because she had a lovely new frock 
and a new hair-do, just because Eloise 
and he had quarreled. 

“How are things in the real-estate busi- 
ness?” he demanded, spinning her about 
the floor. 

“Booming,” said Kate demurely. “And 
how is Riverfield’s rising young attorney?” 

“Falling,” said Paul. “For you.” 

“It isn’t possible. You know me too 
well,” she said. ; 

“But I don’t know you at all tonight.” 

Kate laughed. She said, “Eloise will be 
wondering where you are.” . 

“Let her,” said Paul, and whirled Kate 
off the floor, out the door, and down the 
steps.to the funny old-fashioned gardens 
which surrounded the pleasant little club. 

“But—” began Kate. 

“Listen,” said Paul. “This is awfully im- 
portant to me. Are you jealous of her? 
Eloise, I mean.” 

She could lie. She could laugh it off. 
But she said simply, “Yes, Paul, terribly.” 

“Good,” said Paul, grabbed her, and 
kissed her hard. “That’s all I want to 
know.” 

Set? 

He said: “You might have trusted me. 
I—I wanted her business, darling. I knew 
I could handle it. There’s quite a bit, with © 
the house and the farm the old codger 
left her and the settlement her husband 
made on her. I had to coddle her along. 
Despicable of me,” he admitted cheer- 
fully, “but she has to have a lawyer, and . 
it might as well be Paul Bellows. I’m hon- 
est, anyway. There’s another man, of 
course. They’ve had a fight, by wire and 
telephone. Several fights. I had to be 
around to console her. If they make it up, 
it means she’ll sell the house and farm 
and go back to Chicago. I think the day’s 
not far off. And if she sells the house, 
maybe I can buy it from her—at a bar- 


“Paul!” cried Kate, and then spoke no 
more... ; 
Late that night when she put the frock 
away, she loved it, touching it with care- 
hands. She’d wear it, because Paul 
liked it so much, until it was worn out. 
Or until they were married. After they — 
married, if they could swing a little house 
and a big yard—well, maybe she wouldn’t 
be as keen about evening frocks as she 
had been. Ginghams and cottons and 
linens, perhaps. And aprons. Lots of 
aprons <6. 


T WASN’T the matter of aprons that 

troubled Ann Carter as she stood in 
the fields of her mother’s New England 
farm the following autumn. She had 
plenty of them, and she wore them con- 
stantly. Now she was on the point of 
weeping because she was to be married 
next week, and it looked as though the 
white dress that she had worn four years 
before when she graduated from high 





ell it 


Daughter: “You mean it minds what I tell it when 
I turn the wheel—the same as when 
you do it.” 

other: “Yes indeed, Honey. You turn it to 40 
degrees and it stays just that cold no 
matter how hot the kitchen gets.” 


The 1939 Westinghouse with True-Temp 
Control is a refrigerator that does what you 
tell it. Give it an order for 40 degrees in the 
food compartment by turning the dial to 
“40-Normal” and it holds that temperature. 
| This is extra protection for foods requir- 
ing humidity because if you aren't sure of 


WESTINGHOUSE ELECTRIC & 


MANUFACTURING CO., 


— it always minds 


your cold then humidity may help molds 
and bacteria to grow. It’s STEADY cold 
that makes humidity SAFE. Westinghouse 
provides 5 zones of cold—correct tempera- 
ture and humidity for all foods. 

Only the Westinghouse has True-Temp 
Cold Control. It has a new Meat-Keeper 
of 15 pounds capacity. It has the famous 
Economizer Sealed-in mechanism. 

See it at your nearest Westinghouse dealer’s. 
Find his name in your classified phone directory 
under “Refrigerators, electric.” 


MANSFIELD, OHIO 


Westinghouse Retrigerators 
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ASOLINE stations used to be 
just a place where you stopped 
for gasoline. But that was quite a 


while back. 


When people began spending a 
lot of time in their cars, we Shell 
dealers—thousands of us—were 
among the first to provide public 
rest rooms and keep them clean. 
Then Good Housekeeping Magazine 
had a fine article, pointing out how 
important the condition of station 
rest rooms is to public health. This 
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THIS REST ROOM IS KEPT 
HOME-CLEA 


oe 
GOOD HOUSEKEEPING MAGAZINE 
pee 


“White Cross of Cleanliness. 


article listed 15 definite standards 
applying to equipment and clean- 
liness. 


We were given permission to put 
the name of Good Housekeeping 
Magazine with the “White Cross of 
Cleanliness” on every Shell station 
where the rest rooms are as well 


equipped and well kept as Good 





Housekeeping specified in its article. 


Look for the “White Cross ef 
Cleanliness” —you’ll find it at sta- 
tions, and in the rest rooms them- 
selves. You'll also find toilet facili- 
ties that are complete and clean— 
“home clean.” 


school would have to serve as her wed- 
ding dress. She was unhappy as only 
twenty can be at the prospect. 

She walked slowly through the fields 
to the house, and the tears glistened on 
her brown cheeks. She hadn’t any right 
to be here wasting time, looking up at 
the windy blue sky, listening to the breeze. 
She must get back and help her mother 
with dinner. 

She whistled to the nondescript old dog 
who had followed her from the house and 
started across the fields. She saw, nearing 
the house, that the mailman’s car was 
traveling along the dusty road, edged with 
the sunshine of goldenrod. He. stopped at 
their box. There was something in his 
hand—a package. 

Ann ran, a tall, graceful long-legged 


irl. 

“Tt’s for you,” said the mailman, smiling, 
“from your kin in Riverfield.” 

Her father’s relatives, the Cannons, 
lived in Riverfield. Ann took the box, some 
farm papers, a letter, and a circular, and 
went up to the house. The leaves of the 
tall lilacs were dusty, and there were zin- 
nias by the door. There were maples in 
the big front yard, and the old house, a 
mellowed red, sat well back from the 
public road. It had its own drive, rutted 
and narrow. 

Ann went into the kitchen to find her 
mother. She cried, waving her package, 
“Look, it’s something from Kate Cannon— 
and a letter from her—for me!” 

“She’s been Kate Bellows since June,” 
said her mother. “Well, open it, and let’s 
see what it is.” 


T WAS a raspberry-colored evening 

frock with a silver jacket. 

“T’ve been careful of it,” said the note, 
“and I hope you'll be as happy with it as 
I was. Perhaps Cousin Gertrude can make 
it over for you, Ann. I hope so. I couldn’t 
wear it again for ages. I’m going to have 
a baby next spring. So I want you to have 
it. ’ll be too busy to go to dances...” 

“It’s beautiful!” whispered Ann. 

Her mother took the frock and held it 
up to the light. She said, “There isn’t a 
spot on it.” She laid it over a straight- 
backed chair and looked at Ann. 

And Ann asked, breathless, “Why can’t 
I be married in it?” 

The tears were close to her blue eyes. 
Her mother said, smiling: “Well, we'll 
see. It is hardly a wedding dress as it is, 
but I'll take it down to Mrs. Donner to- 
morrow. Maybe she can make it over.” 
Her own eyes filled suddenly. “I do want 
you to have a pretty dress, Ann,” she said 
wistfully. “It’s every girl’s right. If things 
hadn’t been so bad—” 

Ann took her in her strong young arms. 
“Tt doesn’t matter. After all, I'd marry 
Dick in my blue cotton or my overalls, 
Mom, if I hadn’t anything else. I wouldn’t 
care, really. But now—I’ve this, and I’m 
sure Mrs. Donner can fix it. It’s the pret- 
tiest dress I ever saw.” 

She’d like Dick to see her in it, just 
once. A really pretty dress. She knew that 
he thought she was pretty, although he 
rarely found the words in which to tell 
her so. Perhaps if she stood up with him 
in the farmhouse parlor before Pastor 
Adams in this dress—perhaps he’d tell her 
so. Afterward, when they were alone. 

No honeymoon. Not at harvesttime. 
Just friendly people in to wish her well 
and toast her in Mrs. Carter’s dandelion 
and elderberry wine. There’d be sand- 
wiches and cake and laughter. And after- 
ward they’d get in Dick’s Ford and drive 
home. Some day they’d take a trip to Bos- 
ton, perhaps. And some winter when 
things were really good again, if they 
could get someone to stay with old Mrs. 
Fancher, she and Dick planned to drive 
to Florida and stay in a tourist camp by 


a blue, blue sea, a sea they’d hear all nighi 
long, singing to the wind in the palm trees. 

It was suppertime on their wedding day 
when they reached the house on the hill. 
Neither was hungry, but there was the 
hired man to feed, and Mrs. Fancher. Ann 
went up to the big bedroom which was 
hers and Dick’s. She must take off the 
raspberry-colored frock and put on some- 
thing sensible. You can’t cook in a silver 
jacket. 

Dick stood watching her. She had to ask 
him to help her with the tricky little 
fastening at the back. He drew her close 
and held her. He said, “You’re too pretty 
for a farmer’s wife, Ann.” 

‘Not this farmer,” said Ann, and kissed 


him. 

She shooed him out of the way and dis- 
appeared into the clothes closet. When she 
came out, she had on the old blue ging- 
ham, clean, faded, and becoming. All her 
things were here. She’d brought them 
over yesterday and set them in order. It 
wasn’t hard to move, just over the hill. 

“There,” she said. “Do I look like a 
farmer’s wife now?” 

He kissed her again. “And just as pret- 
ty,” he told her. 

Ann sighed happily. She had had her 
moment, in silver and crushed raspberry. 
It had been beautiful. She would always 
eegae it. But she was content in ging- 

am. 


ae said, going down to the kitchen with 
his arm about her waist, “I'll never 
wear it again.” 

“Of course you will. There'll be dances 
at the Grange and all sorts of times.” 

“No, I just wanted it for this once,” she 
told him, and could not explain why an- 
other time would be an anticlimax. “I 
must find someone to give it to.” 

In the kitchen she went about her sup- 
per preparations. Here were the plates she 
had stacked so neatly yesterday. There 
was cold ham in the icebox . . . She’d 
make coffee and get out some of her own 
preserves. 

Dick looked at his young wife with 
happy, possessive eyes. He’d work so hard 
for her always. 

She said, her brows drawn with concen- 
tration, “I wonder if Aggie Schmidt—” 

“What about her?” asked Dick, aston- 
ished. 

“They’re so poor,” said Ann, putting the 
coffee on the stove. “She never has any- 
thing nice.” 

“There’s talk about her,” Dick sug- 
gested a little awkwardly. “Not that you 
can believe everything you hear.” 

“Of course you can’t,” agreed Ann 
loyally. “And anyway—she has such a 
mean time, Dick. Her father’s always 
drunk, and her mother just lies in bed 
half the time and cries. I don’t know 
what’s wrong with her. Doctor Peters 
doesn’t either. Aggie came to church the 
other day, and she looked so peaked and 
thin and frightened. She’s a real pretty 
girl, too, or could be. I asked her why 
she didn’t come to the socials and the 
Grange and all that. She said she didn’t 
have anything to wear.” 

Ann stopped. She was remembering 
what else Aggie had said, tossing her head 
defiantly. “If I could only get out of here,” 
she’d cried, “and go to the city, 'd have 
plenty to wear then.” 

“Maybe she’d like my dress,” Ann 
thought. 

Maybe it would give her back her hope 
and her courage and her self-respect; 
maybe some man would see her with new 
eyes, maybe— 

Later that evening Ann went to the 
closet door and looked at the dress with 
the silver jacket. She put out her hand 
and touched it. It was a lovely dress. She 
would remember it always, and so, she 
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You can protect every square inch of fabric 
from moths with Di-chloricide—and at a cost 
of only a few cents per garment, when used as 
directed. Moths and moth worms actually die 
in Di-chloricide. Also, because Di-chloricide 
comes in fine crystals, it releases its vapor 
quickly and gives more positive protection. 


Ask your Druggist 


for Di-chloricide today. 
A pound protects an 
average trunk full of 
clothes. P. S. Di-chlori- 
cide is ideally suited for 
application with most vac- 
uum cleaner attachments. 
Merck & Co. Inc., Man- 
ufacturing Chemists, 
Rahway, New Jersey. 
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what makes toast really delicious. 

bread traveling every second—up and down an 

out subtle new flayors. Here’s toast to tempt everyone 
Toast-O-Lator is completely automatic; nothing else like it! No 
bells, no popping. Bread goe 

Electric Mfg. Company, Dept. 15, Ampere, N. J. 


out. Thick or thin, light or 
Easy to clean, 

Lator at your dealer 

Write us for free booklet 
tions for breakfast, lunch, 
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believed, would Dick. But he would love 
her always and forever in gingham and 
cotton, in the silk-for-Sunday that he had 
promised to buy her, in the blue overalls 
she would wear when she helped him in 
the fields. The dress must go on to some= 
one who needed it—to Aggie Schmidt. She 
shook it slightly, and it seemed to her that 
a faint fragrance came to her from it, as 
evanescent as young dreams, and as sweet. 
Ann closed the closet door as she heard 
Dick calling her. She forgot the dress, she 
forgot everything, thinking of him. 


ie THE city a day or so later, a tall 
blonde model whom everyone called 
Sally was getting ready for her wedding. 
She was alone in the little flat she shared 
with two other girls. They had gone off 
to work after kissing her and wishing her 
all the best. Reba, a secretary downtown, 
had given her a bright blue costume ban- 
gle, and May a little old gold pin. Some- 
one else had lent her a chiffon handker- 
chief. Something old and something new, 
something borrowed and something blue. 
The new thing was her tailored suit, 
bought at the shop at the discount. 

Her sister would come over from Flat- 
bush to stand up with her, and Jim would 
bring his best friend, Bert, to the City 
Hall. They would be married there at 
noon. Then they would go out to Long 
Island and spend two weeks at a shack 
on Peconic Bay a friend had loaned them. 

Sally looked around the room in which 
she stood. 

She would miss Reba and May, she 
would miss the shop and the other models. 
It would be a long time before she would 
accustom herself to doing nothing—or 
very little. But— 

Either that, or lose Jim. And she 
couldn’t lose Jim. She mustn't, not ever. 

She looked at herself in the mirror. 
“You don’t look as if you were going to 
be married,” she thought. But her eyes 
laughed back at her, excited and radiant. 

The buzzer sounded sharply. That was 
Jim. She pressed the release button and 
stood there waiting, her heart beating 
very fast. She thought: “I wish I were 
being married in white, with a veil and 
orange blossoms. I wish ee 

Suddenly, as Jim’s footsteps sounded on 
the stairs, she remembered the white-and- 
silver frock, the frock Jenny Wilbur had 
bought. The frock that Jenny hadn’t 
needed and Sally had loved. The frock 
that had set her to thinking, oddly enough, 
that perhaps after all Jim was right in his 
crazy, masculine reasoning. 

What had become of that dress? she 


wondered. It had been so beautiful. Would } 


she ever have one like it? Probably not, 
she thought, looking ahead into the years, 
neither reluctant nor afraid. 

Then she forgot all about Jenny Wilbur 
and the white-and-silver dress, because 
the door opened and Jim came in, smiling 
at her, on her wedding day. 


“Such an economical 
way to get windows 
really clean!” 


You'll be surprised at the number 
of windows you can clean with an 
inexpensive and long-lasting Cake 
of Bon Ami. But even more impor- 
tant than its economy, is the fact 
that Bon Ami Cake cleans glass 
quickly and thoroughly yet leaves 
no dust-catching oily film behind. 
What’s more, Bon Ami Cake has a 
special polishing action all its own. 
Your windows are really polished as 
well as crystal clear! 

Try Bon Ami Cake on your wind- 
shield where clear vision is so im- 
portant. Makes driving safer. 


Bon Ami Cake 


leaves no oily film.. polishes as it cleans 


“hasn't 
scratched 
yet!” 


you to remove messy sink waste 
without soiling your hands. It col- 
lects refuse automatically, can be 
lifted out with one finger—or made 
to act as drain or stopper by a flip 
of the handle. Makes an unpleasant 
job easy. Can’t clog or get out of 
order, Fits all sinks, Installed by your 
plumber ina jiffy. Write for Free 
Descriptive Folder. Bridgeport Brass 
Co., Dept. C-6, Bridgeport, Conn, 
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@ Instead of buying shelf 
paper and then edging—get 
both with TWO-IN-ONE Shelf 
Paper. Covers the shelf and decorates 
it in one simple, economical operation. 
China-white surface with varnished 
edge. Colorful designs to make your 
shelves sparkle. 12 ft. length—1LO0c, 
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CLOTHS—At good house- 
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Gallant Lady 


(Continued from page 39) 


strenuous jobs, and for several days had 
worked in both pictures at once. She re- 
hearsed the reading of that radio script 
about twelve hours, and her appearance 
in the part marked a peak in the series 
of broadcasts. 

To prepare herself to play the Empress 
Carlotta in Juarez, she read The Phantom 
Crown and another two-volume chronicle 
of the ill-fated Mexican empire. 

“You see, I feel that Carlotta was the 
regal one,” she said. “She wasn’t born a 
Hapsburg. Maximilian was. Because he 
was born to an imperial house, all the 
trappings of monarchy didn’t mean_so 
much to him as they meant to her. But 
I had to tone her down a bit, because Mr. 
Aherne as Maximilian was such a regal 
figure that I didn’t think we both dared 
to be so majestic!” 

Bette may tone Carlotta down a bit, but, 
even so, the role is a great one. 

It is well to recall the early events in 
Carlotta’s life that set the stage for her 
dramatic entrance into the Mexican scene. 
Consider her as she was in the begin- 

ing, an exquisite bride in Maximilian’s 
marble palace at Miramar, near Trieste. 
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THE POWER OF WORDS 


is something that all of us re- 
spect but few of us have. If you 
want to learn how to acquire it, 
don’t miss the fascinating ar- 
ticle—complete with tests—on 


IMPROVING YOUR 


VOCABULARY 
By ARCHIBALD HART, PH.D. | 


COMING NEXT MONTH 
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That palace stood on a promontory beside 
the blue Adriatic—a seascape so alluring 
that Carlotta’s dilettante husband was 
ever trying to capture its beauty on can- 
vas. But the girl cared less for the lovely, 
peaceful environment than did her 
scholar-prince. In her own spirit storms of 
ambition were stirring. 

“What a pity, Max,” she said, interrupt- 
ing his painting, “that you are not in your 
brother’s place. You would be the enlight- 
ened ruler of the future.” 

Franz Joseph, her husband’s older 
brother, was already Emperor of Aus- 
tria, but Max was only an archduke with- 
out a kingdom. The gayest, most charming 
court in Europe paid homage to the Em- 
press Elizabeth, while Carlotta, wife of 
the younger brother, had to content her- 
self with a lonely palace by the sea. 

There was another reason for discon- 
tent—something that was to shadow their 
lives and frustrate her grand ambition 
later. Many months had passed since the 
honeymoon. Max’s mother was politely | 
inquiring when he should have an heir. | 
And Carlotta had no answer to give her. } 

Fortunately for her there was the ex- | 
citement of visitors from the Court of | 
Louis Napoleon, Emperor of France. | 
Among them was Montares, a wealthy, | 
reactionary leader of Mexico, who com- | 
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Dainty open-toe san- 
dal in white kid or 
black patent. 
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give no hint of the 
comfort arch features 
within. Try them and 
you will thank the 
Natural way. Write 


for dealer’s name. 


Hidden cushions and 
Natural arch make 
walking delightful 


Natural Bridge Shoemakers 
Division of Craddock - Terry 
Shoe Corp. ... Lynchburg, Va. 
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REMOVE CORNS 


—without using 
pads or knife 





Just drop Freezone on any tender, touchy 
corn, Quickly it stops aching. Then in a 
few days you can lift that old, bothersome 
corn right off with your fingers. A bottle of 
Freezone costs a few cents at any drug 
store and is sufficient to remove most hard 
corns, soft corns, and calluses, Try it. 


FREEZONE 







plained at the dinner table that his coun- 
try had had fifty-two revolts in forty 
years, and that the present leader, the 
Indian, Juarez, was the worst of all revo- 
lutionists. Then Montares threw out his 
baited hook: “The sole hope of Mexico is 
that some European prince of great name 
will consent to rule over the nation as 
emperor.” 

Suddenly Carlotta realized that Mon- 
tares was an agent sent by Napoleon to 
offer Maximilian the crown of Mexico. 
Eagerly she urged her husband to accept. 

A French army was ordered to Vera 
Cruz to protect these innocent dupes of 
the throne of France in their violation of 
the Monroe Doctrine. The peons seemed 
dazed and submissive. Except for the omi- 
nous black vultures hovering over their 
heads Maximilian and Carlotta would 
have thought their enthronement as Em- 
peror and Empress of Mexico flawless in 
its success. 

But Maximilian’s mother had had the 
shrewdness and foresight of a mother of 
kings. What country would look with 
favor on a king and queen with no heir 
to the crown? It was more than Carlotta 
could bear to hear her husband’s Mexican 
advisers proposing that, since the Empress 
was barren, the monarchs should please 
the people and thwart the revolutionist 
Juarez by adopting the youngest grand- 
son of the former Emperor, Iturbide. 


EANWHILE in the United States the 
Civil War was raging. There was no 
American ambassador in Mexico City 
while the couple played at being mon- 
archs. That was ominous enough, but 
the diplomatic sky became darker each 
day. At last the royal couple found out 
that the American government intended, 
as soon as the war was over, to give mili- 
tary support to Juarez in driving the 
French troops—and with them Maximil- 
ian—out of America. And that knowl- 
edge leads up to the great climax of the 
motion picture. 

That climax gives Bette Davis a chance 
to lose her mind again on the screen. No 
one who saw her go to pieces on the wit- 
ness stand in Border Town will forget the 
force of her performance. Her Carlotta is 
even more vivid. 

With Carlotta, of course, there was no 
complete mental disintegration. Her mind 
remained always quick, lucid, and rational 
except for her one obsession, that Na- 
poleon was trying to poison her. Her in- 
ability to bear a child, the troubles she 
and her husband faced in Mexico, had 
done much to upset her already unsteady 
mental balance. In the picture the transi- 
tion from slight neurasthenia to madness 
comes at the end of a scene between Car- 
lotta and Napoleon. Carlotta denounces 
the Emperor, screaming her hatred of 


him, and then falls to the floor in a faint. |. 


Water is brought to her. She looks at the 
glass and cries out that Napoleon is offer- 
ing her poison. 

Bette’s playing of the scene cost her 
the use of her voice for several days, and 
electrified the workers on the set. The 
still pictures of her in costume and make- 
up as Carlotta show great beauty of face. 
She has been beautiful before when her 
part called for it, but Carlotta’s coal- 
black wig, plumed hats, and billowing 
skirts make Bette Davis particularly 
striking. 

This imperial role gives proof—if any 
is needed—that Bette Davis has come a 
long way in a very short time. The neu- 
rotic girl in Fog Over ’Frisco, the cockney 
Mildred in Of Human Bondage, the blond- 
ined murderess in Border Town, the 
spoiled, proud Southern belle in Jezebel, 
and now the regal Carlotta—these are 
the guaranty of distinguished perform- 
ances yet to come. 


‘VERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 
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e Lashes are the “beauty zone” 
of your eyes — sleek and shining, 
they promise enchantment, and a 
lure to romance! Add a new bril- 
liance with Kurtene! This rich, 
scientific cream helps to keep 
lashes soft and supple, to prevent 
brittleness and adds luxuriance. 
(And a touch to your lids leaves 
them dewy and glistening, in the 
movie-star fashion! ) 

And, first aid to exciting new 
lash-appeal, curl your lashes pro- 
vocatively with the one and only 
Kurtasu! Used together, Kur- 
LASH and KurLENE make the per- 
fect eye-beauty team. Get both in 
the new Lash Twins Kit, $1.50. 
FREE — your personal eye make-up 


chart! Write to Jane Heath, Dept. J-6, 
giving color of hair and eyes. 


KURLASH 


THE KURLASH COMPANY, INC. 
Rochester, N. Y. Canada, Toronto, 3 
The Only Complete Eye-Beauty Line 


COPYRIGHT 1939, THE KURLASH €O., INC. 


Hair that has 
oY =X-14] LE Paste 


@ Don’t put up with “apology” hair any longer. 
Nobody believes you when you say, “I can’t do a 
thing with my hair.” Because thousands know 
you can! Just a few simple treatments at home 
will work wonders with hair that’s been abused. 
You can restore natural softness by using the same 
method professional hairdressers use .. . the alkali- 
free, latherless Admiracion Oil Shampoo! 

Don’t confuse Admiracion with soapy shampoos. 
Admiracion Shampoo makes no lather... contains 
no alkali or harsh chemicals. With a single applica- 
tion, the film that hides the beauty of your hair is 
washed away. Uaruly hair is left so soft and man- 
ageable, it sets beautifully after washing. Ask 
your druggist for Admiracion Oil Shampoo and 
if your hair doesn’t wake up with new beauty, new 
softness . . . if there isn’t new spring in your curls 

. we’llrefund your money. Admiracion Labora- 
tories, Harrison, New Jersey. 
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HAND KNITTING 

AR FOR SPORT SUITS - COATS+ DRESSES 
Satisfaction or Money Refunded, 

Get acquainted offer—2 balls white Angora, $1. 

Our yarns are lst Grade quality. Specialists for over 25 yrs, 

J.C. VARN CO., Dept. GH-6, 
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Theyre Off 


(Continued from page 27) 
her companion, a high-school adolescent 
in slacks and no headgear at all, into the 
stands. We pass the parimutuel windows 
where crowds are lined up, buying the 
tickets which represent their bets on the 
next race. We notice that the biggest 
crowds are before the $2.00 windows, not 
the $25.00 or $100.00 windows. Most of the 
betters look like people who can’t afford 
much. There are a good many refreshment 
stands, and big signs indicating that no 

- liquor will be sold to minors. 

‘As we enter the stands, facing the track, 
we are breathless. Nothing could be more 
beautiful than this great oval with its beds 
of blue flowers, of orange flowers and 
white flowers, all backed by mist-hung 
mauve and golden hills. Beyond the track 
a herd of cattle is grazing placidly. 

It’s a day to be out-of-doors in the 
California sunshine. It’s a day for con- 
tentment and recreation. But somehow 
that’s not the way you feel at Santa Anita. 
Here are at least 10,000 people. They are 
very quiet. There are no sounds of gaiety. 
You never hear laughter. You see tense 
faces, poker faces, anxious faces. But the 
happy faces are rare. It’s not like the 
crowds at a baseball game, or even at a 
prize fight. You know this isn’t a sport; 





this is a place where something pretty 
serious, quite important, is going on. 

And so it is. Eight horses are racing 
around that brown earth track. Ten thou- 
sand pairs of eyes watch. The loudspeaker 
in front of the stands intones: “At the 
stretch Burbank is ahead by a length. 
Tag-along is second, but Persian Sam is 
coming up. Persian Sam passes Tag-along. 
Persian Sam is neck and neck with Bur- 
bank...” 

As Persian Sam wins by a nose, three 
people who have been pushing against us, 
leaning forward, breathing heavily, relax 
and sigh. Let’s follow them home. 


i bets first one is a shabby middle-aged 
‘ man. His felt hat shows signs of many 
rains, his brown suit never was expensive. 
But there’s brightness on his face. He’s 
played Persian Sam “on the nose.” He 


















coliects and hurries away. When he 
reaches home, one of those thousands of 
little white boxes with a brave square of 
garden, he is burdened with a big paper 
parcel of gardenias and violets, a huge 
round ribboned box of candy. 

“Edna! Persian Sam came in!” he cries, 
bringing his offerings. Edna, his wife, 
wipes the pie dough off her hands and 
the frown off her forehead. She did need 
a new coat, and the kitchen linoleum is 
so worn it’s a menace to life and limb, 
but it’s sweet of Joe to want to please 
her, and not to go drinking his winnings, 
like Frances Thompson’s husband. Edna’s 
resigned to making the best of it. 

The second person who’s been oblivious 
to the fact that her elbows in our ribs are 
sharp is a woman. She’s fiftyish and un- 
remarkable. Her hair is drab, and so are 
her clothes. Her chin sags, her shoulders 
sag, and her heavy figure sags. She loiters 
on her way home. At the door is the rent 
collector. 

“P’'m sorry,” she says. “I can’t pay you 
that other fifteen dollars today.” 

The rent collector is a tired little 
Milquetoast. “Mrs. Simms, you said you’d 
have it today if I’d only wait.” 

“T know. I did have it. My daughter sent 
it to me. But I had a hot tip on Tag-along, 
and I thought I could make enough to | 
pay her back. She’s got a baby coming, 
and they don’t have so much.” | 

We don’t like to think of that rent col- | 
lector going back empty-handed to the | 
boss, or the scrimping young mother, so 
we turn our attention to the third person 
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BERRY 


2 cups sliced or crushe 14 cup sugar 
berries, * pee f 1/4 teaspoon salt 
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to make 2 14 cups. Combine 2% " 
in saucepa 
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berry ripens, this recipe becomes 1 


genuine Minute Tapioca. 


i i ream soon 
Another priceless idea—try eee = ee 
i ned fresh fruits or a d oe 
eT eal And a little fruit goes such a long 
com ! 


ckage. 
See Minute Tapioca Cream recipe on packas' 


@ Every time a new 
Only be sure to use 







MI: 
TAPIOCA 










And send—now—fot a 


FREE 


. * ' 
e-working recipes: 


iracl 
Brand-new cook book of 58 ag H. 6-39, Battle 


Address General Foods, Pete vjaresst Gene rai 


i u live in ‘ 
ae a ‘Oat. Offer expires Dec. 31, 















s your skin atthe 





“CRITICAL AGE”? 


Sometime between 20 and 40 a 
woman’s skin starts to look old. 
Then—more than any other time “ca 
—you need Ambrosia’s gentle, stimulating help. 
‘Ambrosia promotes skin health by cleaning 
thoroughly yet safely. Contains no grease, ho 
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NOW for hotel, 
and institutional 





field. 


Salaries up to $1,500 
to $5,000 yearly, living often in- 
cluded. Previous experience proved 
unnecessary. Qualify at home, in 
leisure time. National Placement 
Service FREE of extra charge. Write 
name and address in margin and 
mail this ad today for FREE Book. 
Check positions in which you're in- 


terested. 
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LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Room TL-2413 Washington, D. C. 
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NEW...a CREAM DEODORANT 


which safely 


STO PS under-arm PERSPIRATI 0 N. 


. Does not harm dresses, does 
not irritate skin. 


. No waiting to dry. Can be used 
right after shaving. 


. Instantly checks perspiration 
1to3 days. Removes odor from 
perspiration, keeps armpits dry. 


A pure, white, greaseless, stain- 
less vanishing cream. 


Arrid has been awarded the 
Approval Seal of The Ameri- 
can Institute of Laundering 
for being harmless to fabric. 





39%. 


Also in 10¢ and 59¢ jars 


15 MILLION jars of Arrid 


have been sold...Trya 
jar today—at any store 
which sells toilet goods. 


MOI eel 
BRIDE 52 HOUSE 


Before the World’s 
Fair Crowds Arrive 


HERE’S room in the 34 rooms 
of the Bride’s House for all— 


but you should come as soon as 
you can, before everybody in New 
York gets there! 


Youll want time fer an unhur- 
ried, leisurely visit—time for note 
taking, time for questions, time 
for picturing your home redeco- 


rated, refurnished, re-equipped. 


So come as soon as you can—and 
of course stay as long as you like. 


Leading department stores, house- 
furnishing stores and decorators 
will gladly supply you with com- 
plimentary admission cards. (Ad- 
mission without card 40 cents.) 


THE BRIDE'S “HOUSE 


Offered the Home-Lovers of 
America by 
HOUSE BEAUTIFUL 
Savoy-Plaza Hotel 
11% Bast Seth Street, IN. Y¥. 


AKKID 





Have You Made 
Your First Visit 
to House Beautiful’s 


IVORY WASHABLE HOUSE? 


N A few weeks, HOUSE 

~BEAUTIFUL’S Ivory Wash- 
able House at the new PEDAC 
at Rockefeller Center will be 
transformed. 


Every piece of furniture, drapery, 
upholstery fabric, floor covering 
will be replaced by new, entirely 
distinct but equally colorful, 
equally washable merchandise. 


Don’t miss the current showing— 
it’s attracting crowds of inter- 
ested visitors, who are finding 
practical ideas and suggestions in 
every room of this completely 
washable house. Come now and 
come again. 


HOUSE BEAUTIFUL’S 
IVORY WASHABLE HOUSE 
International Building 


Rockefeller Center 
New York 
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who kept pushing us with unconscious 
rudeness. 

Johnny’s a lad about sixteen, and he’s 
bet two dollars on Pink Lady, a filly that 
didn’t even smell the dust of the winners. 
Johnny is an office boy. He’s “borrowed” 
a couple of dollars worth of stamps from 
the office; sold them; told his employer 
his mother was sick; and come out to the 
races. 

Here, then, we have a glimpse of the 
way the race track affects little lives. 
Winning is of no fundamental value. Los- 
ing is serious not only to the individuals 
who lose but to those associated with 
them: their families, their employers, 
those to whom they owe legitimate debts, 
and society as a whole. For the due proc- 
ess of law is expensive. Eviction for non- 
payment of rent is a charge on the tax- 
payers. Juvenile delinquency is costly. 

It isn’t like that in every case, of course. 
Those visitors from Kansas City who came 
out in the big limousine have lost about 
$300 each, and the party that piles into 
the cream-colored roadster have won 
considerably more. They all meet in a 
night club, equally unconcerned. They 
have suites at the expensive hotels, and 
bellhops, filling staticns, restaurants, 
florists, and the proprietors of bars are 
all happy to see them. - 


Bu all the good fortune and all the 
tragedy brought by those fleet horses 
do not come only to those who crowd the 
stands at the track. The vast majority of 
bets placed on horse races are not made at 
the parimutuel windows at the race track. 
They are made with bookies, illegal as 
speakeasies in Prohibition days, and far 
more prevalent and prosperous. 

A booking room is an exciting place. 
In the morning the “rundown sheet’ is 
posted, showing the races, the distances, 
the post positions of the horses, etc. Callers 
bawl out any changes in weight, call off 
the weather and track conditions. The 
booking shops take bets and pay off after 
the races have been run. 

In some cities bookie shops aren’t open 
to the customers. They’re often raided, 
and they may have to move quickly to 
avoid a raid—even between races. So 
they’re just telephone numbers. They 
take bets on the phone. 

How can you make a bet on the tele- 
phone with someone you don’t know? It’s 
simple. At the corner tobacco shop, at 
the hairdresser’s, in your office, you'll 
probably find somebody who knows 
somebody who will “make arrangements.” 
Perhaps you have to put up ten dollars, 
just at first. You get a telephone number, 
and you call and say, “I want to play 
Tag-along across the board.” After the 
race, you call another number and get 
results, and the prices, if the bookie has 
them yet. Then you meet the person with 
whom you “made arrangements” and col- 
lect or pay, as the case may be. 

These bookie shops are outside the 
law. No portion of these bets goes into the 
state treasury! To exist, the bookmakers 
often have to bribe municipal officials. 
Consequently there’s not infrequently a 
close connection between bookie shops 
and corruption in local government. 

Remember—the most telling argument 
for legalized race-track gambling is the 
promise of substantial revenues for hard- 
pressed state governments. Let’s see what 
actually happens. Between $1,500,000,000 
and $2,000,000,000 is wagered on horse 
races each year, you recall. How much of 
that goes to the state? Here was the situa- 
tion in 1938: 

In the fifteen states where parimutuel 
betting has been legalized, only $270,- 
000,000 passed through the parimutuel 
machines. Of that sum, the fifteen states 
collected only $10,022,679. 
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Thousands of women 


brides a copy of. - - 
THE SETTLEMENT COOK BOOK 


— The Way to a Man’s Heart— 
compiled by Mrs. SmmoN KANDER 
because they know it is America’s most practical 
cook book. ‘The 3000 recipes, tested in a home 
kitchen, cover the food requirements of every family. 













who are daily users are giving 


That was the whole sum collected by | 
all fifteen states. Let’s see how the six 
states which have the largest race tracks 
fared. 

California led all states in the amount of 
money gambled across the parimutuel 
windows: $75,207,000 changed hands at 
her race tracks. Of that sum the tax yield 
was $3,008,000. 

In Florida the parimutuel “handle” was 
$34,252,000. Of this sum the state collected | 
$1,027,000. 

In Rhode Island $24,362,000 was bet | 
legally. The state collected $852,000 of it. 

New Hampshire’s portion of $10,907,000 
gambled at its tracks was $381,000. 

In the great horse-racing state of Ken- 
tucky, $11,405,000 was bet legally; but the 
state government took only $170,000 of 
it. 

Illinois records $39,280,000 in bets; and 
$545,000 as the state’s share of that sum. 

These figures definitely explode the 
argument that legalized racing brings in 
enough tax money to balance the state 
budget. True, the money is bet—but the 
state doesn’t get its share. Most of the 
bets are illegal—made in bookie shops. 

However, proponents of the race tracks 
are emphatic in asserting that money won 
or lost at the race track is not hidden in 
a horse blanket and buried. It goes into 
circulation. True, Joe bought his wife 
gardenias and chocolates when she needed 
a new coat and fresh linoleum on the 
kitchen floor. In the sum of things, how- 
ever, it simply means that the florist and 
the confectioner got the money instead 
of the department store. It’s true that 
Mrs. Simms lost her rent money, but the 
hotel and the shops which that party 
from Kansas City patronized were con- 
siderably better off. 

We'd like to know, then, if the com- 
munity as a whole benefits from the 
races, even though the tax take is only 
public pin money, and even though in- 
dividuals suffer. 

It’s difficult to get exact figures for 
cities such as Los Angeles or New Or- 
leans, but we can get them for smaller 
towns, and see the whole situation clearly. 
Harold O. Hatcher made a survey in 
Salem, New Hampshire, home of the 
Rockingham Park Track. In an analysis 
in “Social Action,’ Mr. Hatcher shows 
us these figures: 





Income from racing.........+-- $68,525.00 
License fees, property tax, 
jobs, board and room, transient 
business for restaurants, feed 
dealers, filling stations, etc. 
Cost to town and its citizens. . . $38,450.00 
Betting costs—200 Salem peo- 
ple (estimate) losing at the 
rate of $2.60 per day for 42 
days; betting costs; admission 
to track; extra fire and police 
protection; extra construction 
and upkeep of streets; and in- 
creased cost of charity aid. 





ae the town of Salem has an annual 
gain of $30,075 for its racing season . . . 
Well, then, isn’t the town better off? 
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Pain of CORNS, CALLOUSES, BUNIONS, 
Vanishes In One Minute! Stops Shoe Pressure. 


Stop suffering! Get the New Super-Soft Dr. Scholl's 
Zino-pads. 630% softer! These soothing, flexible 
Kurotex cushioned pads of downy softness instantly 
relieve painful corns, callouses, bunions; stop shoe 
friction and pressure and avoid “breaking-in” dis- 
comfort of new or tight shoes. New thin SEAL-TIP 
Scalloped Edge molds pad to toe; 
preyents wear and tear of sheer 
hosiery. Made with water-proof 
adhesive—don’t come off in bath, 
Separate Graduated Medications in- 
cluded for quickly, gently remov- 
ing corns or callouses. 

Big increase in quantity at NO 
EXTRA COST— only 35¢ at Drug, a 
Shoe, Department Stores. Sizes for New Seal-Tip 
Corns, Callouses, Bunions, Soft Scalloned Edge 
Corns between toes. 

FREE sample (please mention 
size wanted) write Dr. Scholl’s, 
Inc., Dept. Z-6, Chicago, Ill, 


NEW Super Soft 


Df Scholls 
Zino-pads 
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Use Iodent No. 2. It removes 
. most stubborn stains—even 
brownish smoke stains. 
Iodent polishes teeth to 
gleaming luster of 
money back. Guaran- 

teed safe—made by a 
Dentist; accepted 

by the American 
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Actually, Salem was the only town in | 
New Hampshire which could not meet its | 
state taxes last year. While other towns | 
in that commonwealth settle their relief | 
accounts with the local merchants within 
thirty days, Salem found itself about six 
months behind, and the state Comptrol- 
ler had to evolve a special arrangement 
for Salem’s relief payments. The town’s | 
relief bill increased from $7970 the first 
daily menu or the most formal occasion. | two years of the races there to $21,670 
Handy ae ae eae he cs the second two years. It was $23,000 be- 
your dealer or send check or money order | 1,+14 in the payments to its schools when 


direct. a : ; - 
| Mr. Hatcher made his investigation six 
THE SETTLEMENT COOK BOOK CO. | months or so ago. 


715 N. Van Buren St. Milwaukee, Wis. | 


Here the bride will find the answer to all her cooking 
needs. Many fine cooks advise The Settlement 
Cook Book as the best and most unusual book to 
give. The directions are simple and easy to follow 
and the results are assured. 

The Settlement Cook Book covers the entire 
field of cooking, baking, serving, pickling and pre- 
serving. It includes chapters on Infant Feeding, 
Diets for the Pre-School Child, and Invalid 
Cookery. . 

All the old favorites are here, together with 
the latest and most up-to-date recipes for the 


IODENT 


TO eg 


NO. 2 FOR TEETH HARD TO BRYTER 














NO. J FOR TEETH EASY TO Tala 








Have LOVELY EYEBROWS! 


en, bushy or too thick, oe 
remove i igder Tweez- 

ers! Sp 
Lock-G 
ders m 
able. At drug and 10c stores. { 
Get WIGDER! 





eae 


WAIL FILES * TWEEZERS © NAIL CLIPS SCISSORS 


We can figure this out for ourselves. 
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“There is a Maiden Form for Every Type of apn 


Maternity 


STYLE Boox FREE... 


ANE BRYANT Mater- 

nity clothes enable you 
to dress stylishly during all 
stages of maternity — and 
after baby comes as well. 


Designed to conceal condition 
and to provide for expansion. 


Latest styles in Dresses and 
Corsets. Alsoapparel for baby. 
Send coupon for FREE Book. 


LANE BRYANT 
m= Address Dept. 11 


Fifth Avenue at 39th Street, New York, N.Y. 
Please mail free copy of your Style Book (11) 
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KNITTING YARN AXx 


NEW 1939 SPRING and SUMMER YARNS FREE 
Standard for 30 Years. 
CLIVEDEN YARN Co. 

Dept. E-2, 711 Arch St., Philadelphia, Pa. 
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| Money does come into town, to be sure. 


Tourists, gamblers, race-track people all 
spend—lavishly. Some townspeople win 
money. However, when you balance the 
total gain to business against the total 
loss to business, the town is in the red. 
Simply because there are more Mrs. 
Simmses and Johnnys than there are big 
winners and big spenders from Kansas 
City. 

We test this by inquiring about it of 
individual merchants. We walk up and 
down Canal Street in New Orleans, into 
shoeshops, a department store, a radio 
shop, a millinery establishment, and so 
on. They are, with a very few exceptions, 
of a single opinion: the races do not do 
them any real good. It’s true that tran- 
sient trade benefits some of them, but 
the tourist purchases do not outweigh 
or even balance the loss in regular resi- 
dent day-by-day business during the long 
racing season. 

We hear the same story as we go to the 
great and fashionable shops in Los An- 
geles and Hollywood, and to the small 
low-priced ones. Last year some mer- 
chants posted billboards with the query, 
“Are you using your money to go to the 
race track or to pay your bills?” 

Cemmunity Chest officials confide that 
their patrons often fail to meet their 
pledges, because they use the money bet- 
ting at the race track. 

Bankers confess that savings accounts 
dwindle and deposits fall off during the 
racing season. ‘ 

Employers complain that betting on the 
horses demoralizes employees. Said the 
manager of a department store: “A num- 
ber of my employees have to be dismissed 
every racing season. They’re forever run- 
ning to the telephone, spending their 
time poring over form sheets, and worry- 
ing about their bets instead of keeping 
their minds on their jobs.” 


Sipe businessmen demolish the argu- 
ment that the race tracks and legalized 
betting are an asset to the community in 
that they bring in business from the out- 
side. The races bring in some business, 
but the local loss is far greater than the 
gain. 

There’s a crime cost. Sometimes peo- 
ple are like Johnny; they steal to get 
money for betting. 

The Director of Accounts of the Mas- 
sachusetts Department of Corporations 
and Taxes tells us that crime due to bet- 
ting isn’t confined to small fry. Says he: 

“In Massachusetts in the past two or 
three years we have had a shortage in 
New Bedford amounting to $32,000, 
which we believe was due to two things: 
the stock market and horse racing; in 
North Andover, a shortage of $41,000, 
which we felt sure was due to gambling 
on the horses; in Townsend, a shortage 
of $18,000, which the collectors state was 
due to betting on horses; in Worcester, 
a shortage of $38,000, which was likewise 
said to be due to gambling on the races. 
In my contact with the bonding company, 
I have been given to understand that these 
cases of public officials are only small 
items compared with the effect in ‘com- 
mercial lines.’ ” 

When Federal Justice James V. Allred 
was Governor of Texas, he buttressed 
these opinions in no uncertain terms. 
Said he, “During the seventeen months 
since this law (legalizing race-track bet- 
ting) was enacted, Texas has witnessed 
and suffered every evil . . . attendant 
upon gambling. The very foundation of 
morality and the character of our people is 
being undermined by legalized, commer- 
cialized, and advertised gambling. Within 
its shadow stalks every kind of racket- 
eering. The tout, the thug, have been 
brought within the law, and invade the 
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Don't Be Fat! 


Says Irene Rich - 


F you want to take 

off ugly fat easily 

and pleasantly all you 
have to do is— 


First .. . eat sensibly, 
which means you avoid 
over-eating. Second.. 
mix 34 of a glass of 
Welch’s Grape Juice 
with 14 of a glass of 
water and drink before 
meals and at bedtime. 
The grape sugar helps 
satisfy your hunger, 
avoid over-eating, and 
reduce caloric intake. 
There are no strenuous 
exercises or taking 
drugs. Yet!—in a test 
conducted by Dr. Dam- 
rau with this method 
among a group of in- 
telligent and coopera- 
tive people who fol- 
lowed directions implic- 
itly, an average weight 
lossofsevenpoundswas 
registered per month. 
This remarkable meth- 
od is just as beneficial 
and effective for over- 
weight men as it is for 
overweight women. 
There is only one thing 
to watch. Eatsensibly, 
which means you avoid 
over-eating;andbesure 
to use Welch’s Grape 
Juice—always made 
from the pick of the 
grape crop; always full 
strength; always pure. 


Try This Amazing Welch’s Tomato Juice 


If you think all Tomato Juice is alike, try 
Welch’s new, vitamin-rich Tomato Juice. It is 
so rich and thick you can add 14 water or ice 
and still have a most delicious Tomato Juice. 

IRENE RICH On the Air—Every 


Sunday—N. B. C. See your local 
paper for time and station 


Irene Rich, lovely star 
of the screen and radio, 
now past 40, weighs the 
same as she did at 16. 
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DRESSING WELL ON PRACTICALLY NOTH- 
ING? Would you 
like always to feel 
well-dressed? Of 
course you would. 
And it needn’t 
cost much. Here’s 
all youhavetodo: 
First, know your- 
self, your good points and your faults; 
next, know what lines will bring out - 
the one and help conceal the other; 
finally, plan your clothes on a budget. 





Dressing True to Type......... ee Le 

Lines ‘and the Figuréy : 3.2 .te.. deen 15¢ 

Budgets for Alle ee eek eee ee 
Ne 


Send stamps, check, or money order to 
Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 
57th St. at 8th Avenue, N, Y. 




















e INVITATIONS—ANNOUNCEMENTS 
AT SPECIAL PRICES 
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G. OTT ENGRAVING CO., 1078 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


realm of decency. Embezzlements, sui- 
cides, swindling, and social disasters have 
followed in a dire chain of events. 

“The consequences are uniformly de- 
structive. Public officials have been in- 
dicted for embezzlement, traceable, I un- 
derstand, to losses at the race track. 
Trusted employees in private business 
institutions have checked up short. Mer- 
chants and businessmen find it more diffi- 
cult to collect their accounts than before 
the passage of this act. Uniformly they re- 
port that employees and customers alike 
pour not only their savings but their cur- 
rent earnings into legalized gambling in- 
stitutions.” 


January of this year. The law permitting 
race-track gambling was repealed in his 
state during his administration, though he 
had to call a special session of the legis- 
lature to put it through. So we go down 
to Houston to talk to him about it. It’s 
not that the Judge doesn’t like horses. 
Far from it! We’re somewhat astonished 
when we meet him: a young, straightfor- 
ward man with earnest eyes—and a bright 
red shirt, a white Stetson, cowboy boots, 
and an eight-year-old replica holding his 
hand! The new Federal Justice and his 
son are going to the rodeo. 


new Federal Justices are traditionally 
mute except when on the Bench, and 
Justice Allred is breaking no precedents. 
However, he makes it clear to us that he 
feels as strongly about this subject as 
he ever did. From his messages to the 
legislature, and in conversation with those 
in authoritative position, we learn what 
happened in Texas: ; 

The Texas law permitting race-track 
betting was passed when Mrs. Ferguson 
was Governor. It was a disappointment. 
In the first place, it never brought the 
expected revenues to the state. The pari- 
mutuels, touted, as usual, as a great source 
of revenue, never yielded more than 
$500,000 or $600,000 a year. The bulk of the 
betting in Texas, as elsewhere, went 
through illegal bookie shops. 

Nine out of ten Texas merchants said 
collections always dropped precipitately 
during racing meets. Practically every 
retail merchants’ association was opposed 
to it—though they were afraid to be 
quoted publicly. 


during the meets. 

Legitimate sports suffered. Attendance 
at ballgames and boxing and wrestling 
matches fell off. Even movie receipts were 
reduced. 

The Texas tracks were smaller than 
such great ones as Santa Anita or Church- 
ill Downs in Louisville, and did not draw 
the same high quality of breeders and 
owners. It was alleged that horses were 
often doped. On March 31, 1937, Gov- 


ernor Allred brought this fact to the at- | 


tention of his citizens. In a message to 
the legislature he stated: 
“TJ am in receipt of the following writ- 


ten information from Federal officers: ‘It | 


might be interesting to you to know that 
Clinton A. Briggs, who was training race 
horses at Alamo Downs during the last 
meeting, was arrested in San Antonio, 
Texas, on January 28, 1937, for receiving 
100 grains of heroin through the United 
States mails. It is my understanding that 
this defendant had been ruled off the 
race tracks but was at the time of his 
arrest by my officer training horses at 
Alamo Downs and using his father’s name 
as the actual trainer. Briggs was a nar- 
cotic addict at the time of his arrest... 

“‘Just as a matter of general informa- 
tion you are advised that numerous nar- 


cotic cases have been developed at the! 
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MATCHES WARM, PULSING 
COLOR OF HUMAN BLOOD 


Judge Allred served as Governor until 


Shows Thousands How to Win Loveliness 


Discovery of F rench Colorist 


Allure in Make-up—Utterly 


Oil-company executives said employees . 
constantly played the horses, lost interest | 
in their work, and were short of money | 


There is a new way of make-up that may help you 
win loveliness you never dreamed could be yours. 

This way is with a special type of cream rouge, 
developed in Paris by the famous colorist, Louis 
Philippe. This rouge actually matches the warm, 


| pulsing color of the human blood. As soon as you 


apply the proper shade it blends with your own 
natural skin tones. The result is a vibrant, glowing 
color that seems like a living part of you. So 
there is no longer any excuse for that artificial 
look that men despise. 

You need not apply Angelus Rouge Incarnat 
nearly as often. Being a cream rouge it will not 
brush off or blow off, but stays perfect for hours on 


ANGELUS LIPSTICK 
by 
Lovis Philippe 


Listen to “The Romance of Helen Trent’ week days at12:30 P. M., N. Y. Time, 








Changes All Cancepions of 
“Natural-Looking” in Effect 


end. There is no need for constant fussing or re- 
touching to keep yourself attractive. 

So try this way. Try especially the new color 
magic, Formal Red, Number 405. The matching 
shade in lipstick is Number 404. By day it is gay 
and enchanting — after dark mysterious, exotic 
... utterly compelling. 

And see the other gorgeous shades, too—like 
Framboise, Number 424—and Coronation Red, 
Number 401. What they 
will do foryourappear- 
ance is almost beyond 
belief. At all drug 


and departmentstores. 






CREAM ROUGE 
in colors to match 
the Lipstick 


Columbia Network. 
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Send for a copy of “Cosmetics Tested & Approved”. Use it as a buying 
guide to satisfaction and safety. 
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Service, 57th St. & 8th Ave., N. Y. 


COULD !I WRITE A 
BOOK ABOUT WORMS! 





I've whelped five families in my day — and sure 
as death and faxes, they've all had worms! But 
the Master's a great help on that score. 





“"Worms!"" he says, looking up from the Sergeant's 


DOG BOOK. "That means Sergeant's PUPPY 
CAPSULES."" So we dose the pups and the worm 
scare's over. Those capsules work — just the way 
SURE-SHOT CAPSULES clean me out! 
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That DOG BOOK and | have taught the Master 
plenty! The new edition has a swell article by 
_Albert Payson Terhune. Get your free copy at 
a drug or pet store — or with this coupon. 
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DOG MEDICINES 





POLK MILLER PRODUCTS CORP. 





Dept. GF-6, Richmond, Va. a 
Please send a free Sergeant’s DOG BOOK to: 
Namezer ease. ae eee eee EE 2 

a Address. a 

City. State a 


ee 


Cleans and preserves as it 
polishes — adds years of beauty 
to furniture, woodwork and Dh 
floors. Insist on O-Cedar! 











@ Silverware stays like new if you use 
Pro-Tex-Sil. This liquid protects against 
tarnish. It saves repeated cleaning. Easy 
to use, itis harmless to silver. Endorsed 
and sold by jewelers and department 
stores. Ask for it! Send 1ocents for sample 
bottle of Pro-Tex-Sil and booklet. Write 
today! Welmaid Mfg. Corp., Dept. 610, 
5852 Broadway, Chicago. 


_|PRO-TEX-SIL 


SAVES 





SILVER | 


race tracks throughout the United States, 
including the tracks in Texas. Some of 
these cases involved the “doping” of.race 
horses, and others involved peddlers deal- 
ing with addicts usually found following 
the races from city to city.’ 

“In addition to the tremendous danger 
in connection with the cruel doping of 
horses,” Governor Allred’s_ statement 
continued, “this narcotic traffic had be- 
come a menace to the welfare of our en- 
tire citizenship, particularly the children. 
I am informed that the traffic in mari- 
huana is constantly growing; that it is be- 
ing furnished to school children, and 
our present laws are inadequate to cope 
with the situation.” 

Now, then—we’ve made a quick survey 
of race-track gambling. We haven’t con- 
sidered the moral aspects of the subject, 
but only the economics of the problem, 
with its broader social aspects. 

We've seen that the arguments in fa- 
vor of legalized race-track betting do not 
hold water: 

It does not bring enough revenues to 
the coffers of the state to be worth the 
bookkeeping expenses. 

It is a liability, not an asset, to the busi- 
ness community. 

It increases the burden of charitable or- 
ganizations and public relief. 

It is a civic cost in terms of tax de- 
linquencies and crime. 

It causes poverty and misery not only 
to the poor who cannot afford to gamble 
but who cannot resist the temptation, but 
also to those associated with them. 

On the face of it, the sport of kings is 
a public plague. 


Light on Your Feet 


(Continued from page 172) 
it. In the meantime, it helps to rub the 
horny spot lightly with pumice stone after 
your bath. 

When your feet are swollen and aching 
and the soles burn from hours of standing, 
prompt comfort is what you need, and 
here are five ways to get it: 

Heels on high. If there isn’t time for 
anything else, take off shoes and stockings 
and lie down with your feet higher than 
your head. 

Exercise. To relieve tension in foot and 
ankle, sit down and remove shoes. Arch 
the left foot as much as you can, then 
push out with the toes and relax. Repeat 
several times, and then do the same with 
the right foot. 

Or try this: Extend the leg and shake 
the foot until it is limp. Repeat with the 
other foot. There are many other exercises 
to strengthen the feet, but these are espe- 
cially good for quick comfort and relaxa- 
tion. 

Massage. Aching feet enjoy massage. 
Rub cream or soothing lotion all over 
them. Then, bracing your thumb on the 
instep, work deeply into the ball of the 
feet and knead between bones of the in- 
step. Finish by stretching each toe. Now 
remove the cream with alcohol or witch 
hazel. How cool and good that feels to 
tired feet! 

Hot and cold plunge. Because it stimu- 
lates circulation, this is one of the best 
treatments for feet that hurt. You soak: 
your feet for a minute or two in hot water, 
then plunge them into cold water for a 
few seconds. Repeat five or six times. Dust 
with foot powder. 

Use cream or hand lotion freely on your 
feet. They will be much better looking 
when you keep them soft and smooth. 
Push back the cuticle daily, and give them 
a thorough pedicure once a week, finish- 
ing with a gay polish. You will be pleased 
at their handsome response to a little 
coddling. 
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‘Hear “Sunbrite Smile Parade”’ 
NBC Blue Network every Thursday p. m. 


MAKE BEAUTY CURLS AT HOME 
With Sunbrite’s New Curling Comb 
40¢ VALUE for only 1O¢ 


and three 
SUNBRITE 
labels 
Send to 
SUNBRITE 
Chicago 


Comb, curler, rat-tail 
«~~ all in one! Makes 
roll or pin curls 
EASILY! Detachable; 
hand-bag size. 





HOW TO BE YOUR OWN 
DECORATOR - $i 


By Helen Koues, 


Director 
Good Housekeeping Studio 


If the whys and 
wherefores of deco- 
rating beleaguer you 
—like the lady in 
the picture—here’s 
a book that is your 
answer to prayer. It 
has all the answers, 
and you can buy the 
chapters for 10c 
each, or a smart 
bound book for 
$1.00. 


CHAPTER I 
CHAPTER II 
CHAPTER Ili 


CHAPTER IV 
CHAPTER V 


CHAPTER VI —Color Schemes 

CHAPTER VII —Lighting 

CHAPTER Viil—Porches, Terraces, 
Rooms, Game Rooms 

CHAPTER IX —How to Make Your Own 
Draperies 

CHAPTER X Remodeling Points (floors, 

walls, furniture) 


63, 


—Principles of Decoration 

—Period Characteristics 

—Modern or Contemporary 
Decorating 

—Furniture Arrangement 

—Today’s Wall Finishes, Tex- 
tiles, Rugs 


Sun 


For chapters or complete book address Good 
Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 57th St. & 
8th Ave., N. Y. C. Complete book also avail- 
able at book stores. 





Roast Beef 


(Continued from page 137) 

The Meat Thermometer. Now, about 
meat thermometers. By following the 
roasting temperatures and time periods 
for roasts of different weights as given in 
our chart on page 137, you can be pretty 
sure of getting what we call a rare, me- 
dium, or well-done roast. (Our rare 
roasts are rosy red; our medium roasts, 
pink; and the well-done ones have only a 
trace of pink.) 

You will know, too, about when the 
meat should go into the oven in order 
to be done on time. However, because no 
two beef creatures were ever built ex- 
actly alike, the proportion of lean to fat 
in a given rib cut may vary from one 
time to the next. This may result in one 
roast’s being a little more or less well 
done than another, though cooked at the 
same temperature. The degree of ripen- 
ing of the meat may make a difference, 
too. So an Institute-approved meat ther- 
mometer helps, we find, to eliminate such 
uncertainties, since it registers the tem- 
perature inside the meat—about 140° F. 
for rosy rare, about 160° F. for pink me- 
dium, and 170° F. for well done. 

Of course individual tastes differ as to 
a rare, medium, or well-done roast. So if 
the roast that you get with these temper- 
atures is a little less well done than you 
like, try the next roast cooked to 5°, or 
more, higher. On the other hand, if roasts 
cooked to these temperatures are too well 
done for your liking, try the next one at 
5°, or more, lower. 

In using a meat thermometer, insert it 
through the fat side of the meat before 
it is put into the oven, first making a hole 
with a skewer in the center of the fleshy 
part. Then carefully insert the thermom- 
eter deeply enough so that the pointed 
end reaches the center of the meat. Don’t 
let the pointed end (bulb) touch bone, 
fat, or gristle. 

And here’s a tip that will help you to 
determine the depth to which the meat 
thermometer should be inserted to reach 
the exact center of the meat. Lay the 
thermometer against the cut side of the 
meat with the point at the center of the 
roast. Place your finger on that part of the 
thermometer which is now just even with 
the top of the roast, thus marking the 
place on the thermometer to which it 
should be inserted. 

And while you are learning all these 
things about beef roasting, there are a 
number of do’s and don’t’s that you should 
heed, also. 


Buy Good Roast Beef. If you will turn 
to my Visits To The Grocer page, page 146, 
you will find pointers on buying a good 
roast of beef. 


Don’t Forget The Bones. In ordering 
a rib roast of beef, be sure to ask for the 
bones, for it’s no trick at all to turn them 
into a delectable soup. Simmer them in 
cold water to cover, with a handful of 
soup greens (ask your vegetable man for 
them) until the vegetables are tender 
and you have a rich, flavorsome stock; 
replenish the water if necessary. Then 
remove the bones, season the soup to 
taste, and your soup course is all ready. 
The leftover bones from a cooked stand- 
ing rib can be used in the same way, of 
course. 


Don’t Use A Covered Roaster. No true 
roast is ever covered during roasting. If 
it is, the moisture from the meat will sur- 
round it, and you'll have a pot roast— 
not a true roast. So buy and use for 
your roast beef an uncovered baking or 
roasting pan, one of those which we 
have approved. (Continued on page 206) 


































Delicious Quaker Oats 


WINS NEW FAVOR AS | 
SUMMER BREAKFAS 


SCIENCE TELLS OF GREATER NEED OF 
VIFALIZING THIAMIN FOR ACTIVE DAYS 


Oatmeal Now Known 
Nature’s Richest Thrifty Source 
of Vitalizing THIAMIN witaminB,) 


Now, as never before, the delicious Quaker 
Oats breakfast is known as an ideal way to 
start each summer day. It’s a rich, econom- 
ical source of Thiamin—a vitalizing sub- 
stance important to sound nerves, good 
digestion, best health, normal growth in 
children. Thiamin is needed every day by 
everybody and it is now known that the 
more active we are the more vitalizing Thia- 
min we need. So give your family the benefit 
of Quaker Oats breakfasts, rich in Thiamin, 
beginning tomorrow. So deliciously appe- 
tizing! Ready so quickly, in only 2% min- 
utes. Saves you money—less than one-half 
cent per serving. Excellent, too, in muscle- 
building proteins. Rich in valuable min- 
erals, iron and phosphorus. High in food- 
energy. Quickly digestible. Remember to 
get a generous, economical package of 
Quaker Oats at your grocer’s right away. 


Quaker and Mother’s Oats 
Are the Same j 


They are identical in Thiamin 
content. They have the same 
famous, delicious flavor. 









UAKER OATS 


AMERICA’S POPULAR YEAR ROUND BREAKFAST 





Goop Housexeerinc has Guaranteed all 
products as advertised in its pages since 
1902. You will find this Guaranty in every 
issue on page 6. 


GUARANTEED| 
AS ADVERTISED ( 
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HOT FEET) 


To get real 
relief from 
perspiring, »« 
' tender, hot, = = 
i chafed or ie s 
sensitive feet, “=< ’ 
use Dr. Scholl’s Foot Powder. Puts 
} new life into your feet; eases new oF 
tight shoes; quiets corns, callouses, 
| bunions;helps dispel foot odors. 
Assists in keeping feet dry, which is 
essential inthe treatment of Athlete’s 
Foot. Makea habit of using it daily on 
your feet and in your shoes. Don’t 
accept a substitute. Sold everywhere. 
Large family-size can, 35¢. Also 10¢ 
4 size, Write for Dr. Scholl’s FREE Foot 
24 Book to Dr. Scholl’s, Inc., Chicago. 
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LIFE 1S MORE FUN IF 
YOU CAN BE SURE 
YOUR MAKE-UP STAYS 
LOVELY. BANISH FEAR 
OF MESSY MAKE-UP. 

USE THE HANDY NEW 
POWD'R-BASE STICK. 








POWD’R-BASE holds 
powder and make-up till 
removed. No nose shine; 
non-greasy; waterproof, 
Velvety, flattering. 


Rachelle, Flesh, Brunette and 
3 Rouge Tones. 10c-25c-50c-$1. 


PTE 
er ei 


Soornins 
REFRESHING 
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Give the MIRRO Bride Set 
The Ideal Wedding, Shower or Anniversary Gift 


This new set of MIRRO, the Finest 
Aluminum, combines all utensils 
necessary for baking, frying, boil- 
ing, roasting, and coffee-making. 

For weddings, showers and an- 
niversaries MIRRO aluminum is 
always welcome and the MIRRO 
Bride Set is perfect for an indi- 
vidual or a group of friends to 
give. MIRRO’s smart, modern 
styling keeps its handsome ap- 
pearance because MIRRO uten- 
sils are made of extra hard, extra 
thick, long wearing aluminum. 
Attractive gift card included with 
this MIRRO bride set. 


15% 


Extreme South and West, $16.95 set 
284-page MIRRO Cook Book 
Given with each set 


22-PIECE SET 


MIRRO 


THE FINEST ALUMINUM 


Regularly 
$19.70 





This complete MIRRO Bride Set 
consists of the following utensils: 
7-in. fry pan e 10-in. fry pan e 
2-qt. 5-in-1 pan set e@ 9-in. pie 
plate @ 6-qt. covered pot e 6-cup 
percolator e 1114-in.round roast- 
er with rack (4 to 6-lb. fowl or 
roast) © kitchen-size salt and 
pepper set @ 5%-qt. sauce pan @ 
1-qt. sauce pan e 114-qt. sauce 
pan @ set of 3 sauce pan covers @ 
8-in. square cake pan © 2-layer 
cake pans (934-in.) e 2-qt. whis- 
tling tea kettle e 3-qt. safety lid 
strainer pan @ 1l-cup measure 
2-cup Percolette. 


AT DEPARTMENT, HARDWARE AND HOUSEFURNISHING STORES 
ALUMINUM GOODS MANUFACTURING CO., 


MANITOWOC, WISCONSIN 








Life is the very essence of famous 
Kyanize House Paint. Kyanize is 
solid covering — easy spreading — 
weatherproof. For the best life in- 
surance your home can have, use 
this long life super service paint. 


yan! iZ er 


SELF SMOOTHING 


HOUSE PAINT 


201 EVERY 














Sao $ 
Try Kyanize at this low 
price. Send 25c for generous 
can, brush, colorful booklet. 
BOSTON VARNISH COMPANY 
920 Everett Station. Boston, Mass. 


product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





. Salting and Flouring. It does not seem 
‘e matter whether you salt a roast before 
or after roasting. As for the flour, while 
the drippings from floured roasts may be 
a more attractive brown, similar results 
may be obtained by browning the flour 
well in the drippings when making gravy. 


Don’t Add Water. Do not add any 
water to your beef roasts; to add water 
steams the meat. 


Don’t Baste Your Roast Beef. In roast- 
ing a rolled rib roast, place it fat side up 
on a small open-mesh wire trivet or rack 
(you can buy them anywhere that pots 
and pans are sold) in your open roasting 
pan. In roasting a standing rib roast, ar- 
range it fat side up also, but without a 
rack, since the bones form a rack. (In 
the case of a one-rib roast, you may lay 
it face down on a rack.) Arranged in this 
way, the fat, as the meat cooks, will melt 
over the roast, thus doing the basting 
for you. So don’t baste your roasts. 


Don’t Slight The Gravy. When the 
roast is done, remove it to a hot platter. 
Then pour the fat from the roasting pan 
into a measuring cup. Allow 2 tbsp. fat 
for each cup of gravy you want to make. 
Return the measured fat to the roasting 
pan, add 2 tbsp. flour for each 2 tbsp. fat, 
and cook with constant stirring until it 
takes on a luscious brown complexion, 
being careful not to burn it. (The flour 
won't brown after the liquid has been 
added, so be sure to get all your browning 
done beforehand.) Now add cold water— 
1 ec. for each 2 tbsp. fat—stirring it in 
gradually. Milk, tomato juice, or meat 
stock may be substituted for the cold 
water. Stir constantly until the gravy 
boils and thickens, then season. 


Packaged Quick-Frozen Roasts. Per- 
haps one of your local stores carries the 
packaged quick-frozen roasts. If so, you 
will find both rolled sirloin and rib roasts 
excellent. Directions for roasting these ap- 
pear on the package. However, you can 
roast them by our chart on page 137, pro- 
vided you thaw them first. 


Carving The Roast. No story on roasting 
would be complete without a hint or two 
for the man of the house on the carving. 
So turn to the bottom of page 137 for the 
“hows” of carving a rolled or standing rib 
roast of beef. 

As for the roasting of beef in an elec- 
tric roaster or with a cold-oven start, 
ser is another story which will come 

ater. 


The Whole Story in an 
Egeshell 


(Continued from page 138) 
over them—about 3 min.—lift out with a 
perforated skimmer. Serve for supper on 
sautéed canned codfish cakes with tossed 
vegetable salad, sliced canned or fresh 
peaches, and tea. 

Poached eggs are equally delicious 
served on frizzled ham slices, broiled to- 
mato slices, sautéed corned-beef hash, or 
buttered spinach. 

Properly cooked fried eggs are indeed 
important in the- smooth-running Amer- 
ican household. Almost universally a fa- 
vorite breakfast dish, it behooves Mrs. 
On-Her-Toes to know her fried eggs. 


Fried Eggs 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups 
and spoons. Measure level 


Heat about 4 tbsp. fat or salad oil in 
a skillet over low heat. Break eggs one 
at a time into a saucer and carefully slip 
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Everyone admires her garden skill. Yet 
her friends and family applaud most her 
flavorful, appetizing meals invariably 
served with a bottle of A.1. Sauce handy 
on the table. Long ago, she discovered 
the flavor-secret of A.1. Sauce! Why 
don’t you follow this woman’s example 
and depend regularly on A. 1. Sauce to 
“pep up” and add piquancy to such foods 
as steaks, roasts, stews, fish, hams, baked 


beans, eggs, gravies,andto put {a 
an extra “kick” in tomato juice? af 


TRY THIS NEW A-1 SAUCE RECIPE 


TOMATO JELLY MOLDS — Dissolve 1 
package of aspic gelatin in 2 cups of 
hot tomato juice.... Add 2 teaspoons 
A.1. Sauce and % teaspoon salt. Cool 
until it begins to thicken. Fold in 1 
cup each of chopped celery and sweet 
pickle relish, drained. . . . Pour into 
molds and chill until firm. Unmold on 
lettuce and serve with mayonnaise. 








Do you want your pet to be 
happy —bursting with joyful 
melody? Then send for the free 
sample of Hartz Mountain Song 
Restorer—the perfect non-fatten- 
ing combination of select foreign 
seeds and egg yolk flakes. It sup- 
plies extra minerals and proteins 
—hence stimulates song. 


A HEALTHY 3 WAY DIET 
OF HARTZ MOUNTAIN FooDs 


Bird-breeders themselves use the Hartz Mountain 

3 way diet: 

1. Hartz Mt. Mixed Seed—rich, 
ripe canary and sweet sum- 
mer rape seeds. 

2. Hartz Mt. Song Restorer—con- 
centrated energy food rich in | 
extra minerals and proteins. 

3. Hartz Mt. Vitamin Health Food 
—contains nourishing cod 
liver oil and Vitamins A, B, D 
and G. 

Look for the Orange-and-Black Pack- 
ages at all Grocery and 10c Stores 

Send name and address on postcard for 
your Free Sample of Song Restorer! 

HARTZ MT. PRODUCTS, INC. 

32 Cooper Square, New York, N.Y. 


i 
4 
N 
NI fe 

US 














them into the fat. Cook over low heat 


until the eggs are set—about 4 min. While | 


cooking, spoon some of the fat over the 
eggs to cook the top. Serve with crisp 
bacon or frizzled ham. 

Scrambled eggs properly seasoned and 
cooked are a dish which will tempt even 
a queen’s taste. 


Serambled Eggs 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups 
and spoons. Measure level 


9 eggs 1c. bottled milk or % 
34 tsp. salt e. evaporated milk 
1% tsp. pepper and \% ec. water 
3 tbsp. melted fat or salad oil 

Beat the eggs thoroughly, using a hand 
beater or an electric beater at high speed. 
Add the salt, pepper, and milk, and beat 
thoroughly. Turn into the fat or oil ina 
skillet; cook over low heat until creamy 
in consistency. Stir frequently from the 
bottom and sides of the skillet. Remove 
to a warm platter before the eggs are just 
done. The heat in the eggs will complete 
the cooking. Serves 6. To serve 2 or 3 
make half this recipe. 


Or you may turn the beaten and sea- | 


soned eggs into a double boiler and cook 
until creamy, stirring occasionally. 
If you wish to dress up your scrambled 


eggs, add diced fresh tomatoes and serve | 
aS a main dish for luncheon with toasted 


English muffins, and fresh strawberries 
and cream for dessert. Sautéed mush- 
rooms, fresh cooked or canned shrimp, 
sardines, or dried beef may be substituted 
for the tomatoes. 

Omelets, plain or in fancy dress, are 
delectable dishes easily prepared. 


Plain Omelet 
TESTED By GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups | 


and spoons. Measure level 


2 tbsp. fat or salad oil 4%. bottled milk or 
9 eggs % ec. evaporated milk 
1 tsp. salt and 14 ec. water 


1 tsp. pepper 


Heat the fat in a skillet; then tip the 
skillet to grease the sides and bottom. 
Beat the eggs, using a hand beater or an 
electric beater at high speed—just enough 
to blend the yolks and whites. Add the 
salt, milk, and pepper, and blend thor- 
oughly. Pour into the skillet and cook 
over low heat until a film of cooked egg 
has formed on the bottom of the pan. Lift 
the edge of this cooked egg and tilt the 


'pan so that the uncooked portion runs 


under the raised cooked portion. Again 
cook until a film of cooked egg forms, 
then repeat the lifting and cooking proc- 
ess until the entire mixture is cooked 
and golden brown on the bottom—this 
process will take about 10 min. Then 
loosen the omelet with a spatula, fold from 
handle of skillet to opposite side of pan, 
and turn onto a warm platter. Serves 6. 
To serve 2 or 3 make half this recipe. 

Serve as a main dish with a filling of 
chopped chicken livers and finely minced 
onion, and with buttered string beans, 
whole-wheat bread, fruit salad bowl, 
crackers, and cheese for dinner. 

A few other suggestions for omelet fill- 
ings are grated American cheese, minced 
ham, strips of cooked bacon, and creamed 
salmon or shrimp. 

From Miss Marsh comes a very special 
recipe for Spoon Bread which has been a 
family favorite for several generations. 


Spoon Bread 
TESTED BY GOOp HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 
Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups 
and spoons. Measure level 
4 ¢. bottled milk or 2c. 2 
evaporated milk and 
2 ec. water 
1c. fine water-ground 
cornmeal 


Scald the milk in a double boiler. Grad- 


tbsp. butter or 
margarine 

1%4 tsp. salt 

4 eggs, well 
beaten 
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that’s Full-Measure 


Protects more foods y- 4 o 

. . . Wraps more fF 
sandwiches 

| ... Lines more 

| bake tins . 

| Costs little, 

saves much. 

| At your 

grocer's. 










ALWAYS 
FULL LENGTH 
40 and 125 
FT. ROLLS 
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Automatic Paper Machinery 
Co., Inc., Hoboken, N. J. 


PRONOUNCED 
(SIT-TRUE) 
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IN BARELY 1 MINUTE 
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To Help A Child Build Up 


AFTER AN 
ILLNESS 


OR the child who is run down after ill- 

ness, a great many physicians advise 
Ovaltine. Not only as an aid to recovery— 
but also because it fosters frequent and 
rapid gains in weight. 


This delicious, protecting food-drink not 
only furnishes highly concentrated nourish- 
ment—but is easy to digest, and aids the 
digestion of starchy foods. Each cupful sup- 
plies your child with “protective’’ Vitamins 
A, B, D and G—important minerals—and 
with food elements for rebuilding muscle, 
nerve and body tissue. 


Get Sample—Try giving Ovaltine 3 or 4 
times every day. See if you don’t notice a 
quick “pick-up” in appetite—and strength! 
Simply mix it with milk—children love its 
delicious taste. Used in 1,700 hospitals. Sold 
at grocery or drug stores—or mail coupon 
for trial supply and literature. 

= es es ee ee) ee 
Dovartine, Dept. V9-GH-6 
| 360 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, III. | 
I enclose 10c to cover cost of handling and mail- 
| ing. Send me your test package of Ovaltine. 


INGINE so clwialdie vicidialele!i<\0's wisisle\e vie\s\si0\s v.s'ee's'evieis's 1 
Addr esce T aati ecias ated tin ig.e\e's sie wie.s.0'vieis sleiers | 
| CRY. ea adine ras Cae oases FAP Ns ciate clo Staleiec | 


| OVALTINE |! 


L The Protecting Food-Drink 


DIAPERS 


E that are KNITTED TO FIT. 
‘YOUR BABY 












lare HIGHLY ABSORBENT 


EASY To CHANGE ... LAUNDER BEAUTIFULLY 
and DO NOT TANGLE IN THE WASH 

SEE THESE MODERN DIAPERS AT. LEADING DEPT. STORES AND CHILDRENS SHOPS 

has _Or Send 15¢ for SAMPLE GARMENT... 


PANT-EASE INFANT WEAR Co. ios ARCADE, N.Y. 
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How dainty, comfortable 


Feminine Comfort and relaxed you feel 


when you use Stirizol. It brings cool, soothing and refreshing 
feminine comfort and helps relieve irritations and unpleasant 
burning. Stirizol is a medicinal powder for making Hygienic 


Solutions. ee 
tiriz 


Drug & Dept. Stores 
TN re 
Cut RatePrices! 


KNITTING WORSTEDS ¢ 
@ Saxony, Shetlands, Velveens, evc. AT connate 3A 
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7 PRICES! FREE, Sample Cards, Inetructions, Just 
out. Style Flash, 30 New Models Free. Est, 22 years. 7 
F 4K YARN CO., 85 Essex St., Dept. 0-6, New York, N.Y. Skein 








ually stir in the cornmeal and cook until 
the consistency of mush. Add the butter 
and salt, and pour over the well-beaten 
eggs gradually while stirring. Pour into 
a greased or oiled 114-qt. baking dish. 
Bake in a hot oven of 425° F. for 45 min. 
Serve at once with plenty of butter. Serves 
6. To serve 2 or 3 make half this recipe. 

Serve as a main dish for Sunday-morn- 
ing breakfast with halves of melon, 
creamed dried beef, and coffee. 


Puffy Omelet 
TrsTED BY Goop HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 
Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups 
and spoons. Measure level 
14 tsp. pepper 
1% ec. water 
2 tbsp. salad oil or fat 


8 eggs, separated 
34 tsp. salt 


Beat the egg whites stiff with a hand 
beater or an electric beater at high speed. 
Beat the egg yolks until thick and lemon- 
colored; add the salt, pepper, and water, 
and beat thoroughly. Fold the egg-yolk 
mixture lightly but completely into the 
egg whites. Meanwhile heat the salad oil 
or fat in a skillet, tip the skillet to grease 
the sides and the bottom evenly. Then 
turn the heat to low and add the omelet 
mixture..Cook over low heat until well 
puffed and golden brown on the under- 
side—about 9 min. Then set in a moderate 
oven of 350° F. for 5 min., or until the sur- 
face seems set when pressed with the 
finger. 

Now loosen the sides of the omelet with 
a spatula, cut through the middle—at right 
angles to handle of the pan—without cut- 
ting all the way through. Then fold the 
omelet carefully from the handle to the 
opposite side of the pan and turn onto a 
hot platter. Serves 6. 


Egg Stuffed Tomatoes 
TESTED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE 


Use Institute-approved half-pint measuring cups 
and spoons. Measure level 


6 medium-sized 6 tbsp. bottled milk or 


tomatoes 8 tbsp. evaporated 
Salt milk and 8 tbsp. 
Pepper water 


% ec. soft bread crumbs 1 1014-0z. can condensed 
2 tbsp. minced onion cream of mushroom 

6 eggs soup 
11% tsp. melted butter 


Scrape out all the pulp and juice from 
the tomatoes and sprinkle the inside well 
with salt and a little pepper. In each to- 
mato place 1 tbsp. bread crumbs and 1 tsp. 
minced onion. Break 1 whole egg into 
each tomato cup; sprinkle with salt and 
pepper. Combine the remaining 2 tbsp. of 
bread crumbs with the melted butter, and 
sprinkle 1 tsp. over each egg. Bake in a 
shallow baking pan in a moderately hot 
oven of 375° F. for 25 min. Meanwhile add 
the milk gradually to the soup, stirring 
constantly, and heat. Serve with the 
stuffed tomatoes. Serves 6. In serving 2 
or 3 make half this recipe. If a 16-oz. can 
of cream of mushroom soup is used for 
the sauce instead of the condensed soup, 
melt 2 tbsp. butter or margarine, add 2 
tbsp. flour, and blend. Add the soup, and 
heat thoroughly, stirring constantly. 
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A new Institute bulletin, price I5c. Every 
hostess in the land, even those not inter- 
ested in weddings, will find this bulletin— 


with its menus, recipes, and buying point- 
ers for serving refreshments to groups of 
25 or more guests—of great help. Direc- 
tions for making and decorating the wed- 


ding cake are included. Order from 
Good Housekeeping Bulletin Service, 57th 
Street at 8th Avenue, New York City. 
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Baby’s 
First Year 


This special course of detailed instruc- 
tion covers the most difficult period 
of babyhood and has been especially 
prepared by Dr. Josephine Hemen- 
way Kenyon to help you through this 
trying time. Full of wise council and 
practical information to keep Baby 
well and strong. Price 50¢. 


Before 


Baby Comes 


The health of the expectant mother 
has a great deal to do with the health 
of the baby to come. A complete 
course of eight pamphlets covering 
the pre-natal period has also been pre- 
pared by Dr. Kenyon. These pam- 
phlets contain full instructions and 
are mailed, one a month, in plain 
envelopes. When ordering give date 
baby is expected. Price 50¢. 

TO ORDER, send check, money order 
or stamps (not cash) to Health and 


Happiness Club, Cood Housekeeping, 
57th Street at Sth Avenue, N. Y. C. 





The Fourth Wonder 


(Continued from page 47) 
why the tides run high or low, 
O'Mara, “or why the waters flow this 
way and that, one must know things 
concerning the sun and moon. Be patient,’ 
she said, and went out to root up weeds 


from amongst the potatoes until the ache | 


of her was bodily, and it a comfort, being 
of the earth. 

That day was the beginning of the great 
fog that men spoke of long after. The wind 
went east, and the sea acquired a glassy 


oll, great swells riding m un nbroken from 


> said Gran | 


Better Cooking... 


from your electric outlet 


Roast BEEF cooked juicy and tender 
— flaky biscuits daintily browned — 
cakes and pies baked to perfection, and 
steaks — broiled just as you like them. 


some unsuspected storm. 

Men who had known such visitations 
ged their heads, for there were about 
fog caprices that mocked the reason. 
The ebb tides ran out with a sucking fury 
as if a poweriul vacuum mouthed at them; 

the full tides came in uneasily. thudding 
in dull menace upon the rocks. Fisherm 2en 
— home word of light—speciral, un- 

ained—breaking through the v eiled 
Sea to confound them and drive them 
to their oars in the sort of fear that no 
storm could rouse. 

Michael himself had a wo rd of this, re- 
luctant upon his lips, for he was no man 
to give his soul over to superstition. 

“Tt was thick | as night, and worse. about 
me,” he said. “and, sudden as you please, 
there were ied on the sea, sp speaking a 
language your ears and mine have never 
aoe and the sound of sails flapping, 
thou: God witness, there was no wind 
ai all. ee was the moment of brighimess, 

snd a sailing ship in the midst of it, and 
men who hailed me and were gone, th ough 
I shouted iill the breath was out of me, 

like the fool I am” 

Gran O'Mara looked up, her features 
sharp, and the gray hairs about her face. 
“It wa as but the fog breaking, and a shaft 
of sun let down, and a ship caught in it, 
with sailors from some foreign port 

Yet from that moment uneasiness was 

upon him. and a restlessness that iroubled 

the women. 
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ELECTRIC OVEN 


Cooks a complete meal for six persons 
—uses less current than a roaster—no 
new cooking methods to learn—no 
wasted heat from cover lifting. The 
results equal those of the finest electric 

range oven. Stored heat does 

over half the cooking. $29.95. 
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HAT night the sound of an anchor wes | 

heard being let down close by, but no 
ship was seen through the fog, and no man | 
eame ashore. 

Cathleen, waking early from a troubled | 
dream. drew on a few ‘Clothes and went 
to Mich2el’s room up the aittic stairs, 
and there was the rumpled empty bed that 
sent her running out-of-doors. On the 
shore she heard the striking of a keel, and 
knew that it was Michael who had 
launched the boat and was back. He would 
have gone by with the look of a man who 
car n see nothing that is close to him. 

“Michael.” she cried, and he stared at 
her as if she. too, were a ghost, without 
substance. “Where have you been, and the 

night not past at all?” 

“SI he's out there,” he said. 

“She? 

“The ship. 

as the ae bewitched you, Michael? 
Has the ste sight and the sound of sails taken 
your heart? 

“No,” he ‘said, “not the ship. But times 
a man shoul d strike sail, and times he 
sh ould fh hoist it. Would you weep for me 
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"Tired skins... here comes a 


is, wakes up sluggish pores, h 


a weary complexion to gain new 


youth. 


Use it always to prepare your 


skin for a fresh new make-up. 


a dab of clean cotton into ice cold 
water. Press it dry. Then saturate 


cuer! Mary Pickford Skin Freshener 
... delicately perfumed though it 


A perfect skin freshener 
at a refreshing price 
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SKIN FRESHENER 


with Mary Pickford Skin Freshener. 
Then pat it on your face and neck 
and throat. Repeat this process till 
your skin feels tingling and alive. 
It won’t take long...and it won’t 
take long for you to want all of 
Mary Pickford’s other beauty aids. 

They’re on sale at most drug and 
department stores. Their price is 
reasonable... their quality high. 


res- 
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Dip 


Mary Pickford products sold at most drug and department sfores are: 


CLEANSING CREAM 3-0z. jar 60¢ 
SKIN FRESHENER 4-oz. bottle 60¢ 


BEAUTY SOAP ..... 
FACE POWDER* 
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, 25¢.. ROUGE* 22s 60¢ 
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All products tested and approved by Good Housekeeping Bureau. 
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MARY PICKFORD 
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Pickford’s ‘Beauty Aid’’ booklet. It 
she uses these products for best results. 
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was no seeing even one’s hand before the 
face. Gran O’Mara had built a fire on the 
hearth and sat before it, rocking to and 
fro at times and murmuring a song after 
her own fashion when the mood came 
strongly upon her. 

“What are you singing, Gran?” 

“Tt’s an old song,” said the woman, not 
looking up, “a song long ago sung but now 
no more on the lips of any, for the days 
are past that made it, and the lips are 
sealed that sang it, and the hearts are 
stilled that broke with the sound of it.” 

The girl listened. Some of it she could 
make out, and some not, but these words 
she heard: 






















“Speak to the winds that my love is still 
wandering; 

Give him’no peace till he comes back 
again—” 


S FOR the rest, it became a wild inco- 

herent crooning, a strange lament like 
nothing ever before heard; and it fright- 
ened Cathleen, for the dusk was falling 
with the fog in it, and the sea was uneasy, 
and Michael had not come. 

There was a noise at the gate. Cathleen 
sprang up and ran to the window. 

“Who would be coming, and in a cart?” 
—for the sound of wheels was now at the 
door. “It’s Michael,” she cried. “They’ve 
brought him back, and why should a man 
come in a cart unless he be hurt, or dead?” 

“Hush you,” said the old woman. “Bor= 
row no trouble, for there’ll be payment 
of interest to make on it, too.” 

She got up from the fire and hobbled 
to the door. It was not Michael nor those 
who brought him, but a woman. She was 
young, and had a shawl about her head, 
and some dark wrap, and all that showed 
of her face was an oval of white with two 
points of light that were her eyes. 

“Come within,” said Gran O’Mara. 
“God’s peace upon all wanderers on such 
a night. Help me with her, Cathleen, for 
she is in no condition to be standing on 
ceremony.” 

They got the stranger couched by the 
fire, and the faces of the two women soft-= 
ened at the sight of her weakness. Behind 
them a voice called from the door. 

“You will be telling me, perhaps, where 
I shall put the creature?” 

When the stabling was done, he came in 
to the fire: a humpy little man built like 
a gnome, the skin of his face like crinkled 
leather. ; 

He stretched out his hands—great things 
on the end of arms overlong for his body 
—and spoke, but his voice was like the 
magic that lies in far piping over the hills. 

“It is said that Michael Starke lodges 
here. Is this so?” 

“Tt is so,” said Gran O’Mara. 

The woman on the couch stirred, then 
sat up; and her arms were outflung: 
“Michael!” she cried. “Oh, Michael—why 
should you have gone from me this way?” 

The two stood and stared at each other, 
and the heart of the younger went dead 
within her at this saying; but as for asking 
questions, it was neither in them to do it, 
nor in the woman to answer. Then there 
was a sharp, quick step on the gravel, and 
Michael was in the doorway. For a mo- 
ment he stood on the threshold, and when 
he stepped forward with an oath, the door 
banged to behind him; so it was known 
the wind had at last risen after seven 
days of fog. 

No one spoke to him. The humpy little 
man raised his brows, took out the stump 
of clay pipe he had lit, spat in the fire- 
place, and resumed the pipe in silence. 
But all eyes watched Michael as he crossed 
the floor. The woman who had called his 
name was past speaking to him now. He 
stood looking down on her, and his face 
was like something cast in iron. A log 
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| broke and fell two ways, and the sparks 
flew upward. A window banged and broke | 


with a shatter of glass. 


Then, at Michael’s signal, Gran O’Mara 


went to him. 
“Her time is come?” 
“Tt has,” said Gran. 


He started toward the door, but Cath- 
| leen ran to stay him. | 
“Out of my way,” he ordered. “There | 


must be a doctor got, and at once.” 

He was gone, the wind banging the door 
in her face, and the sound of the sea ter- 
rible beyond the broken pane in the far- 
ther room. She ran to the old woman, 
crying out, but was rebuked. 

“For shame on you!” said Gran O’Mara. 
“A child is to be born in the house tonight, 
and where there is the miracle of a new 
life is a place not for wailing but for song.” 


MEN ic the wind would blow the fog 
clear, but it was not so. As if it grew 
tired of the effort, the wind died again; the 
horn at the lighthouse sounded, and the 
glassy rollers beat their old measures upon 
the coast, a thunder that got upon the 
nerves and into the brains even of those 
to whom the sea was an old story. 

In the O’Mara cottage there was a new 
life to care for, and the hands of the 
women were full. Michael came and went, 
having no words for anyone, spending his 
time away from the house when any ex- 
cuse took him. 

Try as she would, Gran O’Mara could 
get nothing out of the humpy little man 
who had driven the woman with child, 
except that God’s providence had guided 
them through the fog—that and the in- 
stinct of the brute beast. “For there are 
times,” he said, “when I’d trust myself 
to the humble donkey before I would my 
best friend, if I had one.” As for the other 
matter, “A plague upon you, old woman,” 
he cried when she went at him too often 
with her questions. “How should I be 
knowing this and that which concerns the 
two of them, and me not even educated 
beyond the first book?” 

“You know the way to your mouth,” 
said Gran O’Mara, for this was at table 
he spoke. “Two such appetites as you and 
the donkey I’ve never set food before.” 

He answered, bowing over his plate with 
gusto: “Would you be decrying one of 
the few sure pleasures of life? Given a 
good stomach and digestion, and a man 
would do ill to grumble at the days that 
come to him from the hand of God, so 
he would.” 

Nevertheless his eyes, time to time, 
would lift to inspect the face of the girl, 
Cathleen; and again to look upon how 
Michael Starke came and went like a man 
who sets one foot after the other only by 
habit and not by desire. On the third day 
after their coming the fog was thicker 
than ever, and men’s minds were in fear 
because of it. Cathleen had gone out to 
walk in it, and the driver of the donkey 
called Gran O’Mara to come aside. 

“There are times when a man must 
speak, or his very appetite will spoil with- 
in him,” he sighed. “I shall tell what I 
know, and you shall listen, and what of 
this and that you repeat to the maid, I 
leave to what slight wisdom God may have 
granted you.” 

“Speak, man,” cried Gran O’Mara, “let 
us know the truth of it.” 

“The truth? And who should judge the 
truth of what lies in the hearts of men 
and women but Him who is above all?” 
He pondered, so sunk within himself she 
could not rouse him, until suddenly he 
jerked his head up, thrusting the stem of 
his pipe at her as if it were a weapon. 
“Took now,” he said, “let us juggle our 
words into some shape if we can.” 

He thrust the stem of his pipe into the 


brown-stained corner of his mouth, and | 
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his two unwieldy hands were outspread, 
palms up, as if indeed he had colored balls 
or the like to toss into a triangular pat- 
tern of skill. 

Then he began to speak his story. And 
again there came to his voice the magic 
of far piping over the hills. 

“In an old book,” he said, “you will be 
finding strange words to suit the case, 
and my mind can still cast back to them, 
for I found magic in them as a child.” He 
closed his eyes in the quoting, “ “There 
be three things which are too wonderful 


| for me, yea, four which I know not: the 


way of an eagle in the air; the way of a 
serpent upon a rock; the way of a ship 
in the midst of the sea; and the way of 
a man with a maid.’ 

“Here was a lad,” he said, “and here a 
maid, and who should say why they mar- 
ried so young with their minds not settled 
yet? Perhaps the lad married, thinking 
himself in love, and the girl because a jilt 
had been put upon her by another who 
left her and went to sea. But there it was. 

“And look ye,” he said, “the other 
comes back from sea, browned and 
breezy as a gale of wind, and they meet 
by mischance where the lane runs east 
through the blackberry hedges, and her 
eyes are as shy with him as his are bold 
with her. He takes her arm almost 
roughly. 

“See, now,’ he says, ‘is there truth in 
the saying that you are married to Mi- 
chael Starke?’ 

“Tt is God’s truth, says she. 

““And me away?’ he says. 

“‘And you away with no thought 
whether I should live or die for lack of 
you,’ says she. 

“‘*A man who travels, he tells her, 
‘srows wise, and how should it not be 
so, with the waves crying in my ears 
a mad love of you!’ 

* Do not speak so,’ she begs him, but 
her voice is weak as water, and her 
limbs are a-tremble. And that day she 
was with him, and the next and the next 
—for her husband, Michael Starke, was 
away up the coast—and on the fourth 
day, the sailor, having had his bold fling 
ashore, and his fill of love, no doubt, took 
to sea again.” 


HE man’s voice ceased, and there was 

left to them only the sputtering of the 
fire, which the old woman stirred fiercely 
with a stick, beating out the blaze when 
the end of it caught. 

“Go on!” said Gran O’Mara. “Go on.” 

“Why should I go on—and to where? 
It is a tale twice-told, and yourself has 
knowledge of it in the face of her that 
lies within, and in the face of Michael 
Starke, who hardened his heart, as many 
a man might have done, and took to the 
roads; and you have read it in what this 
house has seen and in the cry of the child 
yonder.” 

For at this moment the infant began to 
wail, and the old woman crossed the 
room and, after her own fashion, quieted 
the babe. 

What, of all this story, Gran O’Mara 
told the girl will not be known. The sea 
would give up its dead before Gran 
would give up a secret she had made 
her own. For hours after the telling, 
Cathleen took the word with her down 
where the fog-wet rocks held no invita- 
tion, and the tang of salt and seaweed 
was little beside the thick vapor that 
caught in the throat and brought almost 
the panic of suffocation. 

It was said afterward along the coast 
that two women went queer in this time, 
and would be daft all their days. And a 
man was found dead with no reason to 
give for his end, though his hands were 
before his face as if to ward off evil; and 
he was buried in charity, being a wayfarer 
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And vitamized daily - as well!” 


Dogs Like This zleaseyour dom by 
: 1 feeding him Re 

Quality Food: Heart’s 3 swell 
flavors —beef, fish, and cheese—in ro- 
tation. This quality food contains 
wholesome meat and meat by-prod- 
ucts, Fleischmann’s Irradiated Yeast, 
and cod-liver oil, made in a federally 
inspected plant. Your dog deserves 
this scientifically balanced dog food. 
WRITE for Dogs, Their Care and Feed- 
ing, free booklet. Address: 

John Morrell & Co., 

Dept. 66, Ottumwa, Iowa. 
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BUGS ruining your FLOWERS? 
Kill them with Red Arrow Garden Spray. , 
It’s quick, simple, sure, inexpensive. ills : 
insects that harm roses, other flowers and ® 4 
shrubs, Also ants in lawns. Safe to hu-@ 
mans, birds, oat when sprayed. 35c bottle 
a 


makes several gallons. Easy-to-follow di- 
rections on label. Buy Red Arrow Garden 


Spray_where you buy garden supplies, 
Send post card to McCormick 
Sales Co., Baltimore, Md,, for 


Garden Insect Control booklet No, 1F6, 











unknown, and lodged only under a moist 
hedge. 

But to take account of Death, there was 
nearer business than this, for it came to 
the cottage of Gran O’Mara. 

Cathleen had returned from her walk 
by the sea, as much by instinct as other- 
wise finding her way, and there was 
Gran at the door looking for her coming. 
At sight of Gran’s face she cried out, 
but the woman took her arm. 

“That later, but not now,” said the old 
woman, “for there are the living to be 
thought of, and what would the cries of 
mortals do to ears that are past hearing 
the sorrows of the world?” 

“She is dead?” 

“An hour ago. And it coming as a 
thief in the night upon her.” 

“God rest her ... And what of him?” 

“Tt would be well,” said the woman, 
“you should look above into his doings.” 

On the stairs the light of candles al- 
ready flickered. There were heavy 
movements in the attic room. 

“Michael.” 

He did not answer. 

“Michael, what has come upon you?” 

He turned. She saw that his small be- 
longings were packed. 

“Pm away,” he said. “I'll stay here no 
longer.” 

“And leave me, Michael, though God 
forgive me for saying it, who should 
think only of her that’s below. And 
there’s your child, Michael.” 

“His child!” 





At SIGHT of his face she could have 
cried, but that the tears found no way 
for themselves. He picked up his things, 
and went from her down the stairs, his 
steps no heavier upon the treads than 
upon her heart. 

She looked from the window, and— 
though dusk had gathered now—cried 
out that there was a light seen. She 
turned and fled down the stairs and 
pushed aside the old woman who would 
have stopped her, and paid no attention 
to the man humped by the fireplace, 
who jerked out his short pipe and cried 
out, “What is amiss?” 

“leave me go,” she said, “for the fog 
has lifted, and there’s a ship off shore. 
and him away to it who'll never come 
back to any of us again.” 

She ran, crying after him, but only 
in her heart, for there was no breath 
left to give to words, and they the futile 
things. 

He had his hand on the boat to push 
it free, and the sound of its keel on the 
shale was already shrill when she caught 
him. He thrust her away, and launched, 
but she was into the sea after him, first 
to her knees, then to her waist, then to 
her breast. 

“Michael,” she cried, “come back with 
me, or youll be haunted by remem- 
brance to the world’s end and more. The 
wind in your ears will be my cry, Mi- 
chael, and the seaweed my hair, and the 
scream of the gulls my lament. For Pll 
not live if you go, and before you reach 
the ship the sea will have me.” 

She brought him into the house like 
one who has been washed up from the 
sea, her hand in his, and both white and 
silent. 

“God help us!” cried Gran O’Mara at 
sight of them. 

“fe would have gone away,” said Cath-| 
leen. “He would have gone away to sea.”’| 

“Where there would have been small 
comfort for him,” said Gran, “and him 
knowing naught but the lonely wonders 
of the Lord.” 

“There are ports,” said Michael “at the 
other ends of the world where a man 
may lose himself.” The flickering candle- 
light falling through the doorway of the 








Rich, gleaming floors that are NOT slippery; that do NOT 
require polishing; floors finished with Satin Finish “61” Quick 
Drying Floor Varnish! It is wear-resistant and water-resistant. 
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Flash! Bug-a-boo is on its way 

A highly potent insect spray! 

O, woe to pests throughout the land; 
Against it insects cannot stand! 





O MORE buzzing, biting pests! 
End them with Bug-a-boo. It’s 
a spray that’s quick and positive. 
Safe to use, too—can’t stain walls, 
clothes or draperies. Leaves only a 
cool, pine-like fragrance in the air. 
You’ll want to keep Bug-a-boo on 
hand all through the insect season. 
Ask your neighborhood store for 
Bug-a-boo today. Or stop for it at 
your nearby Mobiloil Dealer’s. 













OTHER BUG-A-BOO 
PRODUCTS 


MOTH CRYSTALS. These 
powerful crystals, pleas- 
antly pine-scented, give 
off a saturated air which 
kills moth worms that 
damage clothes. 

GARDEN SPRAY. Kills 
most insects on fiowers 
and shrubs. When used 
as directed, it is not in- 
jurious to humans, birds 
or pets. 
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bedroom where the woman lay in her 
last sleep touched two who were old and 
now kept silence. 

“Why did you stop me?” he accused 
the girl. 

“Because I love you, Michael, and be- 
cause you love me.” 

“Tt is a strange way to be speaking, and 
herself lying there.” 

‘Tt is a strange way, as truth is strange, 
Michael.” 

“You have done me a wrong to bring 
me back.” 

They faced each other, and Gran 
O’Mara, watching, feared for them, and 


'broke silence to say, “Also, there is the 
| child.” She crossed to where the cradle 


was and began to croon the song that 
was no more on the lips of any living 
save herself, the days being past that 
made and cared 
for it. 

The old man 
turned his back 


|to the fire. “ “The 


Lord giveth, and 


TWIN ROADS 
By Ethel Waddell Howells 


leaned forward to hear, and Michael, his 
damp tweeds smoking from the heat of 
the fire, stood in the shadow, and Gran 
O’Mara drew near. When the song was 
ended—though it seemed less an ending 
than a retreat, as if it had itself wandered 
off to ery its way through fog and dark- 
ness and above gray waves where no 
ships went—Cathleen O’Mara sat looking 
with intentness at the tiny thing in her 
lap. 

“Michael,” she said, “come near. Mi- 
chael, the child is yours.” 

“You cannot know that.” 

“T do know it.” 

“How can you be saying so?” 

“There is witness in me, Michael.” She 
raised her eyes to his, and a smile formed 
itself on her lips. “Would a woman not 
know what was part of one she loves bet- 
ter than life? I see 
you in him, Mi- 
chael, and there 
will come a day, 
God willing, when 
it will be known to 


the Lord taketh aoe ; * 
ay,” he mur- He knelt quic 
ee THE road which lies beside my door beside hea ais 


The woman 
ceased her croon- 
ing and lifted the 
babe. “It is your 
child, Michael,” 


she said. But brings you back to me. 

| “Lies will not 

ee It is his I LOVE and hate the little road 
Remnants of fog Alf flower-decked and gay. 

blowing in from The one I love’s the one that brings 


the sea brought the 
sound of the fog 
horn again, and it 
was like no voice 
this side the ghost- 
ly battlements. The 
girl Cathleen be- 
gan to shiver be- 
yond control of 
herself. : 

“You are cold,” 
said Michael, al- 
most roughly. “Go 
nearer the fire.” 

“It is not fire 
that could be warming what is cold in me.” 

His face was more gentle for a moment. 
“God’s peace to this house,” he said, “for 
I will be going now who should never 
have set foot inside.” 

Gran O’Mara looked from him to the 
girl who stood mute and stricken. Then 
she resolutely crossed the floor and lifted 
the babe again, carried it, and set it in 
Michael’s reluctant arms. It cried more 
vigorously. 

“That is no way to hold your son, Mi- 
chael,” she chided him. 

With that she took the child and put 
it in Cathleen’s arms. There it lay, 
soothed, and the shaking left the girl’s 
body. Michael stood where he was, star- 
ing at her and the babe, then at the fire 
on the hearth of this house that had been 
hospitable to him. The wood had kindled 
into a blaze so bright it shed light upon 
the dark hair bent low above the infant. 
Gran O’Mara motioned the humpy little 
man to draw a chair for the girl, who sat 
and herself crooned the same _ song: 
“Speak to the winds that my love is far 
wandering—” a log fell and sparks flew 
high— “Give him no peace till he come 
back again.” 

The sound of it was as a lament of winds 
through a ship’s rigging. The old man 


Is really twins, you see. 

Each morn one takes you far away 
And keeps you gone the whole long day. 
The other will not let you stay, 


You back again when vesper rings. 
“He’s coming home,” it softly sings 
To me, all through the day. 


I SHOULD not hate the little road 
All shiny-smooth and white, 

For if it did not bid you go, 

And teach me that I love you so, 
Why, then perhaps I would not know 
The joy it gives at night. 


two old people 
gathered closer 
“also. 

‘*Give me the 
ehild!”’ said Mi- 
chael. 

She yielded it to 
him. He held it 
now, not as before, 
but with some new 
gentleness upon 
him, and suddenly 
great sobs broke 
from him. 

Gran O’Mara 
made haste to take 
the child, mo- 
tioned the old man 
to a distance, and 
the two who were 
young were alone, 
the. firelight fall- 
ing strong upon 


em. 
“It’s her child!” 
said Michael. 

“Hers and yours. But it could be ours 
for the caring.” 

He rose, and began to pace the room, 
then swiftly came back to put hands on 
her shoulders, and then an arm about her. 

From a corner the old man watched 
them. Gran O’Mara was cast against the 
wall in the attitude of one who prays, 
though it was an old song that was on 
her lips. The babe in her arms was wide- 
eyed and still, and the sound of the sea 
hushed where the tide ran in over the 
rocks, filling the pools. Carried clearly 
was the chant of men hauling in an an- 
chor and hoisting sail, for the great foe 


was over, and on the morrow there would | 


be blue tumbling seas, a curl of white at 
the bow, the scream of gulls over a wake 
behind which the land would fall away. 

If Michael heard, he gave no sign. 
After a time he spoke. 

“There was a madness in me tonight,” 
he said, “that would have driven me 
where you would have heard of me no 
more. ‘It could be ours—’” he took up 
her sentence—‘“strange words to be say- 
ing, and her lying in there with the can- 
dles about her. Strange, lovely words,” 
he said, his voice strengthening, “but the 
forgiveness of God is in them Who can 
bind up the broken in heart.” 





FOR MOTHERS OF ADOLESCENT GIRLS 


Dr. Kenyon's letter answering all the questions which arise as a girl grows to womanhood. For your 
copy send 0c and a stamped, addressed envelope to The Health and Happiness Club, 
Housekeeping, 57th St. at 8th Ave., N. Y. C.; ask for the "Letter to the Mothers of Adolescent Girls" 
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A very moderate investment will add this 
beauty and comfort to your home. 
Kroehler’s enduring 5-Star Construction 
at asurprisingly low price is possible only 
because of Kroehler’s large manufactur- 
ing facilities. Unvarying hidden quality 
in furniture has built Kroehler from a 
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DISPLAY AT YOUR KROEHLER DEALER’S 


small beginning in 1893 to the world’s 
largest furniture manufacturer oper- 
ating ten great factories. Watch newspa- 
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ments on these striking new designs. 
Kroehler Mfg. Co., 666 Lake Shore Drive, 
Chicago, Ill., or Stratford, Ont., Canada. 
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é One-Strap 


F. Kedettes T-Strap Pump. 
All white; and white with 


HE prairie dog’s fat, 
And the coyote is lean, 
And both of them wish 


They were somewhere between. 
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HE Rock Wren is a fearful snob 
And always stays alone; 
She feels above tree birds because 
She has a house of stone. 


CANYON KIDDIES 


By James Swinnerton 





UR grandpa always sits around as quiet as can be, 
But now he’s got his costume on, and he’s out for a spree! 
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NEW ENGLAND 
GIVE THEM A 


summer i MAINE! 


Send your children to a Maine camp 
this year. ‘They'll grow brown and 
sturdy in the sun-warmed, bracing 
Maine air. Sports for all—sailing, fish- 
ing, swimming, riding, hiking. 13,000 
campers last year! Write for free camp 
booklet. Maine Development Commis- 
sion, Box G, State House, Augusta, Me. 
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Vs CAMPS 
\ AT PETERBORO, N. H. 
\ OuTSTANDING camp for girls, on large pri- 


vate lake. Unusual equipment on land and 
water. Well-balanced recreational program. 
Experienced counselors, resident physician. 
Separate divisions: Seniors, 14-19; Inter- 
mediates, 9-13; Juniors, 5-8. Riding in 
fee, Counselor training course. Oatalog. 
ERNST HERMANN, Director 
{6 Everett Street Cambridge, Mass. 





O ontz Write Mountain Camp for Girls. On 
g Ogontz Lake, near Sugar Hill, N. H. 
Aquaplaning, swimming, sailing, golf, riding, tennis. 
Crafts, nature study, dancing, music. Tutoring. Rustic 


cabins on 750 aeres of woods and meadows. Two weeks at 
Ogontz Seashore Camp in Maine by arrangement. Booklet. 
Abby A. Sutherland, Ogontz School P. O., Pa. 

-W The Horseback Camps. For Girls. 
Teela ooke Roxbury, Vermont. Daily Riding 
Included. Beginners’ Horses. Three & Five-Gaited Show 
Horses, Hunters, Jumpers. Water Sports, Tennis, Archery, 


Riflery, Dramatics, Golf, Crafts. Booklet. Mr. and Mrs. 
C. A. Roys, 28 Ordway Road, Wellesley Hills, Mass. 








Sailing Camps. Girls 5-10; 11-18. Learn 
Quanset to sail-race-on Pleasant Bay, Cape Cod 
(So. Orleans), Mass. Recognized Yacht Club. Sailing every 
day. All camp activities; riding; music. 35th yr. June 
Sailing School for Adults, 17 and over, co-educational. 
Booklet, Interviews: Mr. and Mrs. Francis Parkman Ham- 
matt, Directors, Box G, So. Orleans, Mass. 





° W . um . ; 
Junior Unit of Sea 
Sea Pines Sprites Pines-on-Cape Cod. 
Little girls (5-11) have their own beach and activities. 
Specially trained counselors. Water sports, riding, dancing, 
dramatics, music, etc. Salt water beach. 100 acres of pines. 
Senior Camp for older girls. Guest house for parents. 
30ooklet. Faith Bickford, Box G, Brewster, Mass. 





Camp Cowasset 


A joyous, adventure-full summer for girls at Buzzard’s Bay, 
Cape Cod. Sailing, swimming, riding. Complete equip- 
ment for all land and water sports, crafts, music, dancing, 
dramatics, French. Four groups. Catalog. Beatrice A. 
Hunt, Director, 11 Plymouth St., Holbrook, Mass. 








MIDDLE ATLANTIC—GIRLS 








C 14 k For Girls on beautiful 
amp wane ota Lake Chautauqua, west- 
ern N,. ¥. 1500 ft. alt. Divisions for juniors, middlers, 
seniors, ages 7-18. Land and water sports, riding, golf, 
handicraft, dramatics, dancing, nature lore. Instruction in 

als and efficient living. Catalog. Rev. & Mrs. R. G. 


ide 
Stoll, 102 Washington Highway, Snyder, N. Y. 
218 











NEW ENGLAND—BOYS 


Passaconaway 


Boys 6 to 16. Waterford, Me. Est. 1909. Hight weeks of 
glorious adventure with everything that appeals to boys. 
$275 fee includes horseback riding, golf, mountain, lake and 
ocean trips. Highest national recognition. 

Dr. & Mrs. A. G. Carlson, Box 507R, Scarsdale, N. Y. 





e 

On Lake Fairlee, Ely, 
Camp Passumpsic Vermont. High adven- 
ture for boys 7-16. Fee includes riding, canoe and moun- 
tain trips, golf, sailing, riflery. Music. 3 age groups. 
Cabins. 125 acres. Carpentry and hobbies. All sports. 26th 
season. Write now for catalogue. Mr. and Mrs. D. R. 
Starry, 77 Drummond Ave., Chevy Chase, Washington, D.C. 


Idlewild 


The Oldest Private Camp for Boys. Lake Winnepesaukee. 
$290 tuition covers: Horseback Riding, Golf, Speed Boat 
Rides, Sailing, all trips and other activities. Three divi- 
sions, Cabins. Doctor. Nurse. Write for Booklet. 

L. D. Roys, 334 Otis Street, West Newton, Mass. 


Mon-O-Moy Brewster, Mass. Cape Cod. 


Superb sailing, swimming, canoeing, deep-sea fishing, land 
sports, Riding. Cabins. Tutoring. Camp Mother. Regis- 
tered Nurse. Counselor Training Course. Junior, Inter- 
mediate, Senior, Catalog on request. Affiliated with Wono, 
for girls 6-16. H. G. Dodd, West Auburn, Massachusetts. 








The Sea Camps for Boys. East 








MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 


Eight glorious weeks of Culver 
training this summer—at 
moderate cost. A priceless in- 
vestment for your boy’s future. 
A rare outing for his vacation. 








Three sepa- 
CAVALRY (boys 14-19), WOOD- ULVER 
CRAFT (9-14). Exceptional facil- 


oa rate camps: 
ca NAVAL and 

ities. Specify catalog desired. $YMMER SCHOOLS 
64 Lake Shore Ave., Culver, Ind. ON LAKE MAXINKUCKEE 
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Use this directory of 2 


camps and schools— 
all endorsed by Good 
Housekeeping—to help 
you in the difficult prob- 
lem of selecting the one 


best suited to your needs 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





MIDDLE ATLANTIC—BOYS 
ADMIRAL FARRAGUT "Can 


Cruise to N. Y. World’s Fair on Subchaser 


Boys 10-20. July 5 to Aug. 27, on Toms 
River near Barnegat Bay. Sailing, naviga- 
tion, cruises, land sports. 75 mites from 
N. Y. C. Rate includes uniform. Tutoring 
available. Rear Admiral S. 8. Robison, 
U.S.N. (Ret.), Supt. Catalog. Box 18, Toms 
River, N. J. 

















SOUTHERN—BOYS 









BUILDS WINNING BOYS 
In “Land Of The Sky”’ 


One of America’s most beautifully en- 
vironed, superbly equipped camps, for 
boys 7 to 18. On crest of Blue Ridge. 
2300 ft. elevation. Near Hendersonville, 
N. C. 

Thru elective courses every boy builds 
a healthy body and earns certificate or 
diploma and Eagle decoration for pro- 
ficiency in academic subjects, land or 
Jake sports. Write for fully illustrated 
pooklet and ‘*Winners All!’’, address: 


COMMANDANT, G.M.A., College Park, Ga. 
Shaw-Mi-Del-Eca 


Greenbrier Military School’s Four-Tribe Camp. Near White 
Sulphur. All Sports. Cabins. Well equipped crafts building 
with 600 square feet floor space. Separate camps for younger 
boys. Horseback riding included in reasonable rate. 

Col. H. B. Moore, President, Box G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 








For Girls, Hendersonville, 

Camp Carlyle N, C. on top Blue Ridge Mts. 
All land and water sports. Free horseback riding every 
day. Private golf course. Music, dramatics, dancing, crafts, 
nature lore. New cottages with modern sanitation in_ pine 
woods. Interesting trips. For illustrated catalog address: 
Mrs. Inez S. Carlyle, Box G, Hendersonville, N. C. 
A For girls, 7-19, Henderson- 
Ton-A-Wanda ville, N. C. On 500 acre 
estate, large private lake. All land and water sports under 


careful supervision. Music, dramatics, art, dancing, riding, 
nature lore, interesting trips. Near Great Smokies. In- 


clusive fee. Write for booklet. 
Box G, Spartanburg, S. C. 


Mrs. Grace B. Haynms, 

For girls. A western-type camp in 
V. I. Ranc the East. On a thousand-acre ranch 
7 miles from Bristol, Va. Two large swimming pools, 
excellent equipment; handcrafts, tennis, tutoring, dancing, 
dramatics. Horses from college stables, For catalog address 
Dean Marguerite Pflug, Box (21, Virginia Intermont 
College, Bristol, Va. 


SOUTHERN—COEDUCATIONAL 
High Valley Camp $e jue Scie 


Smoky Mts., at Canton, N. C., near Asheville. Planned pro- 
gram of community work, rest, play. All sports. Shop, pho- 
tography, painting, sketching, dramatics, music. Trips to 
Norris Dam. Indian reservations, etc. All-inclusive fee $210. 
Dr. Thomas Alexander, 525 W. 120th St., New York City. 


WESTERN—GIRLS- 
San Luis Ranch for Girls 


All sports, also dramatics, handerafts, etc. Daily swimming. 
Riding—a horse for each girl. Pack trips. Motor trips in 
Pike’s Peak region, the Southwest, Mesa Verde, Yellow- 
stone, Two week trip in high Rockies. Inclusive fee, no ex- 
tras. Mrs. Robert F. Potter, Colorado Springs, Colorado. 


SPECIAL CAMPS 


National Speech Improvement 


Cam A non-profit organization, Fund supported, 
p operated in cooperation with the Speech Clinic 
of the University of Michigan. Thirty-five boys ages 8 to 
21. Eighth season. J. N. Clancy, Director, Shady Trails 
Camp, Box 340. Aan Arbor, Mich. 























Ranch and 
travel camp. 











Devereux Schools and Camps 


Separate buildings, boys, girls. Individual programs, social 
training stressed, Kindergarten unit for young ebildren. 
Summer Camps at North Anson, Maine. Schools near Phila- 
delphia. Helena Devereux Fentress, Director, or John M. 
Barclay, Registrar, Box 60, Berwyn. Pa. 


SCHOOLS ang 
COLLEGES 


WEST INDIES CRUISE 
Pond School Cruise, Incorporated 


Preparation for college while cruising West Indies. Separate 
instruction of each student. Supervised study. Student crew. 
Unique extra-curricular adyantages for physical growth, 
mental broadening, character building. W. McD. Pond, 
Master, Schooner Yacht ‘‘Polaris’’, Baltimore, Md. 


NEW ENGLAND—COEDUCATIONAL 


BRYANT COLLEGE 














Beautifully located on campus in res- g 
idential district. Exceptional courses 
(degree in 2 yrs.) in Bus. Adm., 
C.P.A., Accounting, Secretarial. 
Approved 4-yr. Comm’l Teacher 
Training (A.B. in Ed). Also 1-yr. 
Secretarial. Coed. Effective place- 
ment. Gym, dorms. 77th yr. Catalog. 

Secretary, Providence, R. | 












’ An endowed New Eng- 
Cushing Academy land academy. Moderate 
rates. High standards of preparation for college and life- 
General and commercial courses. Separate units for boys 
and girls. Well coached sports for all. Music. Dramatics. 
64th year. ri . 

Clarence P. Quimby, Principal, Box 21, Ashburnham, Mass. 


Dean Academy 74th yr. College prep. Gen- 


eral Courses ard 1 and 2 yr. 
courses for H. S. graduates: Business, Mech. Drawing, 
Public Speaking, Secretarial, Music, Art, Crafts, Home- 
making, Dramatics. Individual attention. All sports, heated 














pool, golf, tennis, riding. Coed. Home-like school. Rate 

$600. Earle A. Wallace, Headmaster, Franklin, Mass. 
NEW ENGLAND—GIRLS 

Oak Grove A Friends School for Girls. Em- 


phasizes Preparation for College and 
Gracious Living. Music, Art, Expression. Upper and 
Lower Schools.~Graduate Course. Secretarial Science. New 
Fireproof Buildings. Joyous Outdoor Recreation. Riding 
Included. 

Mr. and Mrs. Robert Owen, Box 122, Vassalboro, Maine. 


Kendall Hall 


In southern New Hampshire. Informal, happy school life. 
College preparatory and general courses. 200 acre estate fac- 
ing Mt. Monadnock. Skiing under professional instruction, 
tennis, riding, outdoor pool. Write for catalog. Mr. and Mrs. 
CG. P. Kendall, Principals, Box 351, Peterborough, N. H. 


Howard Seminary 


For Girls. A school of New England traditions. Accredited 
college preparation and Junior College courses. Home eco- 
nomics, secretarial, music, art, dramatics. Small-group 
classes. 65th year. All sports. Catalogue on request. Mr. and 
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Two-YEAR courses for high school 









paratory. Outstanding Home Eco- 
nomics course, theory and practice. 
Excellent opportunities in all depart- 


phere, 





Lasell Yuniot 


ments of Music. Chorus, Glee Club, 


graduates. Academic, Secretarial, Orchestra. 40 pianos, 3-manual organ. 
Merchandising, Pre-nursing, Art, Gymnasium, swimming pool, golf, 
Dramatic Expression, College Pre- skating, skiing, riding. Delightful 


country home life in a 
: with nearby 
varied cultural opportunities. Catalog. 


Guy M. Wiystow, Ph.D., Pres., 120 Woodland Road, Auburndale, Mass. 


riendly atmos- 
Boston offering 





SE me PINES 
THE 
*Junior College and 
Preparatory School 
Secretarial, Household Arts, Music, Art, and General 
Courses. Preparation for the leading colleges. Second year 
of junior college optional abroad. Swimming, Golf. Fine 
Riding Horses. New stables with large, glassed-inriding ring. 
*Designate which catalogue desired. 
GERTRUDE CORNISH MILLIKEN, Principal 
60 Pine Street, Norton, Mass. (near Boston) 





Mrs. Macdonald Peters, Box 14, West Bridgewater, Mass. 
s|| For girls. Preparatory and general 
Walnut Hill courses, Excellent record with lead- 


ing colleges, Music, art. 50-acre campus 17 miles from 
Boston’s cultural advantages, 2 miles from Wellesley 
College, All sports, riding, skiing. Founded 1893, 


Hester R. Davies, Prin., 12 Highland St., Natick, Mass. 


The Dana Hall Schools 


Tenacre—For young girls from six to fifteen years. 
Dana Hall—College Preparatory and General Courses. 
Pine Manor—Junior College. Music, Art, Homemaking. 

Helen Temple Cooke, Head. Box H, Wellesley, Mass. 








Marot Junior College 


Distinguished New England school offering 2 years college 
work, 2 years preparatory. Terminal, transfer courses in 
liberal and fine arts, home economics, secretarial science, 
child education. All sports. Catalog. 

Mary Louise Marot, President, Box G. Thompson, Conn. 





Miss Farmer's School of Cookery 


This long-established school prepares for efficient home 
management and positions requiring cookery_and dietetics. 
One Year, Eight Weeks, shorter courses. Individual in- 


| struetion in small groups. Residences. Catalog G. 


Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Hunrtinaton Ave., Boston, Mass. 
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Tilton School and Junior College 


In ski country, 2% hours from Boston. 93rd year. College 
Preparatory—graduates in best colleges. Junior College— 
Liberal Arts, Business Adm., fully accredited freshman 
and sophomore years. Complete sports program. Catalogs. 

Registrar, 32 School Street, Tilton, N. H. 


Clark School 


Is your son planning to enter college? If so, write for the 
booklet “‘The Clark Plan.” At Clark classes average six 
boys. You may also be interested in the booklet “A Junior 
College Course in Business Administration.’’ Address 
Frank G. Morgan, Director, Hanover, N. H. 


Chauncy Hall School 


Founded 1828. Prepares boys exclusively for Massachusetts 
Imstitute of ‘Technolozy and other scientific schools. 
Principal: Franklin T. Kurt, 548 Boylston Street (Copley 





Worcester Academy 


A Nationally-Known, Accredited Preparatory School for 
Boys. One hundred and five years in the service of 
youth. Fall term opens September 19. For catalog address 

The Registrar, 85 Providence Street, Worcester, Mass. 


Moses Brown School 


Help and inspiration for each boy, a century-old tradition. 
Known for successful college preparation. Arts and crafts 
hobbies. Secluded 25-acre campus. Moderate tuition. Bel- 
mont—residence for younger boys. Home care. Ral- 
ston Thomas, Headinaster, 291 Hope Street. Providence, R. 1. 


Suffield Academy 


1833—1939. College preparatory and General courses. 
Junior School for younger boys. Teaching how to study 
emphasized. Endowment permits low rates. Rev. Brownell 
Gage, Ph.D., Headmaster, 36 High St., Suffield, Conn. 








Square), Boston, Mass. 
Unusual educational 


Williston Academy opportunities for boys 


at modest cost. Endowment over half a million. Over 200 
graduates in 40 colleges. New recreation center, gym- 
nasium, swimming pool. Experienced, understanding mas- 
ters. Separate Junior School. Address the Headmaster: 

Archibald V. Galbraith, Box D, Easthampton, Mass. 





Milford 


Preparation for leading colleges. Individual and small group 
instruction. Studies and extra-curriculum fitted to the needs 
of each student, permitting boys to enter at any time. 
Lower school for boys 12 to 15. Summer session. Catalogue. 

William D. Pearson, Headmaster, Milford, Conn. 


June 1939 Good Housekeeping 


Mary A. Burnham 


FACING SMITH COLLEGE CAMPUS 


Successfully prepares girls for Smith 
and other colleges. Accredited. Also 
one-year intensive review for C.E.E.B. 
Advanced courses, secretarial, music, 
art. Spacious colonial residences. 
Gym, riding, skiing, all sports. 61st 
year. Write for catalog. 

Mrs. George W. Emerson, Principal, 


—&— “Ss; Box 43A, Northampton, Mass. 
UNIOR 
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bad ACCREDITED. Liberal Arts. 
Exceptional Secretarial courses 
prepare for unique positions, 
including Medical Secretary- 
ship. Journalism, Library Sci. 









Social Service, Homemaking. 
Music, Art, Design, Advertis- 
ing. Degrees. Sports. Miss 


R. G. Grew, New Haven, Conn. 











Train for a Fine Hotel Position 
Graduates Earning Substantial Salaries 


Good positions in the Hotel industry for trained men and 


women. Steady work. Promotion rapid. Qualify for a well- 
paid position in FOUR MONTHS through the Lewis 
Hotel Training Schools—only institution of its kind in the 

world. Learn on real hotel equipment under expert 







instructors. National Placement Service FREE 
of extra charge. Thousands of graduates ‘‘making 
good’”’ in Hoteis, Clubs, Schools, Restaurants and 
Hospitals everywhere. New day classes 
now forming and filling rapidly. Write 


for free catalog at once 


LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 
Division RTL-2458, Washington, D. C. 


L! Send for FREE Book 


Z1Y9 
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PREPARATORY 
AN FORD SCHOOL 
Co-educational. Accredited. Est. 1929. 
150 acres rolling hills. Your children’s 
choice for fine companionship. Interest- 
ing courses of study. Thorough prepara- 
tion for college and life. All sports. As 
our guest evaluate our plan. 
LOWER 


UNNY HILLS Koo 


ADDRESS: SUNNY HILLS SCHOOLS, WILMINGTON, DEL. 
ee ee 





A Quaker school, known for 
George School its modern curriculum and ex- 
cellent college preparatory results. 242-acre campus. Boys 
and girls in the same school under conditions that meet 
with the approval of careful, discriminating parents. 
For catalogue, address: G. A. Walton, A.M., Principal, 
Box 275, George School, Bucks County, Pa. 


Williamsport Dickinson 


Accredited two-year Junior College and four year Prepara- 
tory School. Co-educational. Liberal Arts, Music, Art, 
Business, Secretarial, Dramatics. Outstanding faculty. 
Sports for all. Substantial endowment, low rates. 91st year. 
John W. Long, D.D., Pres., Box G, Williamsport, Pa. 

Junior College. Liberal 


Scranton-Keystone arts, business and pre- 


professional courses transferable to universities. Officially 

accredited. Medical secretarial and engineering programs. 

Balanced activity program. Co-ed. All sports. Wooded 

campus. Moderate rates. Catalog. 

Byron S. Hollinshead, Pres., Box GH, La Plume, Penna. 
Two years of college 


Bergen Junior College with credit toward 


A.B. or B.S. at standard colleges. Pre-professional courses. 
Secretarial, Art, Music, Dramatics, Medical Assistant, Home 
Ec. Diploma. Day, eve., summer. Dormitory students receive 
Bermuda trip without charge. 6 mi. from N.Y.C. All Sports. 
Catalogue, C. L. Littel, Ed. D., Box G, Teaneck, N. J. 


Oakwood School 


Co-educational Friends School. College preparatory_ and 
general courses. Country location, 70 miles from New York. 
Supervised recreation and sports. 141st year. Moderate 
rates, no extras. Catalog. 

Wm. J. Reagan, A.M., Prin., Box 6, Poughkeepsie, N. Y. 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC—BOYS 




























Wide Choice of Sports and 
Pool. Careful Health Supervision. 
Miles from New York City. 









Es CHARLES H. BREED, Headmaster 





BLAIR ACADEMY 


Excellent Preparation for College Entrance by Certificate or College 
Board Examinations. Small Classes. Experienced Masters. 
Initiative and Self Reliance. Course Begins with 8th Grade. 

Student Activities. Golf Course, Swimming 
500-foot Elevation. Visit the School, 65 


For Catalogue and Booklet “The Blair Boy in Oollege,”’ Address 







Catholic school 
plete educational facilities for we 
—26-acre playing field, 


welcome. 50 miles from New 


MIDDLE ATLANTIC—BOYS 





Beautifully located on the wooded shore of 

repares for leading colleges in atmosphere of culture and refinement. Com- 
r fi-roun ed development. Accredited instruction in small 
groups under Brothers of the Christian Schools. Inspiring military training. Athletics for all 
new gymnasium, pool and 
crew, hockey, and tennis. Junior Department. 56th year. 
York City. Write for catalog. 


REV. BROTHER AMBROSE, F.S.C., Box J, Oakdale, Long Island, N. Y. 





Great South Bay, Long Island, this outstanding 


ocean swimming, 9-hole golf course, 
Moderate rates. Visitors always 





Irvin 103rd year. 25 mi. from N. Y. Opportunity 
g for thorough college preparation in small 
classes under experienced understanding faculty. Certifi- 
cate privileges. Regents accredited. Limited to 125. Home- 
like environment. Junior Dept. Athletics. Golf. Catalog. 


C. Walter Olson, Box 922, Tarrytown-on-Hudson, N. Y. 


Peekskill Military Academy 


Careful educational guidance. Ages 7-18. Modern fireproof 
buildings overlooking Hudson. All sports. Parents invited 
for consultation; 1 hour from New York City. Catalog. Ad- 
dress: Principals, Box G-6, Peekskill-on- Hudson, New York. 

College preparatory. 


St. John's—Ossinin 
= g Separate Junior 
School, Modified Military. Limited enrolment. Supervised 
study under carefully chosen faculty. 30 miles from New 
York City. Beautiful location. Gym, pool, all sports, riding. 
Moderate rate. 97th year. Non-Sectarian. 

William A. Ranney, Ossining-on-Hudson, N. Y- 


BORDENTOWN 


MILITARY INSTITUTE 


Accredited. College Preparatory. 
Business Training. Graduates in 
40 colleges. Individual attention. 
Improves reading ability, study 
habits. Lower school for boys 8-12. 
Near Trenton. Founded 1885. Cata- 
log. Registrar, Box 276, Borden- 
town, N. J. 
















Cultivation of 


Blairstown, N. J. 





The Pennington School 


Prepares select boys effectively for college. Character de- 
velopment a fundamental aim. Modern equipment. Small 
classes. Crafts shop. All sports. Separate lower school. Health- 
ful, historic location, near Princeton. 101st year. Catalog. 
Francis Harvey Green, Litt. D., Box 70, Pennington, N. J. 


PENNSYLVANIA asiticted Prep schoo! 


MILITARY COLLEGE 


Col. Frank K. Hyatt, Pres. 


West Point of the 
Keystone State 


ties. 
Chester, Pa. 


Standard 4-year College courses leading to 
degrees. Also accredited Preparatory work. 
Separate faculties for College and Prepara- 
tory. Experienced professors. Capable mili- 
tary staff. Infantry, cavalry, R.O.T.C., band 
sports, wide range of extra-curricular activi- 
Specify catalog. 





Box II 
° pare = 
Specializes in preparing boys for college. 
Peddie 304 graduates in last five years have entered 
such colleges as Yale, Princeton, Dartmouth, Harvard. 150 
acres. 16 modern buildings. Junior school. All sports for 
all. School golf course. Summer session. 75th year. 
Catalogue. Address, 
Wilbur E. Saunders, Box 6-J, Hightstown, N. J. 





Registrar, Box G, 





Carson Long Institute 


Boys’ Military School. Educates the whole boy—physically, 
mentally, mora:!y. How to learn, how to labor, how to live. 
Prepares for ccilege or business. Rates $500.00. Camp & 
Summer Session. Rates $125.00. Box C, New Bloomfield, Pa. 








Now in its 51st year of distinguished work, this fully ac- 
credited preparatory school offers your son thorough education 
and a sound training in life values. Able, friendly instruc- 
tors. Splendid equipment. Individual courses for boys 10 to 
21. Write now for ‘The Kiski Plan.’’ Kiski makes men! 


Kiskiminetas Springs School, Box 639, Saltsburg, Pa. 
SE ET TY 


1 Provides best educa- 
Harrisburg Academy tional facilities for 
pupils of all ages. Graduates in 56 colleges and universities. 
Modern buildings, fine campus, new gym., swimming pool, 
all athletics. Moderate rates. Est. 1784. 2 year Junior 
College course in business training. 

Headmaster, Arthur E. Brown, Box G-121, Harrisburg, Pa. 





standards. Golf, Polo, all 
MIDDLE ATLANTIC—GIRLS 





Beaver College 


Standard 4-year College. Liberal arts, science, music, art, 
commerce, home economics, health education, preparation 
for teachers. Near Philadelphia. Gymnasiums, pool. 86th 
year. Moderate rates. Ask for catalog. James Elliott 
Mooney, Acting President, Box G, Jenkintown, Pa. 








RY DAL 
HALL 


Home-school for younger girls 
6-14, Kindergarten through 
grammar grades. Careful 
guidance of each child’s nat- 
ural tendencies. Music, danc- 
ing, crafts, dramatics, nature 
Abby A. Sutherland, study. French daily. 10 miles 
OgontzSchool P.O.,Pa. from Philadelphia. Catalog. 


IP) 





other sports. Fourteen 
fire-proof buildings. 
° 
Formerly Birmingham. Ac- 
The Grier School credited College Prepara- 
tion and General Courses, for girls 12-18. Located in 


“At the Nation’s Shrine’ Preparatory for college 
Cavalry & Infantr 
R.O.T.C. Forcatalog, Ad» 

Pennsylvania Alleghenies. Special emphasis on Art, Music, 

and Secretarial. 200 acres for all winter and summer 


or business. Boys 12 to 20. 

VALLEY Highest academic 

0 RG F dress Box F, Wayne, Pa. 
Military Academy 
sports. Excellent riding. Gym and pool, 86th yr. Catalog. 
T. C. Grier, Director, Box 16, Birmingham, Pa. 


For Young Women. 
leges for entrance. 
































NEW YORK 
MILITARY 
ACADEMY 


CORNWALL-ON-HUDSON, NEW YORK 


The School of Distinction 


Only 50 miles from New York is one of 
America’s truly progressive institutions 
of learning .. . high scholastic standing 
is attested by graduate representation in 
all leading colleges. Reserve Officers 

Training Corps stresses gentlemanliness, 
neatness and orderliness. i 

Three types of courses: accredited col- 
lege preparation, general education and 
pre-business; and choice of infantry, 
cavalry and artillery training. All activi- 
ties guided by a carefully selected faculty 
schooled in bringing out the finest in 
each individual boy. Junior School for 
boys up to 11. Te 

The best school equipment; scientifically 
palanced food. . . food that meets the 
needs of active, growing young men; un- 
surpassed athletic facilities including 
complete gym and swimming pool, golf, 
riding, varsity and intramural sports. A 
school that builds the basic attr butes of 
leadership. Convince yourself. Visit New 
York Military Academy any day, any hour. 


Write the President for catalog. 








College preparation which adheres strictly 
to the standards and requirements of the 
College Entrance Board, coupled with all 
the benefits of sane military training. 125 
acres of beautiful campus. Winter sports 
featured. Gymnasium. Central New York. 11 
miles from Syracuse. 70th year. Catalog. 


Col. Guido F. Verbeck, Box G, Manlius, N.Y. 
1 Convenient to N. Y. and Phila. Ac- 
Perkiomen credited. Classes average 9. Boys really 
learn how to study. 97% of last year’s graduates in 26 
colleges. Vocational guidance. All sports. Excellent Jr. 


School. Accredited Summer School. Moderate rate, no extras. 
Catalog. C. E. Tobias, M. A., Box 269, Pennsburg, Pa. 


Malvern Preparatory School 
Country boarding and day school. Small classes, individual 
instruction under Augustinian Fathers. Spiritual, social, 
and physical development. Prepares for all colleges, and 
technical schools. Lower School. 22 miles from Phila. Bus 
service. Catalog. Headmaster, Box H, Malvern, Pa 


Franklin and Marshall Academy 


A widely recognized, moderately priced preparatory school. 
Excellent records in many colleges. Personal attention to 
the needs of each boy. Varied athletic program. Modern 
equipment. Junior department. For catalogue address 


&. M. Hartman, Pd.D., Box 90, Lancaster, Pa, 
Tome Offers boys fully accredited college preparation, 

flexible general and business preparatory courses. 
Personal attention in small classes. Lower school. All 
sports, workshops. Gym, golf. Beautiful 200 acre campus 


on Susquehanna River. Alumni controlled. Catalog. 
Charles J. Keppel, Headmaster, Box G, Port Deposit, Md. 














Linden Hall Junior College and School for Girls. 


Cultural and Vocational. Music, Home Economics, Secre- 
tarial Studies. Fine and Commercial Art. Interesting 
Activities. All Sports. Preparatory and General Courses. 
Riding, Swimming Pool. Moderate Tuition. Separate 
Junior School. F. W. Stengel, D. D., Box 26, Lititz, Pa. 





PENN HAL 


e JUNIOR COLLEGE AND SCHOOL 


South in the Cumberland Valley, a little north of Dixie 


Two year College and High School—both aceredited. Certifies to Col- 
f “College Boards’’ 
of Music, Dramatics, Art, Interior Dec., Intro. Journalism, Costume Design, Home Ec., Secre- 
tarial. Fireproof buildings; connecting baths. Happy social life. Riding, swimming pool, canoe- 
ing, tennis, golf, fencing, dancing. PART OF MAY AT OCEAN CITY. 

e Catalog—Address: FRANK S. MAGILL, LL.D., Box Q, CHAMBERSBURG, PA. 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


e 
held at school. 


Intensive Review. Conservatory 


Cedar Crest College 


A.B. and B.S. degrees for young women, with majors in 
liberal arts, secretaryship, science, home economics, social 
work, education, dramatic art. Picturesque suburbar loca- 
tion; 90 miles from New York. 

William G. Curtis, Box G, Allentown, Pa. 


eS 
° 

B. A. in 14 departments; 
Seton Hill College B. 8. in Home Economics, 
with 5 major options; B. Music in 3 curricula. Fully ac- 
credited, Pre-Medicine, Pre-Law, Teacher Training, Social 
Service. Honors courses. All sports. Catholic management. 
Accredited by A.A.U.; nat’1] membership in A.A.U.W. Cata- 
log. Registrar, Box G, Seton Hill College, Greensburg, Pa. 
ee 


Highland Hall 


School for Girls. Accredited College Preparatory and Gen- 
eral Courses. Music, art, secretarial. Swimming pool, 
riding, spring horse show. 72nd year. Mrs. J. King 
McLanahan, Jr., President. Elizabeth G. Baldwin, A.B., 
Prin., Box 46, Hollidaysburg, Pa. 


Moravian Seminary and College 


America’s oldest girls’ school (1742). Seminary: grades 
1-12, college prep, general courses. College: certificate and 
degree courses. Music, Art, Secretarial, Dramatics, Tech- 
nician’s. Separate catalogs for Seminary and College. 

Edwin J. Heath, M.A., D.D., Pres., Box G, Bethlehem, Pa. 





CENTENARY 


JUNIOR COLLEGE 


Fouiiy accredited two-year college. Transfer and 


vocational courses. Liberal and fine arts, secre- 
tarial, home economics, dramatics. All country 
sports. Pleasant social life. For catalog address 
Robert J. Trevorrow, D.D., President 
Hackettstown, New Jersey 








Box 59 
1 5 

On: the Delaware. For girls. 

Sie Mary s Hall Resident and day. Episcopal. 

Accredited. College preparatory, general, secretarial courses. 

Lower School. Music, art. Riding, swimming, golf, tennis, 

Country life. Easily accessible to New York and Philadel- 
phia. 103rd year. Catalog. * 

Edith M. Weller, B.S., Prin., Box G, Burlington, N. J. 


Miss Beard's School 


Prepares girls for College Board examinations. General 
courses include household and fine and applied arts, and 
music. Country life and outdoor sports. Ample grounds near 
Orange Mountains within 14 miles of New York City. 

Lucie C. Beard, Headmistress, Box 56, Orange, N. J. 


Marjorie Webster Schools 


Junior College, Secretarial Science, Physical Education, 
Dramatic Art & Dancing, Fine & Applied Art. Modern 
dormitories, on 10-acre campus. Cultural, social advantages of 
the Capital. Swimming Pool, Gymnasium. Placement service. 
Catalog. Rock Creek Park Estates, Box G, Washington, D.C. 


Accredited Junior College and 
Chevy Chase Senior High School for young 


women. Art, Interior Decoration, Music, Secretarial, Journal- 
ism, Home Economics, Dramatics. Washington advantages. 
Individual development. Outdoor life and sports. Catalogue. 
Mrs. F. E. Farrington, Regent, Philip Milo Bail, Ph.D., 
President. Chevy Chase School, Box G, Washington, D. C. 


@ A Select School @ 


with university atmosphere. Cultural, 
social advantages of Washington or New 
York. Graduates become paid employees 
of the school itself for 20 weeks or until 
permanently placed. Catalog. 


WASHINGTON Scencrantes 


SECRETARIES 
247-E PARK AVE, N.Y. C. + 259 NAT'L PRESS BLDG., WASH'N, D. C. 
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LIBERAL AND PRACTICAL ARTS 


College preparatory, advanced courses in 
Liberal and Fine Arts. Recognized by lead- 
ing colleges and universities. Secretarial 
Science, Medical Assistants, Home Eco- 


nomics, Interior Decoration, Dramatics, 
Journalism, Costume Design, Merchandis- 
ing, Kindergarten. Private golf course, 12 
tennis courts, swimming pools. Bermuda 


cruise. Private baths. Catalog. 


BOX G BRIARCLIFF MANOR, N. Y. 
Suburban to New York City 





Secretarial, executive 
The Scudder Schoo training for high 
school graduates, college women. 2-year college credit course 
with French, Business Psychology, Finance and _ Invest- 
ments. l-year intensive. Model office. Social Welfare, 2- 
year college credit course. Field Work. Placement. Resi- 
dence. Miss G. H. Scudder, 66 Fifth Ave., New York City. 





Episcopal boarding school, emphasizing 
ot. Agnes thorough college preparation. General 
course, with electives in Music and Art. Dramatics, 
dancing, Delightful country location. Outdoor sports, in- 
cluding riding. Write for catalog. 


Miss Blanche Pittman, Prin., Box G, Albany, New York. 








Cathedral School of Saint Mary 


Episcopal school for girls in the country 23 miles from 
New York. General and college preparatory courses. Grad- 
uates in all leading colleges. Art, music, Gramatics. 
All Sports; riding, swimming. Hockey. Established 1883. 
Marion G. Reid, Principal, Garden City, L. 1., N. Y 
See SS eee 


Briarcliff Junior College 


Briarcliff Manor, N. Y. Two years of accredited college 
work, Art, music, theatre arts, interior decoration, cos- 
tume design, social work, journalism, home economics, 
business science. Near New York City. All outdoor sports, 
swimming pool. Catalog on request. Registrar, Box Z. 


The Knox School 


College preparatory; also 2-year advanced, accredited 
courses. Art, music, drama, business, household arts. All 
sports, including golf, riding, skiing, swimming, crew. 
Catalog. 
Mrs. E. N.Y. 


Gunston Hall 


Preparatory and Collegiate departments. Also music, art, 
dramatics, home economics, and secretarial courses. Advan- 
tages of National Capital. Established 1892. Mary L. 
Gildersleeve, Mary B. Kerr, M.A., Prins. Richard N. maven 


Russell Houghton, Box G, Cooperstown, 





Zz Business Manager, 1902 Florida Avenue, Washington, 
















Maryland College 


4> FOR WOMEN. « 


WaHeRE North and South meet. A.B., 
B.S. degrees. Certificates also awarded. 
Liberal Arts, Home Ec., Music, Kin- 
dergarten training, Speech, Secretarial. 
Fine Arts. Suburban to Baltimore. 
Pleasant social life. All sports. Rid- 
ing. Catalog. 


MARYLAND COLLEGE 


Lutherville, Md. 

as College preparatory 
Roberts-Beach School <sleze prenaratorg 
miles from Baltimore, 35 miles from Washington. Thorough 
curriculum, high scholastic standing, and exceptional 
faculty. Small classes. Separate house for younger girls. 
Music and Art. All sports. Riding. Lucy G. Roberts, Ph.D., 
and Sarah M. Beach, Ph.D., Box D, Catonsville, Md. 


KING-SMITH 


STUDIO-SCHOOL 


A unique school of the arts, maintaining professional 
standards and affording its students an attractive home 
life. 
Music, Art, Dramatics, Dancing, Languages, 
Literature, Creative Writing, Secretarial, 
Home Making, Social Science. Catalog. 


1743 New Hampshire Ave., Washington, D. C. 





Box G 
















Women’s Junior College; and 2 year prepara- 
tory. 40th year. Liberal Arts course Diploma; or credits 

transferable to univers’ 
tume Design, Commercial 
Secretarial Science, Radio Br 
Music. Interesting Social life. S 
seeing trips in the east. Catolog: 
1715 Massachusetts Ave., 















COLLEGE 





ba 






ties. Home making Arts, Dietetics, Cos- 
Art, Interior Decoration, Merchandising, 
oadcasting courses, Social Service, Dramatics, 
ports. Riding. Tuition includes three sight- 
Mention interests. Maud van Woy, A.B., Pres. 
WASHINGTON, D. C. 


UYU UU att arco 


Successor to National Park Seminary 


Junior College. Preparatory, terminal, 
transfer courses. Music, art, dramatics, 
secretarial, home economics. New per- 
sonal finance course. Unusual social actiy- 
ities, All sports—riding. 200 acres, sub- 
urban to Washington. Catalog, Roy Tasco 
Davis, Pres., Box 169, Forest Glen, Md. 
° 

Junior College and 4-year high 
Arlington Hal school. Strong Academie work. 
Excellent Music, Secretarial, and other Departments. In 
the Virginia hills, 15 minutes from White House. Modern 
sunny buildings, 100-acre wooded campus. Gymnasium, 


swimming, indoor riding arena. Carrie G. Sutherlin, M.A., 
President. Ben. Franklin Sta., Washington, D. C. 


Martha Washington Jr. College 


On beautiful estate in National Capital. Liberal arts, see- 
retarial science, home economics. Music, dramatics, ete. 
Harmonious social and intellectual development. High school 
department. Moderate rates. Catalogue. Edward W. Thomp- 
son, Pres., Box G, 3640 {6th St., N. W., Washington, D. C. 














Immaculata College & Seminary 


Accredited by Middle States Association and affiliated with 
Catholic University. Conducted by Sisters of Providence, 
St. Mary-of-the-Woods. Resident and day students. College, 
high school, and grades 1-8. Music, Art, Gymnasium, Pool. 

Box 469, Washington, D. C. 








SOUTHERN 


A SCHOOL OF CHARACTER. For Girls. 
Accredited Junior College and Prepara- 
tory School in the Blue Ridge Mountains 
of Virginia in the midst of almost Alpine 
Scenery. Home life that of fine old Southern 
family. Music, Art, Expression, Dramatic 
Art. Home Economics. Social Training, 


Stratford College 


In Healthful Piedmont. Accredited Junior College and 
Preparatory. Develops individual aptitudes and_ talents, 
Campus of 12 acres. All sports. For ‘Intimate Glimpses” 
and i address: 


ohn C. Simpson, 















Pres., Box G, Danville, Va. 


' Junior College and High 
Sullins College School. Both accredited. 100 
acre Campus in beautiful Virginia Park. Riding, Swim- 
ming, Boating. Music, Art, Dramatics, Home Ec., Secre- 
tarial, Physical Ed. Modern Buildings, every room has 
bath. Summer Camp. Mention interest. Catalogue and Views. 
W. E. Martin, Ph.D., Pres., Box G, Bristol, Virginia. 





SEMINAR 
and JUNIOR COLLEGE 


SOUTHERN—GIRLS 





Physical Ed. Library Science, Journalism, 
and Secretarial Courses. 

All Sports. Gaited Saddle Horses. Indoor 
sunlight swimming pool. 320 ft. veranda. 
Mountain water. 72nd year. School filled each year. 
Apply now. Catalog. Address Robert Lee Dur- 
ham, Pres., Box 944, Buena Vista, Virginia. 

96th year. Episcopal. Effective prep- 


Stuart Hall aration for College Boards and col- 


leges admitting on certificate. General course for non- 
college girl. Excellent 1 and 2 yr. secretarial courses f0r 
high school graduates. Separate lower school—grades 4 to 
8. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Riding. Sports. 
Ophelia S. T. Carr, Prin., Box J-B, Staunton, Va. 


Mary Baldwin College 27.27" mnaowes 


credited; endowed. 
The college with a background of culture and scholarship. 
A.B. degree. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial, Teacher 
Training courses. Educationally efficient, socially selective, 
spiritually sincere. Riding, other sports. Catalog. 

L. Wilson Jarman, Pres., Box G, Staunton, Va. 
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-MARION couse. 


Accredited Junior College and High School in famous 
“blue grass’” region of Virginia. Liberal Arts, Pre- 
library, Pre-nursing, Pre-journalism, Pre-social work, 
Education, Business Administration, Home Economics, 
Music, Speech. Happy home and social life in atmosphere 
of Southern culture. 66th year. Rates $425 to $485. 
Catalogue. Hugh J. Rhyne, Pres., Box 906, Marion, Va. 
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VIRGINIA INTERMONT 


ENpoweEp Junior College and 4-year 
high school. Accredited. 2 years of 
standard college work. General, voca- 
tional courses in Music, Art, Speech, 
Dramatics, Home Economics, Physical 
Ed., Secretarial, Library Science. Beau- 
tiful location. Sports, riding, swim- 
ming. Founded 1884. Moderate rates. 
Summer Camp: V. I. Ranch Catalog. 
H. G. Noffsinger, Box 122, Bristol, Va. 
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i Standard accredited work. Two 
Fairfax Hall years college. Four years high 
school. Secretarial. Fine Arts. In Shenandoah Valley near 
Skyline Drive. Attractive buildings on large campus. All 
sports. Private stable. Indoor and outdoor pools. Catalog on 
request. Wm. B. Gates, President, Box 6G, Park Station, 
Waynesboro, Virginia. 


Two yrs. College, 4 
Blackstone College 2° yrs, Salere., 4 
plomas in Liberal Arts, Music, Dramatics, Secretarial, 
Merchandising, Home Ec. and Physical Ed. Near Rich- 
mond. Modern, fireproof buildings. Swimming pool, golf, 
riding, other sports. Total cost $515. For catalogue address 
J. Paul Glick, President, Box G-6, Blackstone, Va. 


Saint Mary's School 
and Junior College 


Raleigh, North Carolina 
Episcopal. For girls. In Pine Belt. Healthful climate. 
Three years high school and two years standard college work, 
Accredited by Southern Association. Special courses. Marked 
success in molding girls into the highest type of woman- 
hood. All sports. Mrs, Ernest Cruikshank, Principal. 


Dept. G, Raleigh, N. C. 


Catalogue: 
A. W. Tucker, Bus. Mar., 








| COLLEGE BY-THE-SEA 


For cirts. Accredited 2-year Junior Col- 


lege on the Riviera of America. Also 3- 
year college preparatory course. Music, 
art, speech and theater arts, home eco- 


nomics, secretaryship. Riding, salt water 
sports. Fresh water pool. Catalog. 
RICHARD G. COX, President, Box L, Gulfport, Miss. 




















Fully accredited High School. Un- 
usual advantages in music and 
dramatic art. Location foothills 
Blue Ridge mountains. Extensive 


grounds, contiguous to Brenau 
College. Catalog gladly sent. 
Address 


Brenau Academy, Box G, Gainesville, Ga. 


SOUTHERN—GIRLS 
Bethel Woman's College 


Fully accredited Junior College and Conservatory of Music. 
Graduates are leaders in their communities, successful in 
careers. Home ec., business, teacher training courses. Art, 
dramatics. Gym. Moderate rate, includes riding. Catalog. 

J. W. Gaines, Pres., Box G, Hopkinsville, Ky. 





Coker “‘A college of distinction.’’ Accredited 4-year 
standard college. Courses leading to A.B. 
degree in Liberal Arts and Sciences, also in applied and 
public school music. Teachers’ certificates. Art, library 
science, physical ed., etc. Beautiful campus. Attractive 
bldgs. All sports. Gym, pool. Endowed. Session: $450. 
Catalog. C. Sylvester Green, Pres., Box G, Hartsville, S. C. 





7 For young women. 
Greenbrier College 3%,,2 Mths and 
College Preparatory. Founded 1812. In the Alleghenies 
near White Sulphur Springs. Art, Music, Dramatic Art, 
Secretarial. Recreational and Social Activities. Modern 
fireproof dormitory. For catalogue, address | 
French W. Thompson, Pres., Dept. G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 


Fassifern School for girls—college preparatory and 
grades. In ‘‘the Land of the Sky’’ near 
Asheville. Music, Art, Dramatics, Secretarial. Courses in 
Personality and Charm. Riding. Camp Greystone nearby 
used for year’-round sports. For catalog ‘‘Personality’”’ 
folder, address: 

Jos. R. Sevier, D.D., Pres., Box B, Hendersonville, N. C. 























Music, Art, 








BRENAU 


COLLEGE FOR WOMEN 


Accredited. A. B. degree and Junior College diploma. Endowed. 
the Speech Arts and Dramatics. Physical 
Economics, Secretarial. Located foothills Blue Ridge mountains. Near 
Atlanta. Altitude 1250 Ft. Noted for health. 350 acres. All outdoor 
sports. Patronage 35 states. Attractive social life. Catalogue, address: 


BRENAU, BOX G-6, GAINESVILLE, GA. 


Ashley Hall 


For girls. Accredited college preparatory and general 
courses in atmosphere of historic Southern culture. Music, 
dramatics, home economics, art. Student government. Out- 
door sports; riding, pool. Lower school. Catalog. 

Mary Vardrine McBee, L.H.D., Box G, Charleston, S. C. 


1 In the Blue Ridge Mts. 
Limestone College ‘Accredited: B.A., B.S. 
Music, art, speech, commercial, teacher training, physical 
education, home economics, social science. Distinguished 
faculty. Mild climate permits year-round outdoor recrea- 
tion. 10 hrs. from Washington. Endowed: $458. Catalog. 
Robert C. Granberry, D.D., Pres., Box G, Gaffney, S. C. 






Ed., Home 





and High 





Alma Paine, Registrar, 


SOUTHERN—BOYS 













e 
Be 


One of America’s most distinguished mili- 
tary schools, located in historic Shenandoah 
Valley of Virginia. High elevation, excel- 
lent health record. For 79 years graduates 
have made excellent records at best colleges, 
universities, Annapolis and West Point. 
R.O.T.C. unit. 40-piece band. Liberal course 


Sushluine 


MILITARY SCHOOL 

At this famous Virginia school boys are 

prepared for college, West Point, Annap- 
olis, or for business, in an inspiring, colorful 
military atmosphere. Self-reliance, self-confi- 
dence, self-control are developed; boys learn how 
to study, in small classes with understanding 
teachers. Sports for all, hobby clubs, band, glee 
club, R.O.T.C. 60th yr. Catalog: 
Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box S-3, Waynesboro, Va. 


Hargrave Military Academy 


Making men—not money. Accredited—in Piedmont Sec- 
tion—offering all preparatory school advantages at mini- 
mum cost. Separate Junior School. For catalog, address 


Col. A. H. Camden, Pres., Box G, Chatham, Va. 
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Healthfully located on 
domain of 10,000 acres. 9! 
uates go to college, West 


La i . 
1868-1939 rat gymnasium, heated 








ASTLE HEIGHTS” 


(Gen. Robt; Lee Bullard, Ret. U.S.A., Chairman of Board) 


Military. Accredited. Preparation for College and 

Government Academies. Junior School in separate 
plant. Boys taught to study and inspired to success. R.O.T.C. 
Honor School. 15 modern buildings. Every boy in athletics 
every day. Outdoor sports year ‘round. Endowed. Senior 
School $675, Junior School $575. New $50,000 gym. 
Early enrollment advisable. For catalog, address: . 





Col. H. G. Armstrong, Pres., Lebanon, Tenn. (Near Nashville) 
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rivate mountain 

er cent of grad- 

oint or Annap- 
olis. Each pupil assigned faculty adviser; 
his needs thoroughly analyzed and met. 
Small classes. Business course. All sports. 
indoor swims 


We Teach EVERY BOY How To Study” 





ACADEMY 


for cadets not entering college. Modern, 
fire-proof buildings, two gymnasiums, 
and modern swimming pool. Athletic 
program for all boys. Separate Junior 
School. For Catalogue, address Colonel 
Emory J. Middour, Superintendent, 
Box G-6, Staunton, Virginia. 


Fork UNION 


CADEMWY 


Fully accredited. Prepares for college or business. Able 
faculty. Small classes. Supervised study. Lower School 
for small boys in new separate building. Housemother. 
R. 0. T. C. Fireproof buildings. Inside swimming pool. 
All athletics. Best health record. Students from 27 states 
and other countries. Catalog. 42nd year. 

Dr. J. J. Wicker, Pres., Box GH, Fork Union, Virginia. 


Randolph-Macon Academy 


Military. Accredited. 48th Year. At northern entrance to 
Skyline Drive. Prepares for college through intensive 
study methods. Fireproof buildings. Supervised athletics. 
Visitors welcome. Write for catalog and_‘‘Visit’’ folder. 
Col. John C. Boggs, Principal, Box G, Front Royal, Va. 


MILITARY 
ACADEMY 


ming pool, cvlf course. Plenty of fresh milk 
from our own dairy. Sewanee is unique in 
its cultural atmosphere. Endowed; not for 
profit. Moderate rate. CATALOG. Major Gen- 
eral William R. Smith, aoe 
(formerly Superintendent at West Point), 
Box G, Sewanee, Tennessee. 
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rue MORGAN SCHOOL 


NON-MILITARY 
@ Accredited college preparation. Small classes, 
individual instruction. Healthful climate, 142 
hours south of Nashville. Outdoor activity year 
round. All sports, fishing. Junior school, grades 
6-8. Post graduate work. Summer term. Founded 
1885. Rate $550. Catalog. 


R. Kenneth Morgan, 
Box G 


Headmaster 
Petersburg, Tenn. 


itay 


EVERY product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 





WARD- BELMONT 


For nearly three generations this accredited Junior College 
School . . . with its culture and charm of 
South... has been training young women for fuller lives. 


Conservatory of Music, with instructors of wide rep- 
utation. | Special courses in Art, Literature, Home 
Economics, Expression, Secretarial, Dancing. 


Social life centers in Club Village, a group of ten 
attractive club houses. Every gir i 
in a club. Modern dormitories, gymnasium, swim- 
ming pool, all sports, stable of gaited horses. 

For Catalog, View Book, and “Club Village’ address 
BoxY 103, 






the Old 


has membership 


Nashville, Tenn. 


REENBRIER 


MILITARY SCHOOL also SUMMER CAMP ~ 

128th year. Fully accredited High School. 
Lower school and Post Graduate. Trains for 
leadership. Prize winning band, publications, rifle 
and debating teams. Boys 8 to 21. All sports, Alti- 
tude 2300 ft. Near White Sulphur Springs. Modern 
fireproof building houses all activities. For “Evi- 
dence” (Success record) and catalog, address: 
Major D. T. Moore, Registrar, Box G, Lewisburg, W. Va. 





Benrucky [Viti tary 
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A School witha 
Winter Home 


NSTITUTE i2'%./27 


Oldest private military school 
in America. Fully accred- 
ited. Special junior depart- 
ment. Prepares for college 
or business. 

Fall and spring sessions on 
beautiful estate near Louis- 
ville. Winter session in fine, 
modern buildings at Venice, 
Florida, where the sunshine 
possesses actinic, health-giv- 
ing rays. Boys enjoy health- 
ful land and water sports all 
year with no interruption to 
studies. 

For catalogs, address 
Col. Chas. B. Richmond, 
President, 
Box G, Lyndon, 





Kentucky 


Accredited, non-military school for boys, 
9 yrs. and upward, gives thorough train- 


Blue Ridge 


ing in studies and character development. Individualized in- 
struction; high academic standards ; unexcelled health record. 
6 months in picturesque Western North Carolina, 3 months 
(Jan.-March) at Welska-on-St. Johns, Florida, near Palatka. 
Address, J. R. Sandifer, Box G, Hendersonville, N. C. 





Columbia Military Academy 


11 buildings, 9 built by U. S. Govt. Fully accredited. 
Special Department preparing for Government Academies. 
R. O. T. C. Post-Graduate and Junior Schools. Athletics, 
including gym, swimming, golf, horsemanship. 50 piece band, 
For catalog, address Department G, Columbia, Tennessee. 





Battle Ground Academy 8% - si; 


develops high scholarship, personality, and character. Accred- 
ited—graduates successful in better colleges. Close, personal 
guidance in small classes. Healthful location, near Nash- 
ville. Golf, swimming, gym, all sports. Moderate rate. 51st 
year. Catalog. George |. Briggs, Box G, Franklin, Tenn. 
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Junior Military Academy 


Boys 5-14. Kindergarten through 8th grade. Happy, home- 
like atmosphere. Modified military system. Sports, pony 
riding. Individual instruction—enter any time. Camp Whoop- 
pee makes possible 12 months enrolment. Moderate rates. 
Maj. Roy DeBerry, Box G, Bloomington Springs, Tenn. 


Tennessee Military Institute 9rs.f 


Ameri- 
ea’s better schools. Known for adequate preparation for best 
colleges, engineering schools, Gov't academies. 66th year, 
Grades 8-12; post-grad. Bus. Admin. Enrolment limit 200. 
Class average 14 boys, Campus 144 acres. All sports. Cata- 
log. Col. C. R. Endsley, Supt., Box 78, Sweetwater, Tenn. 


The Bolles School 


On St. Johns River. Accredited. Thorough preparation for 
college or Gov't Academies, 5th to 12th grades. Splendidly 
equipped fireproof buildings. Year ‘round athletics. New 
gymnasium. Military. Seamanship, boating. For catalog, ad- 
dress: Col, Roger G. Painter, President, Jacksonville, Fla, 

























Skilled instructors; personal supervision; whole- 
some atmosphere. Graduates accredited Eastern 
Colleges. Two departments, Junior, 5 to 14; 
Senior ia und ore Losteg on beach. Open- 

quarters. i 
~~ round. Write for ee ee ie orn 
ULF COAST MILITARY ACADEMY ¢ . 
R-4, Gulfport, Miss. (OZ, 

You The Man 


Send Us The Boy and We Wiil Return 


Under same Management 39 years. Near Atlanta— 
Metropolis of the South. Highest military rating. 
Highest academic standards. Championship teams. 
“Individual house plan,” cadets living with teachers 
under tutorial system—insuring accurate scholarship, 
sound character, healthy bodies. Classical, Engineer- 
ing, Commercial, West Point—Annapolis Courses, 
certificating graduates to Colleges. R. O. T. C. Junior 
School, boys8to13. Tested dairy herd. Moderate rate. 


For illustrated literature address 
COMMANDANT, G. M. A., Box B, COLLEGE PARK, GA. 





Riverside Military Academy 


Nation’s largest military preparatory school. Boys 10-20. 
Six months in Blue Ridge Mountains with winter session 
Hollywood, Florida. Golf course, swimming, tennis, ocean 
sports, aviation. Catalog: 


General Sandy Beaver, Box G, Gainesville, Ga. 
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Dedicated to the development of alert, 
»> clean minds and sound bodies, this 
distinguished Episcopal school attracts 
discriminating patrons. uccessful - college 
reparation. Business courses. Understanding 
‘aculty. Military training. Sports for all. Summer 
camp begins July 3. Junior school. 55th year. 
Moderate rates. Write for Catalog. 


Burrett B. Bouton, M. A., Supt. 
269 Academy P!., Howe, Indiana. 


w E 





‘unior-Senior High School. 
DORMITORIES:—Modern, 
For catalog and athletic folder, 


Onarga For Boys 


—of character. Gives each boy individual attention every 
day preparing for success in college of his choice. Ages 
10-20. Teaches How-to-Study. Cadet corps. Athletics, New 
Gym and Pool. 85 miles south of Chicago. Catalog: 

Col. J. G. Bittinger, Supt., Box G, Onarga, illinois. 


SO Cetra ee ee 
Marmion Military Academy 


Preparatory Boarding School for boys. Conducted by the 
Benedictine Fathers. Four year High School Course. Essen- 
tially Military. Accredited to North Central Assn. Moderate 
tuition. All athletics. For catalog write Rev. Headmaster, 
655 N. Lake St., Aurora (1 hr. from Chicago), Illinois. 


1 Balanced program prepares 
Elgin Academy boys for leading colleges, 
scientific schools. 95% of graduates in college. High scholar- 
ship. Unusual individualized attention. Gym, all sports. 
Art, shop, pool. Music. Heavily endowed; moderate rate. 
84th year. Catalog. Earl G. Leinbach, A.M., Headmaster, 
217 Academy Place, Elgin, III 


Todd School and Camp 


For Boys 6 to 19. 91st Year. Accredited. Vitalized in- 
dividual College Preparation ; Trip to N. ¥. World’s Fair in 
our ‘‘Land Yacht.’’ Shop. ‘Swimming. Riding. Hour from 
Chicago. Visit or write fully. Catalog: 

Roger Hill, Prin., Box D4, Woodstock, Illinois. 
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MILITARY AC 


ae Graduate and Business Courses. 
SCHOLASTIC:—Group plan of instruction accor 

fireproof, attractive; each he 
ATHLETICS:—All boys participate under skillful coaching. 
write: Col. R. 


Lindenwood 


CO" LS Gb iESG-E 


Conrers A.B., B.S., B.M. DEGREES 


As a student at this outstanding college you will 
enjoy many thrilling sports and delightful social 
activities while preparing for your career. Modern- 
ized curriculum in Liberal and Fine Arts. Also 2- 
year Junior College, A.A. degree. Journalism, teacher 
training, secretaryship, physical education, speech, 
art, music. On 138 acres, near St. Louis. All sports. 
112th year. Catalog. J. L. Roemer, D-D., President, 
Box 839, St. Charles, Mo. 








MIDDLE WESTERN—GIRLS 
Saint Mary's, Notre Dame 


Fully accredited liberal arts college for women. B.A., B.S., 
Mus.B. degrees. Also cul nal, normal courses. 
Sports—triding. Spacious campus. Catalog. 

Box G, Saint Mary’s College, Notre Dame, Holy Cross, Ind. 


Tudor Hall 


College preparation to meet requirements of college selected. 
Graduates win honors at leading colleges. Certificate privi- 
leges. Mus dramatics emphasized. General course. 
Outdoor sports—hockey, tennis, riding. Catalog. 1. Hilda 
Stewart, Prin., 3169 Meridian St., Indianapolis, Ind. 


SaintMary-of-the-W oodsCollege 


Accredited standard college for girls. Courses lead to Bach- 
elor Degrees. Music, Art, Home Ec., Library Science, 
Journalism, Commerce, Secretarial Sc. Certificate courses 
in Teacher Training and Art. Well-equipped buildings. All 
sports. Catalog. Box 39, Saint Mary-o -the-Woods, Ind. 





























: 

Monticello College 

Accredited junior college and preparatory school. Sound 
academic and special courses. Distinguished faculty. 101 
years old. Beautiful buildings. 300 acres near St. Louis. 
George 1. Rohrbough, President, Box G, Alton, Illinois. 





Frances Shimer 


Accredited Junior College and Preparatory School. Music, 
‘Art, Speech, the Dance, Home Economics, Secretarial. 12 
modern buildings om 27-acre_ campus. Gym, pool, golf 
course. 86th year. No extras. Bulletin. A. Beth Hostetter, 
Acting President, Box 469, Mt. Carroll, tll. 


Ferry Hall 





High School and Junior College. Fully 
accredited for college preparation and 


college transfer. Secretarial studies. Art, music, and 
dramatics. Swimming, tennis, riding, and other sports. 
Beautiful buildings and campus directly on the shore of 


Catalog. 


Lake Michigan, 28 miles from Chicago. TOth year. a 


Eloise R. Tremain, Box 1, Lake Forest, 





Kemper Hall 
Episcopal School preparing for all colleges. Accredited. 
Beautiful lake shore eampus. Unusual opportunities in Art 
and Music. Complete sports program. Also Junior school. 
134 hours from Chicago. Address: 
Registrar, Box G, Kenosha, Wisconsin. 
Since 1863 has prepared girls for 
Brownell Hall college and for purposeful living. 
Accredited. C.E.B. Episcopal. Kindergarten through high 
school; also post graduate year. Art, music, enjoyable 
extra-curricular activities and sports. Individual guidance. 


Write for catalog. Marguerite H. Wickenden, Principal, 
Happy Hollow Blivd., Omaha, Neb. 











MIDDLE WESTERN—BOYS 
EDUCATES THE WHOLE BOY 
ULVER ’ Studies and guides him un- 
derstandingly. Discovers in- 
MILITARY ACADEMY terests and aptitudes. 
Develops initiative, poise 
and enthusiasm for purposeful living. College 
preparatory, Junior College work, 8th grade. 
4000-acre campus. All sports. Infantry, Cavalry, 
Artille y. Band. Moderate cost. Catalog. 

64 Pershing Avenue Culver, Indiana 
Ohio Military Institute {ii..2%init to 
College. Small classes. Lower school for younger boys. 
High, beautiful location, Large athletic field in natural 
amphitheatre. Gymnasium, swimming pool. Band, orches- 
tra, rifle clubs, literary society. For catalog, address: 
Col. A. M. Henshaw, Box G, College Hill, Cincinnati, 0. 
ADEMY. 
Fully accredited. 61st Year. 
to ability. Self-motivation developed. 
housing small group and faculty family. 
Teams chosen by unique plan. 
L. Jackson, Pres., Box G-6, Alton, Ill. (Near St. Louis) 

* Program for personal development of 

every boy. Prepares for better colleges. 















Develops leadership. Near Chicago’s cul- 
tural advantages, Sports for every boy, 
including riding. 66th year. Lower and 
junior schools. Catalog. Col. H. D. 
‘Abells, Box 369, Morgan Park, i. 


MORGAN: PARK 


MILITARY ACADEMY 


Seaton area ee 
Roosevelt Military Academy 


High scholastic standards and inspiring military training 
“build men.”” Emphasis on leadership development. Accred- 
ited. Small classes, personalized instruction. All sports. Riding 
at no extra cost. Rifie Range. Moderate rate. Junior School. 
Catalog. Col. Karl J. Stouffer, Supt., Box G, Aledo, Hl. 


MIDDLE WESTERN—COEDUCATIONAL 
Wheaton Colleg 79th Year. The school 


that is different. Christian 
living emphasized. Complete curriculum, over 400 course 
subjects. Special work in numerous fields including Music, 
Education and Business. Moderate tuition; Summer School, 


June 17, July 15. Fall Term Sept. 9. Bulletin free. Address 
Registrar: Dept. GH-69, Wheaton College, Wheaton, Ill. 
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ST. JOHN'S 


MILITARY ACADEMY 


LEADERSHIP, self-confi- 
dence, a strong body and 
high scholarship—these are 
the marks of a St. John’s 
student. A faculty of “‘boy 
specialists’ trains him how 
to study, how to think, 
and how to express himself 
clearly. Balanced program 
of sports and conference 
study. Summer camp. 
Catalog. 469 De Koven 
Hall. Delafield, Wisconsin. 





Distinctive endowed boys” 
Cranbrook Schoo sehool. Grades 7-12 and 
postgraduate. Unusual opportunities in music, arts, 
crafts, sciences. Hobbies encouraged. All sports. Single 
rooms. Strong faculty. Near Detroit. Graduates in over 50 


colleges. Catalog. 
Lone Pine Rd., Bloomfield Hills, Mich. 


Registrar, 1553 

. A college preparatory 
Pillsbury Academy school for boys 12 to 20. 
Military training. 63rd_ year. Accredited. Small classes. 
Personal instruction and supervision. Dormitories. Gym- 
nasium. Swimming pool, All sports. Attractive campus. 
Wholesome surroundings. Endowed. Catalog. “Milo B. 
Price, LL.D., Headmaster, Box 169, Owatonna,. Minn. 


Wentworth Military Academy 


and Junior College, 60th year. 41 miles from Kansas City. 
High school and 2 years’ regular college work. Accredited. 
All Sports. Gym, stadium, swimmins. Musie. debating, 
dramatics. Riding. Write for book. Summer School. 

Col. S. Sellers, 369 Washington Place, Lexington, Mo. 


Missouri Military Academy 


50th year. Inspires boy to best efforts by teaching How to 
Study. Fully accredited. BR. O. T. C. Small classes. Pre- 
pares for college or_ business. Separate Junior school. 
Sports, Gymnasium. Write for catalog to: 

Col. C. R. Stribling, M.M.A., 469 Main St., Mexico, Mo. 


MILITARY SCHOOL 
Junior College and High — 


West (95th 




















athlet i 
ern_b < 
pool, ‘ 
fields. 96 acres rate 

COL. A. M. HITCH. Superintendent 
768 THIRD ST. BOONVILLE, MISSOURI 


P72 
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New Mexico Military Institute 


‘‘In the Sunshine State’’ 


A school of distinction offering exceptional High School and Junior College work 
under the most favorable conditions. Balanced program of academic, military and 
ini swimming. R.O.T.C. Altitude 

racing ait, dry climate. A cavalry school. 


physical training. All sports, including olo and 
3700 feet. Outdoor life the year round. 
Every boy rides. Moderate rates. 


COLONEL D. C. PEARSON, Supt. 


Box G, 





Roswell, New Mexico 








Texas Military College 


Accredited College Preparatory and Junior College in mild, 
invigorating climate. Strong faculty; high scholastic stand- 
ards; small classes. Home group system—a friendly, home- 
like influence. All sports. Junior school. Moderate rate. 
Catalog. Col. C. Williamson, Box 369, Terrell, Texas. 








catalogs— 

Write to any of the schools whose announce- 
ments appear in these pages. They will be glad 
to send you their catalogues and full information. 
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HOCKAHA ony 


As a Hockaday girl in Junior College you will enjoy a happy, interest- 
filled life while fitting yourself for the last two years in senior university, 
or for a professional career, preparing for college in the Preparatory 
School or for a music career in the co-educational Institute of Music. 
Ride, play tennis, all sports the year round in mild climate. Fully 
accredited. Catalog. Dept. A, Ela Hockaday, Pres. Dallas, Texas. 











1 Accredited Liberal 
Mary Hardin-Baylor 4:re4ie3, 20 °F8t 
Women. Spacious Campus. Progressive, personalized in- 
struction, Enriching associations and environments con- 
ducive to cultural growth, Social and recreational programs 
formulated to develop health, character, poise. Founded 1845. 
Gordon G. Singleton, Ph.D., Pres., Box 11, Belton, Tex. 


, Accredited college prepara- 
Radford Schoo tion in ideal year-’round 
climate. Open air classes in patio. Special work in music, 
art, dramatics, secretaryship. Character and personality 
developed. Sports, riding. Limited enrollment. Not_ for 
profit. Catalog. Lucinda de L. Templin, Ph.D., Principal, 
4100 Austin Terrace, El Paso, Texas. 


SPECIAL SCHOOLS 
The Training School at Vineland 


For those whose minds have not developed normally. 
Between Philadelphia and Atlantic City. Child study 
laboratory. Schools, shops, farms, ample playgrounds. Open 
all year. E. R. Johnstone, Director; C. E. Nash, Superin- 
tendent, Box 406, Vineland, N. J. 





Binghamton Training School 


Nervous, backward and mental defectives. All ages. Sepa- 
rate houses for boys and girls. Special cottage for babies 
1-7 years. Individual attention, Established 1881. $65 @ 
month and up. Mr. and Mrs. A. A. Boldt, W. H. Boldt, 
M. D., 108 Fairview Ave., Binghamton, N. Y. 





For excep- 

The Mary E. Pogue School Fe ,-x22° 
girls. 36th year. Instruction adapted to child’s needs. 

Manual training, physical education, occupational therapy, 

speech training. Home environment. Separate buildings 
for boys, girls. Near Chicago. Catalog. a 
56 Geneva Road, Wheaton, Illinois. 





Stewart Home School 


For Retarded Children. 46th year. Private home and 
school on beautiful 500 acre estate in Blue Grass Section. 
Cottage plan. Individual menta} and manual training. For 
illustrated catalogue address: 

Dr. John P. Stewart, Director, Box H, Frankfort, Ky. 





The Woods School 


For Exceptional Children, Three Separate Schools—Girls, 
Boys, Little Folks. Camp with Tutoring. Near Philadel- 
phia. Booklet. 

Mollie Woods Hare, Principal, Box 170, Langhorne, Pa. 





The Windle. School 


College women here find a secretarial school 


planned for them alone. Thorough training to fit 
students for positions with top men in any organi- 
zation. Six-month course in one of New York’s 
smartest office buildings. Staff with complete ex- 
perience in teaching college women. Placement 
service. Catalog on request. Director, Louise F. G. 
Windle, 30 


Rockefeller Plaza, New York City. 





Berkeley-Llewellyn 


2 yr. and 1 yr. secretarial courses preparing High School 
graduates and College women for business. Individualized 
instruction. Distinguished university faculty. Restricted en- 
rollment. Effective placement. Bulietin, Assistant Secretary, 
Graybar Building, 420 Lexington Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Ballard School of the Y.W.C.A. 


68th Year. Practical training for High School graduates 

and College students for secretarial positions. Moderate 

fee, payable in instalments. Active free placement service. 
Gym, pool, cafeteria, six residences. See catalog DS. 

Lexington Ave. at 53d St., New York City. 

Secretarial, executive 


The Scudder School secretstiat. , executive 


school graduates, college women. 2-year college credit course 
with French, Business Psychology, Finance and _ Invest- 
ments. 1-year intensive. Model office. Social Welfare, 2- 
year college credit course. Field Work. Placement. Resi- 
dence. Miss G. H. Scudder, 66 Fifth Ave., New York City. 











Girls. individually 
C. iz Young School trained to be superior 
secretaries. Be ready in 6 to 8 months for a successful 
career! Unique Young System: no classes, personal instruc- 
tion, progress at your own rate of speed. Effective placement 
bureau. 10 min. from Wall St. Catalog. 

Registrar, 24 Sidney PI., Brooklyn Heights, N. Y. 





Packard School 


Sist year. Registered by State Regents. Complete Secre- 
tarial; General Business; Accounting, and Special Courses. 
Co-educational for High School graduates and College 
Students. Placement service. For catalog write: 
Recorder, 253 Lexington Avenue, New York City. 





. 
W. Specialization brings results; Weylis- 
eylister ter specializes in secretarial-executive 
training for business skill and management of personal 
affairs. Also cultural subjects. Large suburban estate near 
New Haven, Delightful social life. Resident and day. 
1 or 2 years. Placement service. Catalog. 


Mrs. Marian W. S. Beach, M. A., Box G, Milford, Conn. 
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EVERY product guaranteed as 


BUSINESS AND SECRETARIAL 


Katharine Gibbs BRYANT COLLEGE 












SECRETARIAL 


TWO YEAR COURSE — College and cultural sub- 
jects, with thorough secretarial training. 

ONE YEAR COURSE—lIntensive secretarial training. 

Also SPECIAL COURSE for COLLEGE WOMEN. 

Delightful residences in Boston and in New York. 
For catalog address: Assistant Principal. 

BOSTON NEW YORK PROVIDENCE 

90 Marlborough St. 230 Park Ave. 155 Angell St. 














@ A Select School © 


with university atmosphere. Cultural, 
social advantages of Washington or New 
York. Graduates become paid employees 
of the school itself for 20 weeks or until 
permanently placed. Catalog. 


WASHINGTON Srcreranics 


SECRETARIES 
247-G PARK AVE., N.Y. C. » 207 NAT'L PRESS BLDG., WASH'N, D. C. 





. e e 
Marjorie Webster Secretarial 

1 and 2-year courses training business and 
School social secretaries. Elective privileges without 
added expense. Dormitories. Campus. Washington ad- 


vantages. Swimming Pool, Gymnasium. Placement. Catalog. 
Rock Creek Park Estates, Box GS, Washington, D. C. 





Strayer College 


In the Nation’s Capital. Superior opportunities for Strayer 
Graduates. B.C.S. and M.C.S. Degrees in Accounting. 
Secretarial and Stenographic Diplomas. Coeducational. For 
catalog write 

Strayer College, 369 Homer Building, Washington, D. C. 


Rider College 


Practical, college degree (B.S.) training for young men and 
women. Prepares for responsible positions as business ex- 
ecutives, accountants, secretaries, commercial teachers. 
Journalism. College life—sports, dorms, fraternities, sorori- 
ties. Placement. 75th year. Catalog. Dept. G, Trenton, N. J. 


MEDICAL SECRETARIAL 
Franklin School of Science and 


Arts Complete 9 months’ course in Medical Secretary- 
ship combining Secretarial, Clinical Lab. & other 
Medical subjects. New, uncrowded, profession. Prepares for 
position with physicians, hospitals, clinics, etc. Free Place- 
ment. Send for Bulletin GM. 1906 Spruce St., Phila., Pa. 


advertised—see page 6 














Beautifully located on campus in ex- 
clusive residential district. Excep- 
tional (degree in 2 yrs.) courses in 
Executive-Secretarial Training. Also 
two Intensive One-year courses. Four- 
year Commercial Teacher Training 
course (A.B. in Ed.). Effective place- 
ment. Gym, dorms. 76th yr. Oatalog. 
Secretary, Providence, R. |. 








Preparation for 


Lasell Junior College superior secretarial 


positions. Two-year course combining college work and 
thorough business training. Merchandising Course prepares 
for retailing and advertising careers. Gym, sports, riding. 
10 mi. from Boston. Delightful home life. Catalog. Guy M. 
Winslow, Ph.D., Pres., 220 Woodiand Rd., Auburndale, Mass, 


Burdett College , 


Practical, cultural training for responsible positions. 
Graduates successful in business, governmental and educa- 
tional fields. College-grade courses: Secretarial and Busi- 
ness Administration-Accounting. Coed. Placement. Founded 
1879. Catalog. Registrar, 156 Stuart St., Boston, Mass. 








One and two year courses train superior 
Chandler secretaries. Graduates attain responsible 
positions in business and the professions. Cultural, social 
advantages of Boston. Beautiful new dormitory. Fairfield 
School—for college graduates exclusively. Marlborough School 
—short, intensive courses. 56th yr. Successful placement. 
Alan M. Furber, B. Sc., 245 Marlborough St., Boston, Mass. 


e e e . 
Detroit Business University study 
ness in this automotive center. Business Ad., Accounting, 
Pxec. Secretarial. B.C.S. and B.Acc. degrees, Day and eve- 
ning. Individualized instruction plan. Intensive, practical 
diploma courses. Placement. Co-ed. Founded 1850. Catalog. 
Address Dean, United Artists Bldg., Detroit, Mich. 





Minnesota School of Business 


Trains young men and women for responsible positions in 
business. Thorough, practical courses in executive secretarial, 
accounting, business administration. Stenotypy. Individual- 
ized teaching. Excellent dorms. Placement. Est. 1877. Send 
for Bulletin G, 24 So. 7th St., Minneapolis, Minn. 





Wilson's Modern Business College 


Where the summer’s cool! One of America’s most progres- 
sive business schools. Excels in management, personnel, 
equipment, and placements. Est. 1897. Catalogs on request. 

Virginia at 5th, Seattle, Washington. 


MOUNT SINAT HOSPITAL 


SCHOOL OF NURSING * NEW YORK CITY 


FXCEPIIONAL educational advantages for 
high school and college graduates. Three- 
year nursing course. Fine, residential building 
overlooking Central Park. Instruction and 
clinical facilities unsurpassed. Over 800-bed 
hospital. Non-sectarian. Classes enter Sep- 
tember and February. Catalog G on request. 


Superintendent of Nurses 1 East 100th Street, New York, N. Y. 








DENTAL NURSING 
e e ° s 
Dental Assistants Training Insti- 
tute Short practical course qualifies women for positions 
in Dental Nursing as Assistants or Receptionists 
to Dentists and Dental Specialists. Free Placement. For 


catalog ‘‘4’’ write 11 W. 42d St., New York City, or 121 
North Broad Street, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. 


PHYSICIANS’ AIDES 


Eastern School for Physicians’ 


Aid es Faculty of Physicians. Prepares Qualified 
4 Students for Physicians’ Aides. Physiotherapy, 
X-Ray & Laboratory Technique. Medical Secretarial 
Courses. Placement Bureau. Booklet GH. 

667 Madison Ave. at Gist, New York City. 


KINDERGARTEN TRAINING 


Complete education for teaching (5 Pra 
in elementary grades, kinder- CaP 
en and nursery school. Chil- x 

dren’s demonstration school and 
observation center. Special summer classes. 
# Beautiful resident hall. Located Chicago’s 
7 lovely North Shorenear lake. Cultural edu- 
cation plus vocational training. B.E. degree conferre 
4 yrs.), also 3-year diploma and 2-year certificate. 
rite or list of successful alumnae. s 
National College of Education 


EDNA DEAN BAKER, Pres. Box 96-G EVANSTON, ILL. 























Perry Kindergarten Normal 


School 8-year course training nursery school, kinder- 
garten, primary, playground teachers. Limited 
enrollment. Supervised practice teaching. Univ. credits. 
Special one-year course for training children in the home. 
Secretary, 12 Huntington Ave., Room 313, Boston, Mass. 





Lesley Teacher Training 


2 year course prepares for further study in colleges offering 
B.S.Ed. degree. 3 year course trains for teaching in Nursery, 
Kindergarten and Elementary schools. Social activities. 


Dormitories. Write to 
Secretary, 57 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass. 


Mills School 


For Kindergarten and Primary Teachers. Accredited by 
N. Y. and N. J. Departments of education for state certifi - 
cate. 3-year and 4-year courses. College credit toward degree 
in leading universities. Residence facilities. 30th yr. 

G. H. Lough, 66 Fifth Ave., New York, N. v. 


The Fannie A. Smith Teacher 


Training School Nursery, Kindergarten, 


Primary. Schools for Ob- 
servation and Practice. 


Credits for degree. Successful place- 
ment. Moderate fee. Fannie A. Smith, Principal, 1122 Iran- 
istan Avenue, Bridgeport, Conn. 


PHYSICAL EDUCATION 
Sargent College 


of Physical Education, of Boston University. 4-year B.S. 
course in Physical Ed., includes thorough instruction in 
land and water sports at Peterborough, H. camp. 
Cultural opportunities. In university city. 59th yr. Catalog. 
Ernst Hermann, Dean, 34 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass. 


TECHNICAL 
Tri-State College ¥.5:i2iStechonical” 


Chemical, Aeronautical, Radio Engineering in 2 years. 
Special Preparatory Department for those who lack re- 
quired high school work. Living costs, tuition low. 56th 
year. Graduates make good. Enter June, Sept., Jan., Mar. 
Catalog. 2169 College Ave., Angola, Ind. 


Indiana Technical College 


Two-Year B. S. Degree courses in engineering: Electrical, 
Civil, Chem., Mechanical, Radio and Television, Aeronautical. 
1-yr. Mech. Drafting. Prep. courses without extra charge. 
Earn board, Low rate. Enter June, Sept., Dec., March. Catalog. 
249-A E. Washington Boulevard, Fort Wayne, Indiana. 
One year con- 


Bliss Electrical School 90° ..7 eta 


electrical engineering. Thorough training in principles, 
with practical laboratory applications. Prepares for many 
fields. High employment record. Modern buildings and 
equipment on suburban campus. 47th yr. Catalog. 

315 Takoma Ave., Washington, D. C. 










































NURSING 
Monmouth Memorial Hospital 


School of Nursing. 3 year nursing course, accredited school. 
Est. 43 yrs. For women High School graduates 18-35. 3 
blocks from ocean. Comfortable living quarters. Excellent 
instruction. Next class September. Write: 

Superintendent of Nurses, Long Branch, N. J. 














Yonkers General Hospital School 


. 

Accredited with New York Board of Re- 
of Nursing gents, offers to High School and College 
graduates a 3 year nursing course, modern nurses’ residence, 
allowance, hospital 179 beds. Next class enters September. 
Apply Principal, Yonkers, New York. 





Prospect Heights Hospital 


School of Nursing. 3 years nursing course for High School 
graduates. Educational program as outlined by National 
League of Nursing Education. Catalog: Director of Nursing. 


773 Washington Avenue, Brooklyn, New York. 








New Rochelle Hospital School of 
Nursing 


Offers accredited 3 year course 
School graduates. Apply 
Principal, 


in Nursing to High 


Box 551, New Rochelle, N. Y. 





Meriden Hospital 


Registered in Conn. and New York. Offers to high school 
graduates a three years’ course including six months at Yale 
University School of Nursing and two months public health 
nursing. Class enters September 1939. Catalogue. 
Meriden Hospital School of Nursing, Meriden, 
School of Nursing. Accred- 


Mt. Sinai Hospita ited, non-sectarian 3-yr. 


course for High School graduates. Maintenance and allow- 
ance. Active general hospital opposite beautiful Douglas 
Recreation Park, near Chicago’s famous loop, lake front, 
museums, Post-Graduate Scholarship to honor students. 


Apply Mt. Sinai Hospital, 2750 W- 15th Place, Chicago, fl. 


Conn. 











LABORATORY 


TECHNIQUE 


















Ta 
Cy AT Kcre Mao MOL raguClcrop AS. 


A Dept. of Franklin School of Science and Arts 


Offers an unusually strong, complete, and well balanced 
training course in Medical Laboratory Technology in 
9 months; X-Ray Technology in 6 months. Franklin 
Technicians are preferred. Free placement. Coed. Write 
for Catalog G. 1906 Spruce St., Phila., Pa. 








Be a laboratory technician. 
9 months’ intensive in- 
interneship in hospital or 
tology and tropical 


Gradwohl School 


struction, plus 4 to 6 months’ 
lab. New, important course in parasi 
medicine. Micro-photography, bacteriology, blood chemistry, 
X-ray. Placement service. Enter any month. Catalog. 

3510 Lucas Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


Northwest Institute of Technology 


offers thorough, comprehensive courses in Clinical, Labora- 
tory Technique, including Basal Metabolism, in 9 months. 
Also X-Ray technique with correlated Physiotherapy in 
3 months. Men, women. Graduate employment unusually 
high. Catalog. 3409 East Lake St., Minneapolis, Minn. 











HOUSEHOLD ARTS, FOO 


DS, DIETETICS 





Bs a Distitian! 


One year intensive course qualifies you for a 
position in hotels, schools, hospitals, laboratories, 
steamships, institutions. Cafeteria operated by an 
for students affords managerial experience. Place- 
ment service available. Co-ed. Age no obstacle. 
Licensed by N. Y. State. Write for catalog 14. 


NEW YORK INSTITUTE OF DIETETICS 
660 Madison Avenue, New York, Regent 4-2207 


The Iridor School 


will send you upon request a free book “Food Opportunities’’ 
which tells you how you can make money at home or in an 
attractive position. There are excellent openings for Iridor 
trained Tea Room Managers, Hostesses, Caterers, Cake and 
Candy Makers. 831-C Lexington Avenue, New York. 


Ballard School of the Y. W. C. A. 


68th Year. Professional Food Service Training. Kitchen 
and Dining-room Mgt. Modern Housekeeping. Cookery. 
Dressmaking. Home Nursing. Secretarial, etc. Placement 
service. Gym, pool, cafeteria. Six residences. Complete 
catalog D. 610 Lexington Ave. at 53rd St., N.Y. C. 








School of Domestic Arts and 


The 
. ‘ : 
39th year. Home Economics—For career as 
Science Tea Room Manager. Food Supervisor, Ca- 
terer. Class and actual experience. Homemaking—Learn to 
cook, sew, buy, direct children. Practice apartment. Short 
courses. Dormitory. Catalog G, 350 Belden, Chicago, Ill. 


Miss Farmér's School of Cookery 


This long-established school prepares for positions requir- 
ing cookery and dietetics, and for efficient home manage- 
ment. One Year, Eight Weeks, shorter courses. Individual 
instruction in small groups. Residences. Catalog H. 
Miss Alice Bradley, 30 Huntington Ave., Boston, 





Mass. 





School of Domestic Science 


Practical 1 and 2 year courses equip graduates for posi- 
tions as dietitians, tea-room and cafeteria directors, cloth- 
ing specialists, teachers, etc. School residence. Catalog 
upon request. Mrs. Frederick S. Belyea, Y.W.C.A., 47 
Berkeley St., Boston, Mass. 





Lesley 


Domestic Science. Two-year professional cou 
dietetic positions in hospitals, institutions, tearooms. One- 
year practical Home Making course. Dormitories. Extra 
curricular and social activities. For catalogue address: 

The Secretary, 33 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass. 


tse prepares for 
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LEWIS STUDENTS 
“MAKING GOOD 
EVERY WHERE 


Miss Helen  Suitor: 
“Grateful to the Lewis 
Schools for helping 
locate my position as 
Hostess. Am_delight- 
fully busy. Could not 
have made good with- 
out my training, as 
the work was alto- 
gether new.” 

Miss Dorothy Larner: 
“Thank you for help- 
ing me get my Hostess 


Resort Hotels, Clubs, 
Sorority Houses Offer 
Women. Splendid Salaries, 


a” 


positions. Lewis-tra 
cess through our compl 
One student writes: 

Hostess. Deeply gratefu 
and placeme 
room and splendid meals. Yo 


1 for 





















Train for a well-paid posit 


position. | am more [| tion, plus Lewis Training, 
than satisfied. You }and women, both young and 
are doing wonderful } Registration FREE of extra 
work.”” Service, which covers 


Mrs. Mary W. Beale: 
“Am nicely situated 
as Hostess- Manager of 
this country club, open 
the year round. Have 
my two children with 
me and live at the 


for FREE book, “ 


LEWIS HOTEL 
TRAINING SCHOOLS 
(Founded 1916) 








June 1939 Good Housekeeping 


OTEL MANAGEMENT 


Residential, Apartment and 


Oppor 
Living Often Included. 

Previous Experience Proved Unnecessary 
Qualify as Hostess, Social Secretary, t 
Agent, Hostess- Housekeeper and for many other important 
ined women everywhere winning suc- 
ete course in hotel administration. 
“Delighted with my position as 


nt by your Employment Bureau. Have a nice 
ur course is priceless.” 


Hundreds of Graduates Now Holding 
Well-Paid Positions 


ion—a good grade school educa- 
qualifies you. Lewis-trained men 


the country through special 
with the more than 23,000 Western Union offices. 
Your Big Opportunity.”’ 













Private Schools, 
tunities to Trained 




















Manager, Purchasing 








my excellent Lewis Training 

















Mary Catherine 
Lewis, Vice-Presi- 
dent,LewisHotel 
Training 
Schools 


are winning success. 
Lewis National Placement 
arrangement 
Write today 


mature, 
cost in 


Call For 
Trained 

Lee Zeya ta) 

LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS, 
Sta. TL-2402, Washington, D. C. 


Send me the Free Book, “Your Big Op- 
portunity,” without obligation. 









Sta. TL-2402 
Washington, D. C. 


Namie. saccesese 
AddreSS. .ccccceccewscssccccscsecenesenss 
CHES. c0% Jgovces sedan cases 
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FINE AND APPLIED ART 





Gp een hel fhe Lotucl Vou 


VOGUE 


STUDENTS PREPARED FUR PROFESSIONAL CONTACYS 
Dress Design, French Cutting, Pattern-making, Line, Color, Fabric 


Analysis, Merchandising, Styling, Buying, Modeling, Style Re 
porting, Millinery, Fashion illustration, Interior Decoration, 
Photography, Fashion Advertising, Writing, Layout, Display. 
PERSONAL TRA INDIVIDUAL ADVANCEMENT 


G 
116 South Michigan Blvd. CHICAGO, Dept. C 
The Art Institute of Chicago 


Fine Arts—Industrial Art. A Professional School offering 
degrees and diplomas in all branches. Not operated for 
profit. 60th yr. Low tuition. Summer School Term June 26- 
August 4. Illustrated bulletins on request. 

Dept. G. A., The Art Institute, Chicago, III. 

















Chicago Academy of Fine Arts 


Direct -project Art Training. Ona of America’s oldest schools; 
Commerciai Art, Dress Design, Interior Decorating, Indus- 
trial Design, Cartooning, Art Teaching Methods . .. 2-8 
week summer courses to fit your vacation plans. Get catalog. 

Suite B-6, 18 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago, III. 





AMERICAN 






ACADEMY OF 


PRACTICAL instruction in all branches of Commer- 
cial and Fine Art, Drawing, Painting, I{lustration, 
Advertising Layout, Lettering, Fashion Arts-Design- 
ing, Pattern Making, Construction, and Illustration. 
Individual instruction. Faculty of international rep- 
utation. Summer term begins June 26. 
FRANK H. YOUNG, Director 

25 E. Jackson Bivd., Chicago, III. 





Dept. 468 

Thorough professional 
Layton School of Art Toreust professional 
and Illustration; Sculpture; Advertising, Industrial, In- 
terior and Costume Design; Teacher Training. Frequent 
exhibitions, lectures, trips. Non-profit. 20th year. Moderate 
tuition. Write for catalog. Charlotte R. Partridge, Director, 
{9 Layton Art Gallery, Milwaukee. Wis. 


Frederic Mizen Academy of Art 


For students with a purpose. Individual tutoring under pro- 
fessional artists in Advertising, Fashion, and Story Illustra- 
tion. Layout, Dress Design, Lettering. Studios overlooking 
lake and city. Summer School begins June 26. Write: A 
Dept. 99-G, 75 E. Wacker Drive, Chicago, Illinois. 





| course for 





4 The Accepted School of 
Fashion Academy Famous Graduates. Cos- 
tume Design—Styling—Fashion Art—Textile Design—for 
Trade, Screen and Stage. Under personal direction of 
Emil Alvin Hartman, America’s Recognized Design In- 
structor and Fashion Consultant. Write for School Book 9. 
30 Rockefeller Plaza, 5th Ave. at 50th St., New York, N. Y. 


N. Y. School of Fine & Applied 
Art (Parsons) summer SessionJuly10 to August 18. 


rior Decoration & Design; Costume Illustration; Advertis- 
ing Design; Life Drawing. Summer Bulletin on request. 
Box K, 2239 Broadway, New York. 








N. Y. School of Interior Decora- 


tion Six Weeks’ Practical Training Courses. Also 

Vocational, Design and College Courses. Faculty of 

leading New York Decorators. Summer Term commences 
July 10th. Send for Catalog 3R. 

515 Madison Avenue, New York City. 


Grand Central School of Art 


Drawing, Painting, Sculpture, Illustration, Human and 
Animal Anatomy, Cartooning, Advertising, Design, Fash- 
ions, Interior Decoration. Day and Eve. Catalog on request. 
Inquire for Summer Classes. Edmund Greacen, N.A., 
Director, 7006 Grand Central Terminal, New York City. 


National Art School 


Study art in the nation’s capital. There are many advan- 
tages. All types Commercial Art, including Costume De- 
sign, Fashion Illustration, Interior Decoration, Life Class, 
Mechanical Drafting. 24th year. Catalog. 

1751 Rhode Island Avenue, Washington, D. C. 


Art Institute of Pittsburgh 7. 


18 years of successful graduates in Commercial Art, Tlustra- 
tion, Fashion Drawing, Costume Design, Pattern Drafting, 
Interior Decoration. 9 and 18 month courses. Low-payment- 
plan. Individual Instruction. Summer term. Catalog. Willis 
Shook, Dir., 232 Stanwix Street, Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania. 


Penna. Academy of the Fine Arts 


Attractive summer school in Chester Springs, Pa. June 5- 
Sept. 23. Paintings (outdoors), Sculpture (animal sculpture), 
Illustration, Mural Painting, Etching. Classes for begin- 
ners. Swimming. Winter school in Phila. Catalog. Henry 
G. Hotz, Jr., Curator, Broad and Cherry Sts., Philadelphia. 

















Moore Institute School of Design 
for Women All branches of fine and applied 


art, design and _ craftsmanship. 
Teacher training course (B.F.A. degree). New Fashion Arts 
fashion careers, Distinguished faculty, Resi- 
dences. 95th yr. Catalog. 1342 N. Broad St., Phila., Pa. 





MUSIC AND DRAMATIC ART 








Emerson College Go-cd. 4-year course. A.B., 


I. degrees. Drama, 
theater technique; radio broadcasting; public speaking, 


speech correction; dance; literature, j m; education, 
psychology, teacher training; modern langu philosophy, 
religion. Dormitories. Back Bay location. 59th yr. 
Howard A. Higgins, Dean, 130 Beacon St., Boston, Mass. 


Alviene School of the Theatre 














‘5th Year—Drama, Dance, Vocal for Acting, Teaching, | 
Directing. 3 in 1 course—Radio, Stage, Screen. Graduates: | 
Lee Tracy, Fred Astaire, Una Merkel ec. Student Stock 
Theatre Appearances while learning. Apply 





Sec’y Gale, 66 W. 85th St., N. Y. | 
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| ting 
address Secretary, Room 


AmericanAcad omy sesame 
of Dramatic Arts 


The foremost institu- 
Expressional Training in America. 


tion for Dramatic and 
Courses prepare for 
Teaching and Directing as well as 
192, Carnegie Hall, 


Acting. For catalog 
Oberlin Conservatory 4,, Division, ot 









New York. 
Oberlin College. 
Thorough instruction in all branches of music. 46 specialist 
teachers, excellent equipment (200 practice rooms, 23 
modern organs, ete.) Degrees: Mus.B., School Mus.B., 
A.B. with music major. Delightful college town. Catalog. 

Frank H. Shaw, Dir., Box 169, Oberlin, Ohio. 


as advertised—see page 6 


Rainy Saturday 


(Continued from page 37) 
the ordinary except that he had bought 
her two frail little gardenias on Broadway. 
They hadn’t kept their whiteness much 
more than an hour, but even tarnished 
had had sweetness in them. 

It had been a lighthearted, nice evening, 
and there had been only the usual argu- 
ment about petting on the way home. 

“T don’t see what you have against love,” 
he always said. “The nicest girls don’t 
find fault with it.” 

“I must have been brought up wrong.” 
Her wisecracking voice. You just couldn’t 
bore men with your intact virtue. 

He had abandoned the campaign sud- 
denly and talked about himself and his 
plans. He had made up his mind to be 
rich. “Tll even work for it,” he had said, 
but he added, “Of course, some smart lads 
marry it if the girl who goes with it is easy 
to take.” 


SUS MYERS, who worked in the same 
office, rode up in the elevator with 
Peggy. “Going out tonight?” Sue inquired. 

“Oh, probably.” A careless tone. Peggy 
was suddenly confident again. Of course 
Pete was going to come in this morning. 

“I have a date myself this afternoon,” 
said Sue. “I’m meeting Gus to pick out a 
ring.” 

“Why, that’s lovely, Sue. I didn’t know 
you had decided on Gus.” Was it only a 
month ago they had made fun of his ears? 

“After all, who wants to work all their 
lives? Maybe Gus isn’t Robert Taylor, but 
he has a steady job, and he’s crazy about 
me.” 

“I guess you do have to consider the 
future,” said Peggy unenthusiastically. 

It shook Peggy a little that Sue, the 
office beauty, was marrying Gus. Last 
summer Sue had been going out with a 
good-looking accountant. That romance 
had been in the files for a while, Peggy 
knew. But Gus. What kind of deal was 
that for a snappy-looking girl like Sue? 
She had talked as if Gus were a last re- 
sort. Well, it was nice to be married and 
have peach-colored monogrammed towels 
like Marg Gaynor, whose bridesmaid she 
had been last spring. But then Marg was 
in love with her husband. Who wanted 
just the towels? Peggy sorted the morning 
mail. Poor Gus! It was some kind of in- 
tricate hidden logic that made her think 
that just as Mr. Hamilton came in. 

Mr. Hamilton was grayly fifty some- 
thing, wore oblong gray-rimmed glasses 
and expensively tailored gray clothes. He 
was devoted to his wife and daughter. 
They had returned from Europe last night, 
he told Peggy. “I guess my little girl is 
a real American from the way she talks, 
Miss Conroy. She says she would just as 
soon buy her clothes on Fifth Avenue.” 
Peggy could see how happy he was this 
morning. He was pleased as men can be 
when their children find contentment in 
the best and most expensive things that 
America has to offer. 

“Now, let’s see, Miss Conroy. Our of- 
fice magazines are up for renewal, and 
I am wondering if there are any that...” 
He began looking over the group on the 
low table near the sofa. “Is there one that 
people never pick up?” 

Peggy knew he wanted to find one. 
“Perhaps this one isn’t the most popular, 
Mr. Hamilton.” 

He picked up the copy. “Yes. This hasn’t 
been handled much. We’d better discon- 
tinue this.” 

Peggy knew that that particular mas- 
azine cost the office fifty cents a year 
Perhaps, though, Mr. Hamilton had got 
rich guarding fifty cents’ this way, 

“By the way,” Mr. Hamilton said, as 
he was about to enter his private office, 


“shen Curtis Warren comes in this morn- 
ing, ask him to stop in and see me a 
minute. I want to congratulaie him on 
his work.” 


So Pete was coming in. The morning | 


put on wings then, and suddenly it was 
ten o'clock. Ouiside the rain still came 
down steadily, and from the high win- 
dows the city was monstrously drab. But 
Peggy felt better. Pete would be in soon. 
Maybe she was a litile bit im love with 
him. It wasnt a crime to fall a little m 
love with the handsomest man you ever 
went out with, was it? She answered the 
telephone, signed for a package, received 


the few people who came on business this 


weit Saturday mornme. 

The man from the Personal Service 
Circulating Library came im as usual on 
Saturdays: she returned last week’s book, 
which had been of the dreary school, and 
chose one by an author who had things 
come out right in the end. Peggy hadn't 
much use for a school of fiction that left 
people siaring straight ahead imto ruin. 
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a victim to 


MIDSUMMER MADNESS 


Don’t miss the dramatic short | . 
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Heartache wes all right if there was an 
end to it by the last page. She paid her 
quarter and put the book in her desk. She 
sometimes read during her lunch hour 
and on an occasional evenimg at home. 
She had never spent a Saturday evening 
that way. The book man went on through 
the office. She looked at the electric clock 
on the wall Eleven-thirty. lf Pete was 
coming in, he would be here soon. 
He was. She looked up to see him walk- 
ing in with Polly Hamilton. Polly, newly 


done over in Paris, was amazingly pretty 


and animated. This last Peggy 

as a girl's way with a new conquest in 
her hand. “You'll like this crowd tonighi, 
Pete.” Polly was saying. “Oh. hello, Miss 
Conroy.” Paris hadn't taken the na 
friendliness out of her voice. 

Pete Warren nodded. “Hello.” It was 
pretty casual and certainly took no notice 
of the dinners and tumes and white gar- 
denias they had shared She returned 
Polly's greeting politely and told Pete 
Warren that Mr. Hamilion would like to 

“Tl wait here.” chimed Polly, “and if 
Dad gives you 2 raise, you may take me to 
lunch” She sat down on the sofa, crossed 
lovely legs, and opened her huge square 


suede bag for a cigarette. Peggy sup 
plied the match. ; 

“Did you have a nice trip, Miss Hamil- 
ton 


“Oh. it was all rather mad, really. 
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Mother met these friends in Paris, and 
after that we didn’t have a minute—and 
all those terrible fittings to get in. I fainted 
once, and Mother was quite alarmed, but 
I stood up and went on with it. After all, 
your overalls have to fit.” 

Polly’s overalls today were lovely. 
Peggy paid her a silent tribute as to the 
way she wore them. Polly knew about 
clothes. 

“I was so surprised when I heard Pete 
Warren was working for Dad,” Polly said, 
skipping to a subject which obviously 
interested her more than her trip. “When 
he called up last night, I told him he 
would have to prove it, and here I am, 
sitting around waiting for him. Isn’t that 
servile of me?” 

She was so doll-like that you took this 

kind of talk from her and liked it, thought 
Peggy. 
“Honestly, I didn’t know he even re- 
membered me,” she went on. “I met him 
at a prom. He was very much a man of 
the world, and I was only a flighty child 
at the moment. Imagine his saying I was 
one of the easiest women to take, even 
then.” 

The telephone cut off some more of 
this. Peggy gave Polly the message. “Mr. 
Hamiltou would like you to come to his 
office.” 

Mr. Hamilton was hungry just to look 
at his pretty child now that she was home, 
thought Peggy. And Pete hadn’t lost much 
time getting in touch with her. The smart 
lads married “if the girl who goes with it 
is easy to take.” Well, Polly was that, and 
it was all fair and understandable, and it 
hurt like a lot of logical and legal things. 
He had just been putting in his time until 
Polly got back. No one could blame him 
for that. She didn’t blame him, but 
it still hurt. In the future she would be 
smarter, that’s all, if that was any com- 
fort. It wasn’t. 

And just at that moment Mr. Hamil- 
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t ee VT : leaving the office together. “Where would 
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you two like to lunch?” Mr. Hamilton was 
inquiring. He took time to hope his re- 
ception-desk clerk would have a nice 
weekend. Polly said good-bye pleasantly, 
too. Pete Warren nodded casually. 

“Wherever you take us, Daddy. I’m just 
a slave, you know.” 

The elevator swallowed the slave and 
her captors, and swallowed, too, a piece 
of Peggy Conroy’s heart. 


— looking suddenly quite excited and 
happy, called good-bye on her way out. 
Usually they lunched together at a tea- 
room on Saturday, but Sue’s plans today 
eliminated that. Peggy, her library book 
under her arm, left the office alone. It 
looked as if she were going to have time 
to read tonight. 

On the main floor of the building she 
hesitated before the driving, slanting rain 
outside and decided on lunch in the buiid- 
ing drugstore. It was crowded, but after 
a while there was a place at the end of 
the counter. 

Waiting to give her order, she watched 
the speedy routine that was Saturday 
luncheon for a lot of people. It wasn’t 
much like the luncheon Mr. Hamilton 
was giving for his daughter and the 
young man in such favor with both. Un- 
erringly Peggy guessed that Mr. Hamil- 
ton would choose one of the big hotels; 
he was more at ease in a big expensive 
place than in a little expensive place. 
She let herself build up a picture of 
them right now. A round table covered 
with crisp damask in a room with many 
such tables. A tall silver vase of flowers 
taking up too much room. Polly’s giddy 
gay chatter about anything. Mr. Hamilton 
suggesting oysters to Curtis. Funny, but 
he was no longer Pete. 


Peggy left the triangular corner of her 
sandwich, put down a nickel tip. At an 
other counter she bought a pound of 
gumdrops for her mother, Saturday’s 
small attention. Outside she opened her 
umbrella. 

“Tt can’t hurt like this forever,” she said 
in silence under the sharp song of the 
taxi horns in the ram. With book, gum-| ene 
drops, and umbrella, she made her way ; 
through the crowds. What had happened 
to the small pile of Saturday afternoon | 
excitements? Usually she loved a crowd, . 
the struggle to buy stockings or get a soda 
just before she took the tram home ... 
There was a window full of shiny-cased 
lipsticks. She had no desire for a new lip- 
stick even though her present one was 
down to its last blunt quarter Inch. But} 
a shampoo and a manicure were weekly | 99 lovely pieces to grace your table on 
necessities of her job. She must not look 
the way she felt 

She climbed a flight of stairs to a second- service-for-8 includes every piece you'll 


as 


nye) 


a 


= much foveliness 







Here's complete silver service... 


every occasion. Kive Epwazn’s featured 


Ste * ey uw ib 
floor shop where a shampoo, finger wave, a e 
and manicure were to be had for a dollar. need to start your career OF 
Rosa, her regular girl, was free presently. Seow of ee 
She was 2 dark, wellb ult Tislian cirL SLicCeSssi ul entertaining. 
a passionate and untidy priestess tending It’s flatware you'll be proud to use wi : 
a ritual as she worked over the matter 5 flatware yoult be prott to use wie : 
of a part, or the first row of curls. She your finest linens and china. Its : 
assumed that the maim busimess of her a oF ieee so a = 
customers was romance, and the maitier graceiul pattern biends with any tabie = 


of the first row of curls might make or 
mar the success of that. 

“Going out tonight, Miss Conroy?” It Epwarn’s beauty for yourself, we've 
was an entirely friendly question as she 
began twisting wet curls and pinning them 
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“No, Fm going to read a book” ; 

Rosa was shocked by this waste of} | NATIONAL SILVER COMPANY 2 ; 
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time by the girl under her hands. A good- MS ar ee s . 


looking girl reading a book on Saturday 
night! For the love of Heaven, what did 
these milk-skinned women think life was 
all about? Reading a book on Saturday 
night! “Yeah—” she said dubiously. Her 
own boy friend would be waiting for her 
when she finished work. She pushed Peggy 
under the drier less gently than usual 
She had suddenly lost interest in her- 
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es was no doubt that trim hair and 
bright nails made even 2 disillusioned 
woman feel better. Peggy came out into 
the street again. This shoppm¢ district 
was always crowded. Women under um- 
brellas stopped to look into windows. 
Thinking about their winter overalls. 
Polly made everything so gay- She wes 
gay and dumb im the right proportion to 
make a success in her world. Sill, com- 
petition was keen there, too. She would 
have competition for Curtis, and maybe 
he would find more money attached to 
just as much beauty. Polly’s bright little 
heart would break a little then, too. Weil 
why noi? 

Then Peggy had a quick reproach for 
herself. “What good would that do you. 
cat?” That was a cute little blue dress in 


that window. Honestly, it was just the tm 
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that she just missed a train im the Long 


Island station. 
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view, half-dressed and only half-decided 
about an invitation. Mrs. Fried, a neighbor, 
wanted her to go to Jamaica to a picture. 
“It’s Shirley Temple, but Joey and Mary 
are both going to parties tonight, and 
they have to have their supper. I know 
you haven’t time, Peggy—” 

‘T’ve got time, Mom. You go. You love 
Shirley Temple.” 

“Well, I don’t know. It will be a fight 
getting Joey’s ears washed and his new 
suit on and all. I don’t want you to be 
late anywhere.” 


peasy understood that being late any- 
where was a reference to Curtis War- 
ren. Her mother had never met Pete, and 
she did not often mention his name. He 
had never called for Peggy at home, and 
it had always been too late to bring him in 
to meet her parents when he brought her 
home. Anyway it didn’t matter now. 

“’m not going anywhere, Mom. You 
get ready and go to the picture.” 

“Well, if you aren’t going out early, 
Peggy—” Mrs. Conroy was puzzled, but 
she asked no questions. “Jim Haley called 
and asked if I knew whether you were 
busy tonight. He said to call him back at 
home.” 

She couldn’t go from Pete right back 
to Jim Haley, who had been a life guard 
at the beach last summer. Honestly she 


3 couldn’t. 


“And Marg Raynor called up,” con- 
tinued Mrs. Conroy, faithfully remember- 
ing each message. “She said she had a 
cold and couldn’t go out, and that she 
was lonesome and wished you could come 
over, but she supposed you wouldn’t have 
time tonight.” 

“Not if I wash both of Joey’s ears!” 

But by eight o’clock that had been ac- 
complished. Joey had on his new suit, and 
his hair was brushed, a state which left 
him acutely uncomfortable and not too 


|happy. “Catch me calling for any girl,” he 


muttered as Peggy gave his tie a nice 
twist. 

She was severe. “Now, Joey, you were 
asked by your hostess to bring this girl, 
and you might as well learn right now 
that you have to do your part in social 
obligations. Where do you think the world 
would be if everybody like you neglected 
their social obligations?” 

“Ah—P eg—” 

“Never mind. You go right to her house 
and ring the bell. Tell Nancy’s mother you 
are calling for her, and remember to take 
your hat off.” 

He departed sadly, aware that a man 
had to give into women for the sake of 
peace. But Mary was in a state of bliss 
as Peggy fastened a tiny blue bow on her 
dark curls. “Peg-gy, you were swell to 
buy me this dress. You saved my life 
from complete tragedy, and I adore it.” 

The kid did look pretty cute, but there 
wasn’t any need to tell her so. 

Now that both of them were gone Peggy 
could sit down and relax. She could read 
a book. She took it up, looked at the last 
page. Silly stuff. Some boy had come back 
to some girl. Maybe. But boys like Curtis 
Warren didn’t come back from the Polly 
Hamiltons. She knew that. She put the 


book down. Might as well go over and 
see Marg Raynor, and just be the single 
friend of married couples now. On through 
the years she would be asked for Sunday 
dinner. The children would call her Aunt 
Peggy. But she didn’t have to go over to 
Marg’s looking all washed up, did she? 
She took the new grape-colored crepe 
dress out of her closet. That with the 
single strand of dollar pearls— 

“Well, if it isn’t Garbo herself,” said Hi 
Raynor answering the doorbell. 

Marg came forward. “Peggy, we were 
just talking about you. I was telling Bill 
that there wasn’t a chance in the world 
that you would come over tonight.” 

Behind Marg and Hi there was a rather 
tall, well-groomed young man. “Miss 
Conroy meet Bill Montgomery,” said Hi. 

Bill Montgomery. She knew that he was 
Hi’s boss, the branch manager of a big 
company. One of those managers who has 
worked up right out of the cellar. He 
looked as if he could have done it. He 
had peppy blue eyes, but his manner was 
quiet and grown-up. 

“Very glad to know you, Miss Conroy,” 
he said with composure. 

“How do you do,” with equal compo- 
sure. He was attractive enough so that 
probably a lot of girls fell for him. She 
was thankful that she was too much a 
woman of the world to do that. 

“Now we can play bridge,” said Marg. 
“But I must warn you about Bill’s bridge. 
He picks up his hand and says five dia- 
monds before you can get your aces 
counted. Isn’t that true, Bill?” 

“IT make up my mind fast, that’s all.” 
He was looking at Peggy Conroy. 


At MIDNIGHT they were walking from 
the bus corner along the street on 
which she lived. 

“You were a surprise to me,” said Bill 
Montgomery. “I had the impression you 
were the kind of girl who had to have 
two orchestras going to have a good time. 
I didn’t imagine you so sensible and such 
good company and so nice.” 

“There are lots of nice girls around.” 

“But I haven’t met many with your 
looks.” 

She said: “I wish you wouldn’t drag out 
this old line. I thought you were more 
sensible, too.” 

“This isn’t a line. I mean it. I like you 
very much, and I think you are the most 
beautiful girl I have ever seen.” 

In front of her house they could see her 
mother and father having a midnight 
lunch in the dining room. They looked 
comfortable and pleasant, and suddenly 
Peggy was proud of them. : 

“Would you care to come in and have 


‘a sandwich, Bill?” she asked him. 


‘Td like to come in and meet your 
family. They’re going to see a lot of me 
from now on, if you are willing.” 

“T don’t make up my mind so fast.” 

But she was smiling. The rain had 
stopped, and she was unexpectedly happy. 
She didn’t know yet that all her Satur- 
days and other days had been decided by 
this evening, but she was pretty sure she 
would have a date for next week. One 
that she liked. 


SONG 
By Elizabeth Grey Stewart 


MY HEART shall make a song for you, 
Who took defeat with head held high 


And, laughing, told me dreams might fade, 


But hope and courage could not die. 
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MY FINEST song shall be for you; 
Your battles were not fought in vain. 
I shall remember you stood fast 

And hewed new valor out of pain. 
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And Night—Life is so much easier 
with a Florence, satisfied owners tell 
us. They’re proud of Florence beauty, 
enthusiastic about the good results 
they get, and pleased with the lus- 
trous easy-to-clean porcelain finish. 
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...Five Year Protection Plan. 


product guaranteed as advertised—see page 6 


DO ...With the amazing 


Shelf-lined Inner Door 
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» +» gives you 26% more 
quickly usable space! 


Philco’s latest product, the new Conservador 
Refrigerator—is truly new and different—no 
other refrigerator even /ooks like it! Only the 
Conservador has the shelf-lined Inner Door, 
an amazing invention that gives you new ad- 
vantages never enjoyed by refrigerator users 
before—a feature that saves your “me, your 
energy and your money! 


First of all, you get 26% more quickly usable shelf 
space... twice the easy-to-use front space. The food 
you use most often is always at your finger-tips, easy 
to find and easy to reach .. . without even opening 
the main compartment. Stored in the Inner Door, it 
doesn’t clutter up the shelves, doesn’t waste valuable 
space. The roomy main compartment is free and 
clear for the bulky foods . . . you really use, easily 
and naturally, ALL the space you buy! And... 
here’s another advantage! Every time you open the 
Conservador, the Inner Door shields the precious 
cold within the main compartment from the current- 
wasting warm air outside. New convenience, new 
economy .. . and yours at no greater cost than an 
ordinary refrigerator! 


NOW ON DISPLAY — SEE IT! 


Visit your nearest Philco dealer today . . . see the 
shelf-lined Inner Door and all the new 1939 Con- 
servador models. Ask about his easy payment offer— 
24 months to pay! Or mail coupon below today for 
illustrated 24-page Conservador book—sent FREE. 


PHILCO RADIO & TELEVISION CORPORATION 
Dept. 103, Philadelphia, Pa. 


Please send me, free and without obligation, your 
24-page book about the Conservador Refrigerator 
with the shelf-lined Inner Door. 


Name. 





Address 





THE CUNEO PRESS, INC., U.S.A. 





HE cap and gown 
Vs. proof indeed 
of how smart this 
young lady has been 
in her studies. But 
wait and see how 
smartly she'll now 
te Se ae the 
afer, . . Like 
thousands of this 


most popular reasems, CeTtaiE! > 25 825 5 afer, hishwavs a 


cettins a new General 


years gay graduates, she’s 
Motors car along with her coveted sheepskin . .. And 
you certainly know what that means—a car with 
Body by Fisher .. . 


eves tell you—that here is the “Class of *307 jin auto- 


; 
what your owl 


You know—from 








motive fashions . . . You discover — from the solidly 
silent way it rides — that here Fisher craftsmanship has 
again enhanced motor car body security... You find—in 
its new visibility, in its more spacious interiors and 
its improved Fisher No Draft Ventilation — new mea- 
sures of safety. comfort and convenience... That’s 
why it makes such good sense when someone tells 
you, “For °39, better pick the car with Body by 


Fisher” —which means a General Motors car, of course. 
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ON GENERAL MOTORS CARS ONLY: CHEVROLET « PONTIAC * OLDSMOBILE + BUICK «+ LA SALLE * CADILLAC 
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A natural partner of 


good things nT 


easy ways to keep Coca-Cola cold 
«-. ice-cold... before serving. 


COPYRIGHT 1939, THE COCA"COLA COMPANY 


There’s something about the sparkling tang and zest of ice-cold — 
Coca-Cola that makes it a natural partner of good things to eat. 
With frosty bottles of Coca-Cola picnic time becomes refresh- 


* ment time. And ice-cold Coca-Cola is so easy to take along. 
The six-bottle carton... 


from your favorite dealer 
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